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’Preface 

“.tad life; and many grave problems were s,ijl ... lv--f:;»r- 
would do away with both; conscience required it. an.. •• 

would find a wly. The American people knew that they m.« ;.k 
along the highroad of progress, and moving fast 1 hey uric v. an n.. • * 
that just beyond the horizon lay the promised^ land. I In * 
tainty came as naturally to them as the vision «.! 
be a pessimist was to be a very queer fish, hvoi tin* u - “ •■— “ 

optimistic, and the reformers who pleaded their came .nr.r , m ■ 
doubts of eventual success. Who could deny that a «*■'»<• 
life was within the nation’s grasp? Americans diifn.M Mini!) . 
the best means of reaching what was so obviously .maii wtn *. 

Their mood, in 1946, was very different. I hit mg toe 1 ".'v 

had advanced, as no other nation in history, mwaid p.■«,-!, •''> « 

material possessions. In the common view these wm* u .at m ■' 
existence more secure and more satisfying. Hut lew A’lrsr >u. ^ o; 
sidered life as secure and satisfying as it had hmi JH»> v ■ > • ’ : ' • 

Those who looked to the future displayed «*• sriemn. .... t •• *. 

abroad noted with astonishment an atuiospheu- ot tension ami 
hensiveness more extreme than that prevailing in w.» w t ~ bed 1 
Confidence and faith had evaporated. Skcptiusm \>. >• . .aaM 1 >0 .!. • 
Pessimism was not eccentric. But this reversal ot atom- !-\ f As. A- *'» 
moral weather, had not come alio tit suddenly. The Antai. an >>o’. ■ A 
had been gradually changing for many years. 

In this there is an astonishing paradox. The past fittv vr.«-, une 
only an era of unexampled progress ami remarkable su» i.d r, **.«•< 1 ;ow 
were also an era of deepening spiritual disillusion, ! h>>*x ivui't. .m ! 
thinkers who spoke most authoritatively for thr Arnett, an }»■ >: 1 '*, 
and who most influenced their attitmle to hie, c\pte,«d t». In tb o 
interpretations of American life, there is the muni *4 an tsi*.teasing 
disenchantment with the social order; a grossing e*.nu< o.-u ’A- 
existence, for the average American, was deteriorating. As t.V . 
passed, the old American dream took on the quality «i a n..? 
Faith gave way to disbelief in the jnissihility of ,n litre mg th>? s u >. •* 
abundant life for all which—however defined had tim, .’hr t i on . 0 
national ideal. We began the period with a sense of vr. m :* y .o 1 .m 
assumption of orderly progress. We end it apparriuK l*- t •}« * : l-ah a 
people whose freedom, power, material advantages , s;d ** ,s • <» ■ 

are widely envied throughout the world; hut wlm.r u-ti:, !-«. •„ .0 f 
faith in their future, have signally diminished. 


Preface xht 

The parallel developments of progress anti disillusion are the subject 
of this bonk, ami of the one with which l htfpe to follow it. The next 
volume wilt deal with what may Ik* describ'd as the tangible features 
of ottr civilization: itulustrial change under expanding finance cap¬ 
italism; the relations of capital and labor; science, invention and tech¬ 
nology; politics; the evolution of our characteristic architecture; the 
effect of the movie and radio on ottr culture. 

The present hook deals with factors notably less tangible. It surveys 
radical changes that occurred in our way of life. These, in the ag¬ 
gregate, amounted to a revolution in customs, manners, morals anti 
exjtericnce. While American life was thus being transformed, the atti¬ 
tude of the American people was being influenced by newspapers and 
magazines; by writers of fiction anti writers for the theater; by 
philosophers and social theorists; by proponents of various gospels 
which attracted large followings. In so far as they interpreted the na¬ 
ture atul ptuitable consequences of sot ial ,itaugr, all these fours wetc 
shaping our contemporaiy t uiture. I have sited to deal with them as 
makers of the moral weather in width we ate living today. 

In a srliM*, this hook attempts to tell the smiy ot the Aiuetii att mind 
amt he.ut timing the past fifty yearn, Because it is a stoiy l have used 
the nan alive method. Because the story involves many people im all of 
whom will Ik* equally familiar to all teadns, l have sought to make 
them as vivid and vital as they seemed in their own day. Throughout 
the bmk, l have used phrases taken dimtiy limn the waitings of 
authors; from correspondence and llooks of memoirs; horn ant.irs in 
magazines and newspapers. I have used quotation maths only to 
iileuuly a quotation of several tounected sntfem rs, Hradeis who may 
lie mtnestrd in coieatltiug the si nines will find a miuplrtr iubbogiaphy 
fur then use. 


A number of people have .outulmtrd genet otislv so the making of 
this ltook. I am greatly indebted to Koltrrt N. laiiMott of Random 
House, whose enthusiasm for the piojrit let! me to midritakr tl. Dm 
mg the long pmod rrsranh and wilting, 1 dirw he.nilv on Im 
gmdatne, always wise; and on his pattern r, appaiemlv meshamaiblr. 
Hr lead and dr« uvtrd with me every draft of eveiy thapirt as is was 
cotnplrJrd. He Coiistautly opened flesh prtspei lives, and always fm 
tushed imennve ami emomagement. His contitbtitinu was a i»4lah 


xiv Treface 

orative effort. My gratitude is the greater Ihv.uw. in uw. I *' 
that he did not consider it an effort. It was tutu: aho Sum - , ’■ ’ y >’ 
he gave, and he would be the last to realuc-»us I . o srt M“- 1 
that the gift was unique and, to any writer. Iwyoud j’t u r. 

Miss Nannine Joseph, my g(K)d friend as well as m> My, .... - 

lessly read many versions of a long manuscript. She w.h ,.ru -v I m tvt 
solicitude, and very helpful in her criticism, and 1 tom.l y • • 
appreciation. For information about various marten wuhit - Vo r >-; 
sonal experience, I am deeply grateful to Mts, \ vettc h. Ats!.'» .. M» • 
and Mrs. Will Irwin; Dr. Frank A. Manny; Mts. S.u dt W.u >r- M , 
Connell; and the late Richard W. G. Welling. F«i an m: h ly.M 

ness which advanced my work, I warmly than!, iV.rn K-,.t. ICou 
say, of Olivet College, Olivet, Michigan. 

The research for this book owes nuuh to the r-u - u,! . • 

of The New York Society Library. For thrii u»i<v.-o. a..: ’ n> . nd 

many useful suggestions, I am gr.uetul to Mis. I'.h'i * ’• M ■ . 

FrederickG.King, Miss Helen Ruskcll, and Miss M W •• • *? 

the Library’s staff. My friend George Frccdlm, t ‘ma’..s ,,f d: • i ’• ■ •; 

Collection of the New York Public Libr.uv, pi ncd ,■> t,;.. •,-! /' • 

the Collection’s valuable material. To bun, and to JV-.l M --, ■ : m. 

staff, I offer my thanks. For some liiblioguithi. .<! ... ! 'h. !, 

Richard McLaughlin; and for assist.tiiu* in pi'-p.i- m., d ' m: 
for the press, Kendall Smith. 



INTRODUCTION 

^The Lmk ef L/fe 


I'ti thr tinkle of hells mi bright winter mornings, after 
when the sleighs came mtt, Same thought totally <4 <hives 
v,m!, tin(*ii;;h the Mtnunei dusk, in thr family mu try, nrt\otie 
y wr.uy uttri ,1 jiit'itk. Othets mu! ill l 1 j< they nm* quite 
! "*‘" v thfiusrlvrs among .1 hand of youths .tut! gill-., swath 
ini; along tjutef Mrrets; the "Imytle < larr" h.nl hmi at its 
, 'I'u those uht enough m remember it, the Atarii«.i O’ iH/» rc* 
1 in quaint images, lit titty tt had boomr almost ,t» t emote, 

ratly .is tdylhr, as thr Atari i« ,i of the luma hug tatbrt 
ns thr laud. in tier shaded enies ami towns, csearn. r was an 
ti ami srrtiin! tranquil, Fm nutty pm|4r, it was ,d-,u gm. nan, 
a; at thru own tommmtiiii-*,, must Atari a.ms t«.i.|, pair in 
A tilt an i Fm 1 lowrlls * ailed the l.ttgr 4 hrrt till avrt.o-r <4 la-ddi 
(i rss and It.lj'jw htr. < Itif tint!* n! t ills at I Sir irstdettn i) *jii if n-f*. 
lavs W'Mtr an aa of solid , omiotr ; they li.nl Irni Inals m ra-liar, 
I 1mm I.ur grim traut to another, Vt j w . 1, Juan tl„- 
m glass j»l<a. goaded hy a tart.il stag, they w-ir ruvrl'n-.U-.l 
trtW'oih am! t .in. v glass, am! iiutiy ha! wide in .-ml..;)-.. On 
inghts, attrt thr Uft|>hghtri had made hts totmT, th- yum.; 
gadirml tfine. Uttr braid thr smimmutg ot m.mdoht,, and 
,, amt v.a.rs migiug "t July a Had at a tit Mr, l «Agr," ,,i v,i,r 
nan Huhn II W./ or 'the tlnJu, 

a thr win,!»,«*. ia slirsr houses,Indian! two lavru. .a Ur rnttSam*., 
j»rf fan 1-11*' < its, sai vrvrd us WotM ,tm| tumid ti good, 1 1 ma 

ttre hr wuh thrta 4 Ami was tt tmt iurvluttstthly |*r« .jus mu - ' la 
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deed, a kind of renaissance Had-begun, a flowering of the middle-class 
individualist spirit that was not confined to the prosperous. This spirit 
was purposeful and expansive. It was certain that the abundant life 
in America was not a frail plant. The old physical frontiers had 
closed; but there would always be new frontiers of opportunity. No 
matter how humble one’s immediate circumstances, one could scarcely 
help, in time, rising above them. The traditional American faith in 
progress projected itself upon personal life, and hope ran high. Had 
not the nation’s “big men”—Andrew Carnegie, John D. Rockefeller, 
George F. Baker, for example—come up the hard way, from modest 
beginnings as clerks or laborers? What they could do, others could 
also. On every social level the general experience afforded ample war¬ 
rant for confidence. Today was good. But tomorrow would be still 
better. 


The social aspects of life were pleasant. Even in the great cities there 
was much neighboring and casual dropping in. It originated in a simple 
errand, or no errand at all, and was often prolonged into a leisurely 
visit. People also paid calls, but these were of a more ritual nature. 
One always called on a bride soon after her marriaige, and, accompanied 
by her mother, she promptly returned the courtesy. When anyone had 
died, one called on the bereaved, bringing a delicate but nourishing 
token of affection: a jar of calf’s-foot jelly flavored with wine, a light 
cake or meringue, a bottle of Tokay, to tempt the reluctant appetite of 
sorrow. Church people—and who were not?—called on newcomers to 
the parish as soon as they were properly settled. These were visits of 
ceremony, obligatory to the well bred, like the party call with which 
one acknowledged hospitality, even from one’s closest friends—calls 
with cards and kid gloves, as the womenfolk said. 

In the larger cities, matrons who were sensitive to fashion had begun 
to receive on stated “days at home.” The gas-lit parlor was thronged, 
and so was the adjacent dining room, where honored friends of the 
hostess presided over a coffee urn and chocolate pot, for tea was not 
considered appropriate to a “collation.” The long dining-room table 
was spread with a snowy damask cloth that touched the floor, and it 
gleamed with silver and cut glass. There were salads of chicken and 
lobster; dainty sandwiches; trays of pastry; dishes of mints and 
chocolates; and sometimes a fancy ice from the caterer’s, a rococo 


the of £ife mm 

gtrucittir of s\mx *tu*4r» ltcnjM|w frilU ait*! jutitt ribltott h»nvm On 

New V«mi\ I U )* LuliiW int 141 lint M home M thrive, 411*1 gemlrmm 
went 114mi home to home jatytst^ theit imjintw Amt in fltr i!mm$ 
room itine w«mM he a j^nmi bowl of crrnmy c>$tto& iLinknl hy a 
ham and a ttukey, a 4f4 of waltufirit oysters, itwmivc ihmnt .nut i 

iiujrak |4 siii |hii. tiling* 

Fur Atirttmtw tikdl in nit ttatrfttya limy iftmttnt #o*uh wilttt btcatw 
fast#: with pork chop amt fttctl fattfafarm lint lw.nl with him* 

Inti k wheat ukei nr watiilcn with maple *yrup, coffee with hravy t/rcaitt, 
A tiinii wvw w ii4it rii*lit u without twenty mi tor ittiinrt their wonUl alway# 

be 4 h»r«e roast* amt (nr hinclimit of ^tipper 4 thick hrrNlrvtk 01 *1 fowl, 
The family utile w«w lorn Ini with Itotttmimlf pickle* att«! f*rrrtvrc 
•tml fftklAtf atiil rvritiiti* meals niJnt with srveial kuuN of calm or 
pie* lit ii4*iiiv tommnmMcs, jnmfnrum folk never tluttirjit «4 iucmyi 
fowl* irwl m yarn w nn iI4 f *% Immy flic winter, ami <ouM iimi have 
|»r*teri-t rent ilirin tint] fitry u-ishcti lie Wliru wmm.; » .mir, tbm Ln4 

a< a us fiini hr m sm.hnv/ h mil tin i urr t minjentn tn4 nwfet 

wen! a iimr*c of miilj4iiir en4 iseh.ei, n 1 Sob nh air! hi* »»i ,,4 

m mll\ warn wn ■ lensmi m renew 4w wSonr , p-a!;u fj !w*m 4 
f it it winter tlicf, 

X\ yhm tl'r Sr asm, an c Wmlwhnl imtmw \Urp<thmnl *fr dnr of 

feinrar, me n he ii im.on mi new s**< A fm yi .mart I Jo* wane 4iufoo, 
mil nii*U leeyitn 4 , 4 wf nf a fmimfimwn 4 mnonl itww who "i.rp* 
h»4p u mi4 ih»wr who 4*4 no?, \!mt he, wm n „ Jn! w; a * 4 , n 4 tiiiim of 

Jlirtr to time rvotihm.? vatmtlwi on lie kne re rail m nr^whin 
Inwin >r,> n-wn ovei h* iwmnn;; He)n,n4wm to wnurn ,m4 
nr*n !rw |( 1 hi I ham Ni,, iV wn ua Jt mr.JF, ran e,r4 ,1 ww«»ife; 

4 m ^ 1 » 4, 4e v v« r-‘ 4,» **r *; <■» ; u. 1 e mu t of 1 4A I in 

f’wlrw ?a rn W , !, w ! e,, 1 , ; r, ( a 4 ^. n 111 rurn VweA 4 kht 

fra t r< m n , I r m % , K * w .r 4 tea/ 1 m r i w, lm ju 4r wrr|/ 

0.4 m. tl a e w"‘ i 4 r, A 1 ^ 1 1 \ n • t .1 *!an w,'*w f~| ftr ir’wamejr.l 
’leJ.eh^ .« 1 ' .V n iwf h ?41 **ut*T\ lire' W m ulw ,4 4 ^ .Wjwen 

for 4 I'JM “tw *ri r "WWI . * 1 e me, e 4 : <rlw» * 4 ' the km? imjd) ro 4 
4 * 40 , e, f 4 \) ' ’ 4 i *. w w ^ wall 4 e ' i.irC 

4- ' ‘ aaiJw, 4, r m ’nr 1 yli\ e ,4 4r, whm, 4r- n 

4N>, ;♦ !. h a I 4-' ( e.r n* v. o w.^rr u 4w 4,a?n '>r‘ , 4‘nu* one 4 
n f '.' ;r ,, r; * w . r , l* me/4 Jon’ 4a a ;^a sr< » m ! » a-nrl r e, 


xv iii Introduction 

Russell’s figure and complexion were exquisite, hei M'l:-’o r •• >, *,*. a t 
relaxed; it was obviously not the strength nt het •'" ■''* 

male hearts. Indeed, strength of mitnl appeared i.. W .ul . 

tribute. As exemplified by the members oi women, • m *■, >• *. .. 

arousing some concern. The clubs were a sotme . ‘y 

Edward Bok, who had succeeded ia making l he li ,f *v » 

a final authority on all amenities. Picsentiy, ttt the pa,/. ••! 

7 inp ; ex-President Grover Cleveland would wii.t-tim ib.-m: m- u.-e 

and safest of clubs for a woman to patroaiA-w.f. itet ‘:v, \n.-o m 

wives and mothers, he declared, should be hippy ,m ! •• i 1 >’ 1 v, 

following the Divinely appointed paths ot line ;.t *»!:■ •*’ • ,,S 

all others, he said, might grope in the d.ukne.. >1 ■' ! ,, 

The ex-President’s admonition summed up a t.u.td. i :,s, ■ .. 

The vogue of the bicycle was taking the \ouu,yt u ns.-:. . u ■ ... •. 
But, however healthful, it was not utmvtsallv .r,<;o.- !. !■ i - , . ■ \ 
the wearing of shorter—alas, one might sav sh. >;• ! 

nished an incentive to impulsive rambling-.. (>«l t id:. : - 1 : : ■ ' - - 1 

that it promoted feminine virtue. Mis. M-m- :t ! i *’ - 

author of a widely esteemed volume of Tut ':, 1 I ;■ ... \ ,\ 

—reserved her decision, but indicated Inth- rn*!m .m-.m. i .i - ■ 
sihcle girl and her bicycle, Mrs. Tctiumr trnt.u!. • i, b > ! -■ a ’■ - i 
acquainted long enough for the passage of u«t;,n t m !, r ■ - , P - 
consequence of the intimacy. However, thr Poisum V.,n:p . 
League, experienced with intimacies un,pii-anai ihH !b ■ P 1 . | 

censure upon statistics. Of the frail and lalk-it !,» <a, h,,m 1 , 

ministered, thirty percent, at one time <a ,mtoh,-s, h, i )..■ b- . b- 

riders. Was further proof necessary that wIiMm.> had i ! •• 

influence on feminine charaetet ? NYveithrJesi tb- y 

symptom of declining gentility, of the new, i».!«-, lie - w on. ai.! 
ably attractive to the young. Clergymen in thru vine , i, • 

in their editorials reiterated alarm in a sunken; ,pr,!; V,. 

will this freedom end?” 


In “Society”—that playground of the rlr.t so rx.vu-.v.-b. ,r , ...,t 
by the press—an old guard was making its Um stand m :b • d m-, - u 
decorum. Its rule was being contested, but m, j.jyt , ,, . , 
suffered. So, on the whole, manners and ui-.mtm jyff- | , . 
tional elegance. And, even behind its invisible Cimiey gy 



XIX 


^he £>oo\ of £ife 

American woman’s capacity for enjoyment flourished. Existence was a 
round of dinner parties and balls. At formal dinners for the young set, 
there were half a dozen wine glasses at every plate. One was served 
sherry, hock, champagne and either claret or port. The girls might 
inadvertendy permit their glasses to be filled, but they drank nothing 
unless a little champagne. When, at a signal from their hostess, they 
retired to the drawing room, a tray of liqueurs, generally six or more, 
was brought to the men in the smoking room, with their coffee. Ball 
dresses swept the floor, and the waltz often jeopardized their future, 
but to have carried the train over her arm for economical reasons 
would have queered a girl’s career. 

The whole country was still discussing the recent foreign alliances of 
three of its wealthiest heiresses. The daughter of William C. Whitney 
had been given in marriage to Sir Almeric Paget, and the daughter of 
Jay Gould had been won by Comte Boni de Castellane, an impecunious 
aristocrat whose candid avowal of financial ambition displeased a large 
segment of the public. But the wedding of Miss Consuelo Vanderbilt 
to the ninth Duke of Marlborough—the most magnificent in American 
social annals—had provided a vicarious esthetic experience, as well as 
an occasion for the moral interpretation of economics. Presently, 
European economic realism was to disenchant even the most senti¬ 
mentally nostalgic of Americans. For publication of correspondence 
between the estranged King and Queen of Serbia revealed that the 
royal pair had determined to rehabilitate the fortunes of the dynasty by 
marrying their heir to any available American girl possessed of a suf¬ 
ficient fortune. Meanwhile, the American moral sense was being stim¬ 
ulated by the recreations of a native aristocracy. In one of New 
York’s costliest restaurants, a bachelor dinner terminated with the ap¬ 
pearance of an immense pie from which there emerged, not an inno¬ 
cent four-and-twenty blackbirds, but too many young women too 
scantily clad. And, at the new Waldorf Hotel, a costume ball of un¬ 
precedented extravagance thrilled “Society,” but produced a nation¬ 
wide storm of disapprobation. 

Americans who did not live in the metropolitan centers read of 
these diversions, but continued to indulge a predilection for church 
suppers and picnics. The church supper was not only an ethical op¬ 
portunity, but a competitive ritual, since every family provided a share 
of the refreshments, and there was great rivalry among the women to 
contribute the largest amount of the richest, most palatable and ir- 
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resistible food. As the spring advanced, families were seized by a 
nostalgia for the simple life. A special equipment of stout market 
baskets, tin plates, cups and spoons, steel knives and forks, and worn 
napkins was exhumed; appropriate fare was prepared and packed; and 
behind a patient horse the household set out to spend a day com¬ 
muning with nature. City folk, on warm summer evenings, often 
rode out to the new “trolley parks”—miniature Coney Islands de¬ 
veloped by the streetcar companies to increase their revenue—where the 
pleasures to be enjoyed included dancing and boating, as well as ex¬ 
cellent concerts by famous bands, such as John Philip Sousa’s, which 
played the most popular marches and melodious operatic selections. 
Some of the trolley parks even boasted a “Midway” remotely patterned 
upon the celebrated attraction of the Chicago World’s Fair, but desti¬ 
tute of the notorious “hoochy-koochy” introduced there by a buxom 
cultural missionary named Little Egypt. 

There were, already, indications of more sophisticated amusements 
to come, though few took them seriously. At Koster and Bial’s Music 
Hall, in New York City, there had been an exhibition of Thomas A. 
Edison’s “kinetoscope,” and audiences strained their eyes at a per¬ 
plexing novelty—pictures that flickered on an enormous screen, in 
which human beings appeared to be in motion. In Chicago, an en¬ 
durance run had been held for the new, preposterous horseless carriage. 
The son of a Michigan farmer, employed in a Detroit machine shop, 
had built himself one of these contraptions, and had never wanted 
anything so much as to get to the Chicago race. But Henry Ford was 
unable to borrow enough money to make the trip. In 1896, astute old 
P. T. Barnum was featuring, in the foreground of his spectacular circus 
posters, a horseless carriage to be seen every day in the new street 
parade—“the famous Duryea Motorwagon or Motorcycle”—moving 
under its own power among the elephants, camels, clowns and freaks. 

In the nation’s capital Professor Samuel P. Langley of the Smith¬ 
sonian Institution had built large models of a steam-driven “aero¬ 
drome”—and the strange-looking things had managed to fly through 
the air for distances of from one half mile to one mile. Professor Lang¬ 
ley was seeking to interest the War and Navy Departments in the 
further development of this device. He was a taciturn man, proud, 
dignified, always awesome, but the initial success of his experiments so 
delighted him that he offered a young woman the greatest treat he 
could give his friends. He took her, after hours, to the Rock Creek Zoo, 
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and m.»dr the k.mj-.mwt jump ,md ittr hveti.i l,nigh. Meanwhile. in 
ihiytun, Ohio, two brothers (umnl Wns*f«t they war bivvv le ma 
ch.iuus. and had i a rival no ptolcwtottal n.mtutjj as rttj^inrm ir.nl 
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jjltilintt machines, And the Weight*, in then snare time, beam to 
build tine. 

Who would have anticipated more th.ut momentary intrtest in 
pictures th.u Ilk hard, or horseless locomotion 4 And trtumly then* 
wrmal to be little possibility th.it men would lly until they Ireame 
Ait^eK. As hi r diversion*, city folk already h.ul an embarrassm*: 
choice. There were the "variety’* t»r v,mdevillr shows, and the old 
fashioned minstrel shows still put on by Lew tfoehauder .md "Honey- 
Hoy" b.v.ins. There wax the fhe.itrr, .tud thrre wan prand opera. Thus** 
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Chopin himself may have played it to (ieor F S »n!. And M «h.* >-.uU 
earnest, there were the great symphony utvhr.aia, ol V* \> •*. 
Boston, Chicago, Cincinnati and Pittsburgh. ( 

A trip to Chicago or New York was an event; rv.-«_ '<<* * •»* 

wealthy and those in delicate health, winter huluU ; w nr mi v 
Summer was holiday time, and for July and August , s'v ^ •'* 

moderate means sent their wives and children mi m ^ 

and hotels at the shore, the lakes, or in (hr m*umf.ua«. V t ‘‘ 

forehand, the womenfolk were busy with sranbft and 

cleaning. There was a continuous sloshing of wavr, . • - ■ ; 

odor of ammonia, strong soap, tarpaper and * ampin >t A ' 1f 

moved, beaten, rolled, wrapped. The furnituie U* ft ■ ■ 
drab gray covers as shapeless as a turns habit, ln*u ’■ • ' ! --d 
chandeliers were sheathed in tin foil. Iwrtv pi>’ ! u-, i ’ 1 

clock was shrouded in varnished mosquito in*:;, tig. Yah..",,. 
lowered and shutters drawn against the sun. I'umuMi ... i - ■ , b y 
peared, and comfortable rooms were suddnih hi- A ■■■-,! '1 

Then a big “carry-all” would drive up to t!i- d-'-a, s.; l , i u 
expedition was under way. 

Old Orchard, Magnolia, Narr.tgansctt Uc,i, h, th- i - ..,r. ; k 

Jersey shore, Saratoga Springs, (heat Haifun/'m m i'< ■ 
theAdirondacks,Mackinac—all had the sime v ,a,!. •!. -m ii 

long, wide piazzas where the married women etui•:>>« S ->•<' 1 
siped, and the girls, always “pretty as a put we,'" $ ii'-1 .;v. .,> <1 
awaidng the attentions of any eligible youth whom p. *v; i-,t - 
but until the week end probably would nut, vn !, 1 iw do’ > n «-ir 
likely to be college boys earning their way and dir. v,,lr tT n !•.' 
mothers unusually vigilant from Mondays to lb:.hr, . t h Y>r odass 
things looked up, with the arrival from town «4 I»> dri. .cd b j-t i, 
and in the evening there was always a “hop" u.ndb, «. ;i w,-d a 
late supper served with the compliments «4 (hr t/r ; , r o i > ■ 
the week, the older women rested or wrote bun *, t:t "b-u t.» , i; >, 
afternoon, and the girls played croqurt, or twin b f .■»< T. A 1 -- ‘V 
evening meal, a group would gather allow thr putm m < :: • s -;w 
gaslit parlors, and sometimes there was a com m by !».,*•> 
chestra.” In the long afterncxins and longer cvrumy, umiu o 
were read and discussed. 

In 1986, they were reading The Red Radge 0/ t ^ v < ,)*, 

unsentimental tale of the War between the State, by hw- h-;. 1 ^v-. 


Tf)<r of .Cife xxiii 

a twenty five year old writer about wimn everyone wax talking. An¬ 
other new witter, I*’. Ilopktmun Smith, hail won a targe audience 
with Tom (int^on aiul there wax A holy of t [Unility , hy Mrs. Burnett. 
Old-fashioned readers were Iteing disunited by two religious novels: 
lilhwhrth Smart Wtelps’ A Stt^ofor /a/,\ ami Harold Frederic’* The- 
thmmlmn of ’ Tbmm Wore, But everyone adored J. M, Battles 
Sentimental lnmmy % ami hoped for a sequel. Kearcely anyone hail 
hr;«r«I of 4 ilrsisnrtl la fwvt *t iir marc (nofoMtuI cllVri asi Ainrr* 
k.m life than any of these, litis was the work of a red hairrd, strong* 
willetl Boston spinster, in frail health as the result of a paralytic stroke 
suffered in girlhood. She had taken her manuscript to a firm of Boston 
publishers who agreed to print, at her exjK-use, a lew thousand copies 
for which she would he repaid if the demand warranted it. For who 
would have supposed that Miss Fannie Merritt Fanner's T/ir lUuturt 
(.otifytij' St fiool dtml; l>tnA± was to Become a national domestic Bible? 
Miss I aunet supra vised a t ool.ing st hook But she ilid not enjoy even 
lootl lame as a Bout mol.. \ud, in a dav ni seven ionise dinner,, 
when to Be put,pel,,US wa, .do to |ir a gum met, their seemed to Be 
want promise oj d<lp ; Bt m Bet p;tiit,i!u a! do, trine rlnt "too,! i>, , ll|V 
dung W'BuB UotiUslirs the Bods," 


As tlte summer waned, Amei j, .ms wme Bnm; divided By a Bitter 
poll! in a! nmiot win,}, aligned smt ( oi» ag.me.t sntion, and t lav, arum a 
.lav.. Vet they wrte united », trqwat t„ the kutd o| future they 
wanted W'lietliei they i hose to se. iiU" »f By i a-.ltie,; thrir Votes Bit 1 
Mojg at, M-, Ktuk-y and the 1 1 **m tor M tlli on Jrnimis.;*, Ikyatt, 
the Boy ovaJoi ot the I'late, nhoia ,,i!e.ej *. .an,- i M SJ. loudrmurd for 
appealing lo a maim,: tool. ,.f mil iii>!u,n,<« >, m d ,, „„ >( 

ploBnsn o! te*,oi!,'ii,m, t ioveitio! \s Ivodey atuiouui e.| Butty,-It as the 
tmpla, 4»l<* toe of and.!, at, d.-tieelouv and ».• v, 4ll»to}ui v av.atllt upon 
law and oufn, 1 Bs opponent <hU,d that the Hrmouam patty was 
Br.ltfCa.", m dr feme ,,j Mo* (n m BoliKS, t.innhry ,md posteitty, By 
taoti -do djtfm-jtt toM- hud > and lit v ,m poiStesr,! to Bfiup 
aeo-at vBo .1 w mo-dr ,*.» mu. Jmnm ,,f the abundant hir m 

a. Apul ilottj f’t"u ill ;s p*ajpo„->, we»e ,**, Mlijd.e as thnr 
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were few, and even he asserted only privately that a materialistic 
society had no life except in materialistic success. A majority of his 
countrymen would have reckoned this conclusion false. Even to the 
most critical, the national scene presented a fairer picture. William 
Dean Howells, for example, was deeply troubled by many of the new 
forces in American life. He had become a socialist, and hardly liked to 
trust pen and ink with all the audacity of his social ideas. To his old 
friend, Henry James, he confessed that after fifty years df optimistic 
contact with “civilization,” and its imputed ability to come out all right 
in the end, he was convinced that it would come out all wrong unless it 
based itself anew on a real equality. Yet he acknowledged that, in the 
main, the more smiling aspects of life were the more truly American. 
Could anyone, he wondered, not feel affection for the everyday world 
of America? Could anyone fail to catch the charm of its work-worn, 
care-worn, brave, kindly face? 

Life, in that everyday world, still moved in a fixed orbit, and few 
questioned the permanence of its centers of attraction. This tacit as¬ 
sumption yielded a sense of security which later generations could 
scarcely understand. To Americans who reached maturity in the nine¬ 
teen-thirties, for example, it seemed as if something warm and wonder¬ 
ful had vanished from the world before their birth, leaving the look of 
life utterly changed. That Howells had once been considered a realist 
bewildered them. If they dipped into his novels, they found a world all 
dimity and innocence. Its fundamental axioms struck them as imma¬ 
ture, as irrelevant to reality as those of a fairy tale. Could anyone, ever, 
have believed them true? If life had approximated his picture of it, 
why did Howells become a socialist? Inclined themselves to radicalism, 
they wondered at the inconsistency of his art and the social ideas which 
he considered so audacious. Were not these, in the circumstances, a 
rather shocking perversity ? 

On the whole, later generations felt far more at home with sad, skep¬ 
tical Henry Adams. His view of Howells’ America was distinctly jaun¬ 
diced. The young were likely to assume that it was therefore more “ob¬ 
jective” and “realistic.” They understood what he meant by saying that 
he should have been a Marxist, and regretted that a narrow trait of the 
New-England nature seemed to blight Socialism for him as, apparently, 
it had blighted nearly, everything else. Many things had been blighted 
for them, likewise, and the experience tended to confirm Adams’ dark 
premonitions. No longer, they were certain, could anyone take for 
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granted a large cheerful average of health and success and happy life in 
the United States! 

Sometimes, arguing with their elders, they referred to Middletown and 
Middletown in Transition, books in which Robert S. Lynd and Helen 
Merrell Lynd, distinguished sociologists, made an appraisal of Ameri¬ 
can civilization. These authorities subjected the culture of a typical Mid- 
Western city to the kind of scrutiny which anthropologists direct upon 
the life of aboriginal tribes. To good Americans of 1896, the project 
would have seemed impertinent. Many of the conclusions which it in¬ 
spired would have struck them as preposterous. Could anyone have 
dreamed that, within thirty years, scientists would question the validity 
of American culture’s exuberant boast of a classless society? That they 
would deny the soundness of Andrew Carnegie’s advice to enterprising 
youth to begin at the bottom, and point to the helpless commitment pf 
a growing share of the population to working for others, with a dimin¬ 
ished chance of “getting ahead”? That a man might face the prospect 
of doing, day after day, fortuitously assigned things, chiefly at the be¬ 
hest of other people, would have-been considered as wildly improbable 
as that getting a living should become an instrumental, rather than an 
inherently satisfying, activity! 

And, in 1896, could anyone foresee that the antics of America’s most 
beloved entertainers would be interpreted, in all seriousness, as a bitterly 
tragic commentary on the nature of American life? Yet this was the in¬ 
terpretation advanced, in 1946, by Professor Abram Kardiner of Co- ' 
lumbia University, an eminent social psychologist. The films of Charlie 
Chaplin, he asserted, afforded every American the satisfaction of feel- 
ing that the ultimate flight from social goals to loneliness is an act of 
choice, and not a symptom of his defeat. And in Charlie McCarthy, he 
suggested, Americans could find a “Mr. Everyman”—a wooden dummy 
who is the puppet of powerful forces, and whose behavior epitomizes 
the polarities of abasement and cruelty. Americans of 1896 would have 
shaken their head sadly, and wondered—if these things were true—why 
their descendants were making a joke of them, and why millions were 
laughing at the joke. 

For, in that distant day, it seemed that there would always be new 
frontiers of opportunity. And the most sensitive of spirits might have 
agreed with Howells that, “in America, life is not yet a joke with us, 
even when it is grotesque and shameful, as it so often is, for we think 
we can make it right when we choose.” At the very heart of Amer igo 
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life, hope could scarcely be distinguished from certainty. The look of 
life'was the look of confidence, the look of faith. . • 

Why, in fifty years of progress such as no nation in the world had 
ever known, did disillusion overtake the American mind and heart? 






CHAPTER I 


The Lady %Janishes 


C-D LADY AND A NEW DAY 

xiall, shapeless old lady was, as usual, passing the summer at 
[Though her clothes always looked uncared for, and her bon- 
sat quite straight on her head, she had an air of distinction. 
h.er face wrinkled in laughter, and a naughty imp mocked 
- For Julia Ward Howe enjoyed the comic aspects of life, 
alcnt for fooling. Young folk liked this, and wondered why 
spoke of her as if she were a national institution. In effect, 
ear presence seemed to be requisite to the success of public 
o she would appear, in lace hood and flowered silk cloak 
:in gown, to recite the “Battle Hymn of the Republic.” 
he winter, she had lectured at the New England Women’s 
ston. Her topic was the question, “Is Polite Society Polite?” 
Idly skeptical. “I do not think that the manners of so-called 
y today are quite so polite as they were in my youth,” she 
dies. There was a perceptible shiver. Surely Mrs. Howe 
ibt the existence of a genuinely polite society? “On the other 
went on, “outside this charmed circle of fashion, I find the 
: and culture much higher than I remember it to have been 
i- ... So the community gains, although one class loses— 
member, the class which assumes to give to the rest a stand- 

pic, Mrs. Howe could speak with authority, even in Boston, 
Lxffered disadvantages. For one thing, she had been born in 
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New York. But her people were bankers and, in a way, patricians; at 
least, they had harps and marble statues in their salons. They consid¬ 
ered her marriage to the romantic Dr. Howe o£ Boston little less thap a 
misalliance. Her brother had behaved more correctly in marrying the 

^PohtTsoci^^oftonboked askance at Mrs. Howe. Had not her 
husband attached himself to those social outcasts, the Abolitionists? 
Nowadays, everybody in Boston knew her. One couldn t help knowing 
her. She was not only famous, she was a kind of hvmg memorial, like 
Edward Everett Hale. This had not resulted in making her acceptable 
-to polite society. She resided in Beacon Street. Individual Beacon 
Street knew her by sight and reputation; collective Beacon Street ig- 

The nature of her social talents and the character of her following 
displeased it. Her house was always full of writers, reformers, 

Armenians and the professors of strange new faiths. She collected all 
manner of people around her, and most of them were people who 
should not be received by anyone. It was of a piece with the preposter¬ 
ous tilt of her bonnets, about which she could not be persuaded to care. 
How was Beacon Street to know that their rakish angle was natural to 
a poet who never forgot the laurels on her brow ? . 

Year after year, at Newport, Mrs. Howe had an opportunity to ob¬ 
serve the manners of so-called polite society, the charmed circle of fash¬ 
ion. Newport had become the unrivalled playground of American 
fashion, and the newspapers treated it as the national social citadel. 
Newport had changed. Only the old town, remote from fashion, where 
the fine mansions of eighteenth-century merchants were slowly mold- 
ering, identified it with the past. 

It was a sleepy watering place when Mrs. Howe first went there, 
with a barrack-like hotel where, year after year, one saw the same digni¬ 
fied families from Boston and New York. Then, it seemed almost over¬ 
night, Newport became fashionable. Cottages festooned with scroll¬ 
work, adorned with turrets and balconies and crenellation, rose along 
Bellevue Avenue, inhabited, during the “season,” by people of wealth. 
For there was a season, and Mrs. August Belmont, the daughter of 
Commodore Perry, who had opened Japan to the world, and niece ot 
Oliver Hazard Perry, the hero of Lake Erie, .set its tone. Her husband, 
a protege of the Rothschilds, had little taste for simple ways. So Mrs. 
Belmont, a woman of singular sweetness and grace, startled the sum- 
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mer visitors with her archery parties, her grand daumont de visite , 
drawn by four magnificent horses and attended by two postillions in 
livery. It had been the talk of the eighteen-seventies. 

But now, in 1896, most of the wooden cottages of Mrs. Belmont’s era 
had disappeared. Her successor, the wife of one of her sons, dwelt in a 
huge marble palace with pilasters as large as those of the Temple of the 
Sun at Baalbek. During the interval, Mrs. Howe’s friend, the architect 
Richard Morris Hunt, had changed the look of Newport, transforming 
its wood to marble. An architect had to fall in with the spirit of the 
times, and if his wealthy clients demanded palaces, palaces he must 
give them. So Hunt designed palaces reminiscent of Touraine, or of 
the Ile-de-France. They were extraordinary, colossal French chateaux, 
sometimes in the high Rothschild manner; but Hunt had a lively sense 
of humor, and for new wealth that exacted “something mediaeval” he 
was capable of turning out a replica of the Bourges mansion of Jacques 
Coeur, the greatest upstart of the Middle Ages. As a result of his vogue, 
Newport positively bristled with chateaux that were all cry and no 
wool, all house and no garden. 

To one who recalled the old days, it seemed that the face of nature 
was now as much obliterated as possible, and the original shy sweetness 
of Newport as much as possible bedizened and bedevilled. What were 
Hunt’s spectacular creations, if not white elephants, monuments merely 
to pecuniary power, that spoke only of distressful, inevitable waste? 
This was the question Henry James asked, a little later, returning after 
long absence to the Newport of his youth. The thing had been done, he 
felt, with the best faith in the world; but scarcely with the best light. 
All that remained of his Newport were the tiny, sunny, empty vistas, 
perspectives that came to a sudden stop, like the very short walks of 
very old ladies. 

By 1896, Mrs. Howe’s friend, old George Bancroft, the historian, had 
died, and Hunt, too, was in his grave. The earlier Newport had been 
proud of the rare specimen roses which filled Bancroft’s gardens, but 
it was not long before Mrs. Howe was to see these wantonly destroyed, 
and his comfortable old villa replaced by still another marble palace, 
likewise called “Roseclyffe,” though its garden contained no roses. This 
mansion, with its fifty rooms and vast Louis XV ballroom, was designed 
by Stanford White, Hunt’s successor in the architecture of grandeur; 
the Moses and Aaron and Mohamet of the impayable new rich, who 
sometimes put life-size crucifixions in the grand stair-case hall of his 
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patrons’ residences. “Roseclyffe” lie created, at a cost of nearly three 
million dollars, for Tessie Oelrichs, daughter of Senator James Graham 
p a j r? a poor Irish immigrant who had gone to California in the gold 
rush, and had found his fortune in the Comstock Lode. Mrs. Howe 
lived long enough to witness its major social triumphs, among them a 
celebrated “white ball” said to have cost thirty thousand dollars. But 
she did not live long enough to see the withered age of fashionable 
Newport, when most of the palaces were boarded up and deserted, 
looking weary and overpainted and too spectacular, like their absent 
chatelaines. It was in those latter days that “Roseclyffe,” put up at 
auction, was bought for a few thousand dollars by Miss Gertrude 
Niesen, a lusty, gusty torch singer who thereby confirmed the opinion 
of Henry James, of whom she may never have heard. Mrs. Howe, 
whose zest for life was insatiable, and whose acquaintance was almost 
universal, never met a torch singer. It was one of the few social oppor¬ 
tunities of which death cheated her. 

The cycle of “Roseclyffe” implied the history of that charmed circle 
of fashion which Mrs. Howe described as so-called polite society. She 
liked, now and again, to make brief forays into it, if only to observe its 
follies and gently rebuke them, or rebuke herself for enjoying them. 
She was leading—for her—an unusually quiet life, content with her 
books and her papers, busy writing her memoirs, and listening, every 
morning after breakfast, while one of her daughters read aloud from 
Green’s History of the English People , and her young, active grandsons 
protested their dislike of being edified. 

West of Narragansett Bay, that summer of 1896, the country was in 
a turmoil. A grim mood was rising in the land. The plain people con¬ 
sidered themselves oppressed. They believed that they were in danger 
of becoming economic serfs; the old, wide, free American opportunity 
had seemingly disappeared. They wanted a crusade against the power 
of big business and the corrupt political bosses who served it. Business 
was at a standstill. Industries had shut down. Millions of workers were 
unemployed. The debt-ridden farmers of the Middle West were raising 
less corn and more hell. A financial crisis was paralyzing the nation. 

The unrest came to a head at the convention of the Democratic party 
in Chicago, one sweltering July day. For young William Jennings 
Bryan won the presidential nomination by shouting the defiance of the 
underprivileged, their scorn of bankers, corporations, trusts: “You shall 
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not press down upon the brow of labor this crown of thorns—you shall 
not crucify mankind upon a cross of gold!” To Brooks Adams, lawyer, 
scholar and descendant of two presidents, it was an exciting moment. 
“If I ever saw revolution it was in that meeting,” he wrote to his brother 
Henry in Paris. A young reporter on a Chicago daily saw Bryan, the 
“peerless one,” in his hotel bedroom after the nomination; handsome, 
tall, clear-eyed, his face still glowing under his mane of black hair. Ray 
Stannard Baker was to remember him always as an admirable man, 
who believed, sincerely, tenaciously, powerfully, in things that were not 
so. But his speech had sounded like a revolutionary tocsin. And the 
most savage and bitter campaign that the United States had yet wit¬ 
nessed was about to divide the American people. 

[2] PLEASURES AND PALACES 

Of all this turmoil, Newport showed no reflection. On sunny after¬ 
noons, Bellevue Avenue was filled with smart turnouts. For “Society” 
was in residence. Its customary afternoon diversion, in intervals from 
calling and leaving cards, was the carriage parade, along the Avenue 
and out on the new Ocean Drive. On this circuit between wilderness 
and waves, one saw all the elderly ladies and the young ones, leaning 
back in victorias or barouches, or the newfangled vis-a-vis, a four-seated 
affair with a rumble for the footman. The young ladies sat in their 
carriages as in a showcase, prepared to be looked at, wanting to be ad¬ 
mired in their lacy dresses and feathery hats. The dowagers were stiffly 
elegant in brocaded or satin-striped gowns, rigidly whaleboned, and 
flowered bonnets tied under the chin with large tulle bows. Young and 
old alike flirted fringed silk or velvet sunshades, usually with jointed 
handles of intricately carved ivory, to protect delicate complexions 
from the effects of sunlight, should it chance to penetrate their dotted- 
tulle veils. A ceremonious etiquette governed their promenade. One 
young matron, whose new coachman did not recognize her mother’s 
carriage, found that she had inadvertendy passed it. Early next morn¬ 
ing, she hastened to apologize, explaining that her coachman could not 
have known the offense he was committing. Her mother’s only com¬ 
ment was an icy, “You might have told him!” It summed up the axioms 
of a social code. One was polite, considerate of others, careful of the 
accepted formulas—because such were the principles of the well bred. 
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Newport represented the pride of life, with all its great houses open, 
and the grounds around them petted and pampered and sleekly 
groomed. There was no end to the fashionable gatherings: dinners, 
with gold plate and orchids, and a footman behind every chair; lunch¬ 
eons, small dances and elaborate balls with jeweled favors for the co¬ 
tillion; bright mornings at Bailey’s Beach, and tennis at the Casino— 
the natives no longer asked whether the net was a new device for catch¬ 
ing birds; indolent hours on white yachts as spacious and richly dec¬ 
orated as ocean liners. Monsieur Paul Bourget, the eminent French 
novelist, had said that Newport reminded him of Cannes: in the sump¬ 
tuousness of its villas, the costliness of its entertainments and the no¬ 
table absence of any petite bourgeoisie . Yet there was a slight difference. 
Cannes was cosmopolitan; but about Newport there was something 
genuinely American. It struck Monsieur Bourget when he noticed that 
the interiors, like the exteriors, of its palaces lacked proportion. There 
were too many precious Persian rugs, too many priceless tapestries, 
paintings and antiques. Europe had been rifled of too much bric-a-brac. 
Possibly too much money had been spent merely to insure that enough 
would be. 

Visitors from Europe were apt to be surprised by a condition which 
Americans were beginning to take for granted. “Society,” whether in 
Newport or New York, was a picture poor in the male presence. The 
gentleman of leisure was not yet extinct, but in 1896 he represented a 
small and diminishing species. The old aristocracy had begun to yield to 
the importunate big money-makers from the West, soon to be followed 
by the lords of Pittsburgh. It was becoming increasingly difficult to resist 
the pressure of these new men—masters of railroads and mines, steel 
and ships and banks, who had made their incredible millions since the 
end of the War between the States. The acquisition of wealth had 
ceased to interest the old aristocracy. The new men were of a tougher 
breed; their goal was not money, but power. To suppose that they wor¬ 
shiped money was a delusion. They respected money less than Euro¬ 
peans did, wasted it more recklessly, endured its loss more easily. Like 
social position, it was merely a symbol, an index of power. In terms of 
money, their stakes were fantastically high; higher than any ever be¬ 
fore played for. The pursuit of power absorbed them completely. The 
game exacted unremitting vigilance. They had little or no time for 
leisure; when they spared the time, leisure was apt to make them rest¬ 
less. One could spend money, but how did one kill time? So leisure, as 
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an end in itself, ns a way of life, was going out of fashion. It was coming 
to seem discreditable, dfcte, almost decadent. 

In these circumstances, the conduct of social life had become—to a 
degree unknown in any other cotmtry--the responsibility and obliga¬ 
tion of women. “Society" was ruled by women, though supported, 
mure ami mure invisibly, by men. The lady, the female of the favored 
social class, was touching iter spectacular zenith. Within a very few 
years, the gentleman of leisure became almost as extinct as the dino¬ 
saur, perhaps equally involuntarily. The lady survived him briefly. But 
her exit was voluntary. It was a gesture of protest against Ixircdom. 
Perhaps, too, against a meaningless existence. The civilization which 
produced her also deprived her of a mhem d'etre. I ler significance was 
merely ritual. lake an ornamentally wrought weapon or a splendid 
offering to the gods, she was an emblem of some man’s power to waste 
-••a measure of Im competitive superiority over other men. 

This situation was already evident to one privileged inhabitant of the 
1 ita.lrl, and her subsequent comment on it was to interest the Atucrb 
can public for rlitre dnadrs. Why, her elders wondered, should so 
handsome a young matt on thotv.r to spend bet time in m abiding? She 
had developed the dubious habit in childhood, at ait age when she 
might 1 tetter have bmt playing with her dulls, 'The staid blond of 
Ulmielaudeji, S hn met hot ns and Stevenses hail not t entrained her. 
Nor had her wantage to hdwuid Whattoti, our of Boston’s most eli¬ 
gible hat helots, To New Yolk, a degree of rurnttii ity was quite ac* 
ceptable. Among Mrs. Wharton's remote cousins there had been one, 
immensely wealthy, who spent his last years sitting on a marble shelf, 
m the happy illttsn>u that he was a bust *4 N’.ijiolroti. But an aspiration 
to authorship u is a very dttlrtrnt maitei, Any Ittriul could have told 
her tfiat author slnp was a dtsrrput,(b!e median between a black art and 
a fouu of manual laNn. Sometimes she had a conviction of mm ial fail¬ 
ure. In Boston they thought her too fashionable to be intelligent. But in 
New Yoik they svrrr certain that she was too intelligent to Ire fashion, 
able, 

Young Mi % Whattoti thought that the group in whit h she grew up 
was hie an empty vtrv.4 into whu h no new wine would ever again Ik 
{M imed. Nearly half a imany was to pass lirh.tr memory invested it 
with a p.ithrm pn Ulfrsqurnr »s, ‘I hrn she i otu luded that one of its uses 
lay hi preset sing a few drops of art old vintage too rare to lie savored 
by a youthful palate, tier msttmuve social assurance was threatened by 
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morbid shyness. She adopted the armor of formality, and gave an im¬ 
pression of cool, detached appraisal. In time, this armor came to seem 
more real— perhaps even to herself—than the woman whom it insulated 
from disturbing intimacies and the bruising touch of vulgar things. 
After she had taken up residence in France, where society was pat¬ 
terned like one of the formal gardens she admired, and where culture 
was an eminently- social quality, distinguished residents of the Fau¬ 
bourg St. Germain who frequented her salon remarked that, “On est 
trap organist chez elie.” By then, this criticism was literary as well as 
personal. It attested her skill in observing, arranging and perfecting— 
perhaps too fastidiously—the elements of situations in which she was 
unable to participate. For to life, whether in her stories or her salon, 
Mrs. Wharton’s hospitality was always civil, never affectionate. 

At Newport she continued to add to the hoard of manuscript that 
had accumulated since her childhood. Poems, stories, tragedies begun 
and abandoned, novels in which her sober judgment detected no prom¬ 
ise. With whom could she share her intense pleasure in the art of liter¬ 
ature? To whom did she dare confide her ambition to master it? 
Though she might—and would—write of other times and places, 
the result could stand only as practice. Her predestined subject, as she 
knew, lay at hand in the existence and scene that confronted her. Al¬ 
ready she had begun to detect an underlying note of irony. Why was it 
that the people who regarded “Society” as an end in itself were precisely 
those who belonged to it? Was not its proper use that of an escape from 
work? When it became the thing worked for, did it not distort all the 
relations of life? The surface of Newport, as of fashionable New York, 
reflected the glitter of lost opportunities. Underneath, there was to be 
found only a poverty of achievement. Did not the significance of a 
frivolous society lie in what its frivolity destroyed? Did not its tragic 
implication lie in its power to debase both people and ideals? 

These questions were the burden of her faintly astringent reflection. 
A number of years were to pass before, in The House of Mirth, she 
gave them the status of a literary theme. She was then to learn that her 
literary success puzzled and embarrassed her old friends far more than 
it impressed them. In her family, it created a constraint that increased 
as the years went on, and her celebrity widened. Her relatives did not 
mention her books; they ignored them. The subject of her work was 
avoided as though it were a kind of family disgrace, which might be 
condoned but could not be forgotten. 
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[3] TlIK RESTLESSNESS OK TItK ELECT 

That "Society" was a fixed constellation to winch one cither did, or did 
not, belong, was known to mulcts ot' newspapers throughout the eoun- 
trv. hot. by the highest authority, the press luul been given the names 
of the fortunate elect. To make matters dearer, a diagram of the hier¬ 
archy had Iwrn supplied, not unlike Dante’s description of Paradise, 
with the greater and lesser saints circling in their appointed places about 
the Mystic Rose, 

The central %»rc in the complex system was a cold, autocratic aid 
woman who became, in her lifetime, the subject of a national legend, 
and eventually took her place in the pantheon of American folklore, 
with Daniel 1k«*ne and Davy Crockett and Jesse James, among the 
fierce individualists whose exploits were grmhnelv remarkable. Caw- 
how, tmllhamk clerks, shopkeepers, snowbound fanners whose lives 
her a, mutes would never tort, h, eagerly pillowed them. Though she 
protr-.sed a lorrtempt tot the pirv;, and appealed to resent any mention 
of bet uamr m its utUunm, evert the sm ilSest !<« .tl papers tltroughout 
lire . ntmuy molded her regal pme.n-v.. hot, m a way, Mis. Astur, too, 
was a nan*mat in-.JtMitiort. 

When Mrs. A*a<'t w-pt.-.l an invitatioit. it was under stood that she 
to*.!* pmr.lrmr over all other guests, Thus, whrrt she dmr*l out, she 
was mvarubjy pin rd at the right of bn host, l let manor in were pleas¬ 
ant ami 1 or<!ut, ami there was a toudtmg element of naivete in her en¬ 
joyment ot her unnjtir posriion, hut she pfr ,rutrd a formtdahle ap 
peat aii> r, An iiomcnsr dagirgy inward hn. In dm irons </e«of/eLigr, 
irn u{dined |mdy hl.iard with diamonds, win. it she wore wtdi the 
nro-4 rife, uve psodjg.duc, and an ornate tiara glittered trom the high' 
pile:l | ompadout Of hn hiai l wig. In N.-wput, site held rotltt at 
'T.r.-.hwov.d," Rn hard Hunt lad dr sooted her Nrw T,tk mansion, on 
hath As. ante, a n.4*k establishment in the style ot the Fiem.lt Henais- 
vam Site rsjovrd from on*- to the taker, with tm .nrotal rustic utter- 
lir.h s at tire r.uha ,A,t*4 pla. e on the Hudson, and lev, fietjoeni vmil 
to Farrs, where she vuneumo went to t oilier with that tn hr* great au« 
n«r,u, Mornirtn VVotrlt, 'the windows ot hn New York home framed 
a , ho moor tyw of t ennui Park, hut it tunld hr saui ot Mrs. A'ttor, 
as} ferny James sunt ot »Sura* ter in one of In* novels, that her mtag 
matron was all S rounded tm the east by Madison Avenue. 
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An invitation to Mrs. Astor’s annual ball—the very acme of New 
York’s social season—was an accolade. It conferred membership in 
“Society,” the hierarchy of the Four Hundred. Was not so large a con¬ 
gregation necessarily somewhat indiscriminate? To Mrs. Ogden Mills, 
a descendant of the landed Livingstons, the defect was apparent; she 
proposed to limit the elect to the members of only twenty families. But 
Mrs. Astor, whose Schermerhorn ancestors had derived their wealth 
from commerce, applied a more flexible standard. To restrict the num¬ 
ber of the ultrafashionable was, in the nature of things, essential; she 
conceded the principle without sacrificing the Christian virtue of char¬ 
ity. One hundred and fifty people would include everyone genuinely 
worthy. These she was able to certify by invitation to one of her dinner 
parties. And so, as the Reverend Charles Wilbur de Lyon Nichols in¬ 
formed a curious world, not to have dined at Mrs. Astor’s virtually de¬ 
barred one. Nobody asked from what. 

At Mrs. Astor’s dinner parties, as at nearly all others, litde was done 
for the entertainment of guests beyond providing them with a large 
amount of elaborate food. There were seldom fewer than seven courses, 
accompanied by many varieties of wine, with a Roman punch in the 
middle of the meal to stimulate flagging courage. One was rarely 
amused by one’s table-companion. New York did not run to good talk. 
“Society” was given to a deplorable habit of tete-a-tete prattling. Peo¬ 
ple felt that saying anything to their neighbor was more polite than 
listening to anyone else. Under a convention that no pauses must occur, 
the art of conversation had been lost. The general effect was flat and 
arid. “Society” was a Sahara without oases, without lions, and certainly 
without lion hunters. The Four Hundred would have fled in a body 
from a poet, a painter, a musician, or a clever Frenchman. 

Yet who would have declined an invitation to dine with Mrs. Astor? 
Hunt had provided her with a chateau, and she had made it a social 
Montserrat, a republican Versailles. Its splendors evoked national pride: 
the celebrated ballroom, reputedly planned to hold comfortably only 
four hundred guests* where dowagers of impeccable ancestry had been 
observed to weep when denied a place on the dais; the white and gold 
art gallery, where hung a collection of masterpieces whose authenticity 
nobody questioned, and whose esthetic merits nobody dared discuss; 
the vast oak-panelled dining hall, with its French tapestries, its ceiling 
of painted flowers and fruits, among which the Astor monogram was 
traced in bright gold; the series of enfiladed drawing-rooms—in one of 



the .Cady Vanishes 13 

which, standing beneath her life-sized (xirtrait by Carolus Duran, Mrs. 
Astor received her quests. There she was still to stand, Wore her death 
in when her weary mind had, at last, clouded. Still erect, still 
bravely gowned and jewelled, she stood quite alone, greeting imag¬ 
inary guests long death exchanging pleasantries with ghosts of the ut¬ 
most sandal distinction. 

In ".Society” there were symptoms of restlessness. The mature of its 
diversions was, perhaps, ineffable; hut a suspicion that they were tedi¬ 
ous could not lie suppressed. Was not the star of Mrs. Astor {wreeptibly 
dimmer? Had it, indeed, ttegun to wane? 'Hie star of Ward McAllis¬ 
ter, long her accredited chamberlain, had lately set in a storm of laugh¬ 
ter. T his paunchy, jxrmptms cousin of Mrs, l lowe had established him¬ 
self as the autocrat of drawing rooms. He had found his inspiration at 
the court of the Grand Dttheof Tuscany, and hr returned from Europe 
as the prophet of a religion of amenity. He poached the dogma of 
*.o. i.il pml«-.tiu.ition: 'Tashion srlet is its own votaries. . , . The tal¬ 
ent fm .uni i-i Sourly devrhips itself ,c, dors die talent for ait.” An at¬ 
tenuated Castigkonc, M<. Allot r» was indul'eimt to the subsume of 
iiuimcis, tin* udnvatcd .tumit!r% of mind and spitit for which they 
hunt'.h a language, He was minmml with externals for thru own 
sd.r; hr applied to soial h'.r til.- di ■•native rxnhri.m.e of a Viuori.m 
uphoha.-ici, Hr was an anxious student of gmrah>gy and the piohlrmx 
of rt;* jtirfte and form, f lr hr, atnc a s .nmoissrut ot tom! and wine, These 
man* I**--, ot s« holatslup wrir essential to hr. mission: to foini the small 
ru ot , odes and feat h it to give the hugest of paitirs. Hnfoitunatrly he 
1 „ h.-.l die wn, m'rl!n;<-'i. r and u-ar ot hr, gifted relatives, the W.udx, 
Hr V. as Uietrh dull; never III.>ir so than when giving intrtvirws to the 
pies., wh; h, li!e»,«i!v jep.a!-<l, tsivgrd ndnulr, In dr end, hr found 
linow |s i • 0 h , I b*< !» . spk"Mi. \ih u-i is a di , haiged servant, 1 " 
Sr ours .mi fish mutinied shr po-v, wSru ashed wlu-diri, as usual, the 
so. t >1 aah;*-i was assuming the due. nun oi a girat hall. Vet, fifty years 
.4 o-i Ins dr .rh, hr. pm-atgr sms wed in a mrnungless pluasr, One of 
his jtk,r.iac-i was to o-mpde lists of the vi»m!!v eligible. His major in- 
snito n to, she I out l! imbed. 

h sco Mu.. A s'01 srrjn»-d 10 sense fh>* in. teasing eimtii of her little 
u.'dd. 1 lad 1 hr old Gum ot (•nteii.imment hern exhausted* Had rep- 
made them siale ! t hipu-, r-Inidv, she issued invitations to ft 
g.u.hu p *?«y wuh a pri Joiuumr by po try,tonal talent, On the lawn 
at TSrr.hwood" a young gu! darned fo» the plrasuir of Mrs, Amur's 
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guests. She was unknown, and arrestingly beautiful. Her nude body 
gleamed through a flowing, diaphanous tunic, moving with astonish¬ 
ing fleetness and magnificent freedom, so that it seemed effortlessly 
lifted and supported by the air. For this was dancing of a kind that had 
never been seen before. She performed once again at Newport, for the 
guests of a philanthropic Miss Mason, of Boston. As an old lady, Mrs. 
Wharton was to recall, with regret, that a prejudice had prevented her 
from seeing Isadora Duncan in the radiance of youth. Newport failed 
to appreciate her, and Isadora confided to her journal her disappoint¬ 
ment in it. It was so wrapped up in the glory of being rich, she felt, that 
it had no art sense whatever. To Newport, an artist was an inferior, a 
sort of upper servant. Shordy thereafter, disenchanted with the culture 
of her native land, she set out for Europe—to become, within a very 
few years, one of the most widely known of Americans. 

The old dignity had become fusty. The old ceremonious formality 
was merely old-fashioned, outdated. In their eclipse, few noticed the 
lapsing of standards that they had expressed. These standards were 
narrow and limited, but they represented a republican version of an 
aristocratic ideal. They summed up a conscious effort to establish a true 
polite society responsive to traditions of honor and conduct, of educa¬ 
tion and manners. These traditions had been cherished and, in the 
main, lived up to. Now they were being discarded, and those who ob¬ 
served this attributed it to the climate of materialism, of moral cyni¬ 
cism, that had settled on the country after the War between the States. 
Was this deterioration, or was it progress? 

By the turn of the century, the “lady” found herself in a paradoxical 
situation. Never before had she enjoyed more unrestricted power or 
greater affluence. Never were the instruments for realizing her aspira- 
uons more various or more completely at her command. But seldom, 
m her long history, had the lady received less collaboration from men. 
The conditions necessary to her function were withheld by her environ¬ 
ment. She required a society of men and women keenly interested in 
the same subjects; the complexities of social life, and the relation therein 
of the sexes to each other. The existence of such a society was implied 
by the lata- novels of Henry James—but where, in the United States 
was the lady to find men devoted to the pursuit of happiness under the 
orms of art. The novels of James’ friend and disciple, Mrs. Wharton 
—wno he felt must bt tethered in native pastures, even if it reduced 
er to a back yard in New York—indicated that the lady’s hope was 
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quite vain. The American man was prepared to lavish his fortune on 

his wife, perhaps Ikv.uim* he didn't know what else to tin with it - su¬ 
iter. But he was prepared neither tu share her interests nor admit her to 
his own. Ahsorlrrd by his pm suit i>f jiuwer, he asked only that she re¬ 
main in her own sphere, creating lot herself whatever kind of world 
she chose, provided that others found it enviable. Us architecture and 
organization were her resjumsibility. On the whole, he was itnlilfetcnt 
to them. 

Possessing the instruments, hut denied the. condition* lor making 
social life an art, it was almost inevitable that the lady should make it 
a competition for prestige and power. There was a curious parallel be¬ 
tween her game and the man's. The stakes were equally high; the play 
was extravagant, obsessive and exhausting. When Lady Paget, who 
had been Miss Stev<te, of New Ymk, nude a visit to Newpirt after 
long absence, she asked in bewilderment, "Just what is it that you arc 
all after, anyway’ 3 '' Noltody could explain. "You don't give parties to 
enjoy yourselves," a young Icnhelor shrewdly remarked, "but to ad* 
van. r y iniseivcs.” Who else w.v, tu be .m 1 >4 4 ,u u ui« at win. U the 
lady t»nit rived as a laid ul pi iv.nr *v a tan- •' l »n! m ti emvate know 
that Mo. JVli.ioiif ,1 *, .than; v, .um-i 1,1 whom t.pp»■.:>. t ,n was a*, the 
bo-ath u| hie h.„! imd.-i taken to "kinudi" a so,, t.dlv ineligible im 
plate I,in,; am! las h.-ailtOul vu(r nieieh (or the saiista. holt ot iitllt' 
prihog in m.ds to brud u> itei will, to have them Inflow hr* in the 
rod, meek, dteephL - 5 

The w. aid, st hi. h the I.uly created tor hrrsrlt had, to ,1 later age, 
the look o| pun- taut.- .•>. hut .1 d<- adr am! iiioie, NVttpmt wht< h, 
like Vei s.ulies, w a; I'-ul.nr l (nan dm .omitmn p.-upb and the pi ictn tl 
exigeij. -,-s v,f for irs. aiM-■! ♦ u • • o the it>-i ufo-ir t naitmiloux 

X) trt f ,U |r* W.U 01 | eMoihi./ti. "hr dt'-ol .Old .os? nil in u Ostatldy 
1 hanging, hist die soar j sin bring displau-d in A tangle, statu 
situation. V< so.-.t *.pr t !r»„ the audim-. e mo be undn an tension, 
hut the a O.j , ).?(• >v; ’ll 0 leal for lie-, on sltr oihri side .«} tfir loodigllH. 
It v*. .1, die pe 1 uh ,ti , }m‘ ... ?s'i y,u< ol dm one that all die illusion w.o 
iKilmc.l to the .nnns, "’l he mourn up y <<J fh-r native <> <. .unm <d.ui* 4 »» 
•a., l.dlv speak tug, )<u the « hhdish I (If, is Hot that rvn t!y the key to IllUi ll 
of the s;.e 'a !•' “ No 0 1 So tl-rHlV jituex, 

ill rhihia a*mg her WojU, the lad*, proved bn vll bo'll ingenious 
and rv-iht'.m'. d-'m.nt.fol an :iumrda4?r jti.tieiiaiig-ttK’U <4 ihc 
niijm,Stable; Joj tic** impossible she w.n willing tu wait, bjirlb. Seveial 
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, guests. She was unknown, and arresting!)’ beautiful. Her nude Iswly 
gleamed through a flowing, diaphanous tunic, moving with ac nu .lt 
ing fleetness and magnificent freedom, so that it seemed rib •? arv.lv 
lifted and supported by the air. For this was dancing «*t a loud but bed 
never been seen before. She performed once again at Ncupuu, !. t tbr 
guests of a philanthropic Miss Mason, ttf Boston. As an old ladv, Mu. 
Wharton was to recall, with regret, that a prejudice had piesmtr ! hn 
from seeing Isadora Duncan in the radiance ttf youth. Nrwper. tabu! 
to appreciate her, and Isadora confided to her journal hri dis.ipj'uiut 
mentinit. It was so wrapped up in the glory of luring tub, site idt, fb.it 
it had no art sense whatever. To Newport, an artist was an min u , a 
sort of upper servant. Shortly thereafter, disenchanted with the * ubm • 
of her native land, she set out for Europe- to become, within a cm 
few years, one of the most widely known of Americans. 

The old dignity had become fusty. The old ceremonious founds”* 
was merely old-fashioned, outdated. In their eclipse, few ttoti. rd the 
lapsing of standards that they had expressed. These Mandat ds weir 
narrow and limited, but they represented a republican vet sum s -t u 
aristocratic ideal. They summed up a conscious effort to rsfabhdi ■; 
polite society responsive to traditions of honor and condiM, *: r V i 
tion and manners. These traditions had been ilieiidi,-.! .usd, -a Re¬ 
main, lived up to. Now they were being discarded, am! flu <-,r vd,.*, b 
served this attributed it to the climate of materialism, ot ns-. ad - 
cism, that had settled on the country after the War N-rwrnt the v ■, 
Was this deterioration, or was it progress? 

. By the turn of the century, the “lady” found herself hi ,»j» tud , v ,d 
situation. Never before had she enjoyed more imir.ut, vd > r ; * , 
greater affluence. Never were the instruments for tc ih.mi.: m-t , :: , 
tions more various or more completely at her cumin md, li:j; ,rld ,i 
in her long history, had the lady received less eullubu. ,m.m nun „„•{,! 
The conditions necessary to her function were withheld bv hu n,-.,. 
ment. She required a society of men and women heady 
the same subjects; the complexities of social life, and the trim.,}* br- 
of the sexes to each other. The existence of such a snurjv w.r, t 

by the later novels of Henry Jamcs-iutt where, in ?}, r 1 Attrd Ht.,i 
was the lady to find men devoted to the pursuit; of hap; mu,, «« <.-• •! - 
forms of art? The novels of James’ friend and div ij-lr, M, \v t. 

-who he felt must be tethered in native pastures, cm, «t ,t l; -du ,-*> 
her to a back yard in New York-indicated that the Uisb Imw vm 
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quite vain. The American man was prepared to lavish his fortune on 
his wife, perhaps because he didn’t know what else to do with it—or 
her. But he was prepared neither to share her interests nor admit her to 
his own. Absorbed by his pursuit of power, he asked only that she re¬ 
main in her own sphere, creating for herself whatever kind of world 
she chose, provided that others found it enviable. Its architecture and 
organization were her responsibility. On the whole, he was indifferent 
to them. 

Possessing the instruments, but denied the conditions for making 
social life an art, it was almost inevitable that the lady should make it 
a competition for prestige and power. There was a curious parallel be¬ 
tween her game and the man’s. The stakes were equally high; the play 
was extravagant, obsessive and exhausting. When Lady Paget, who 
had been Miss Stevens of New York, made a visit to Newport after 
long absence, she asked in bewilderment, “Just what is it that you are 
all after, anyway?” Nobody could explain. “You don’t give parties to 
enjoy yourselves,” a young bachelor shrewdly remarked, “but to ad¬ 
vance yourselves.” What else was to be said of a situation which the 
lady conceived as a kind of private warfare? Did not everyone know 
that Mrs. Belmont—a valiant warrior to whom opposition was as the 
breath of life—had undertaken to “launch” a socially ineligible tin¬ 
plate king and his beautiful wife merely for the satisfaction of com¬ 
pelling her rivals to bend to her will, to have them follow her in the 
end, meek, sheeplike? 

The world which the lady created for herself had, to a later age, 
the look of pure fantasy. For a decade and more, Newport—which, 
like Versailles, was isolated from the common people and the practical 
exigencies of life—resembled a rococo theater where a continuous 
spectacle was in performance; the decor and costumes constantly 
changing, but the same actors being displayed in a single, static 
situation. At most spectacles, the audience may be under an illusion, 
but the actors know that real life lies on the other side of the footlights. 
It was the peculiar characteristic of this one that all the illusion was 
confined to the actors. “The immensity of the native accommodation, 
socially speaking, for the childish life, is not that exactly the key to much 
of the spectacle?” So it seemed to Henry James. 

In elaborating her world, the lady proved herself both ingenious 
and exorbitant. She demanded an immediate materialization of the 
improbable; for the impossible she was willing to wait, briefly. Several 
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Newport establishments were equipped to serve banquets for one 
hundred and fifty guests upon an hour’s notice. One hostess whose 
residence, as originally planned, was not large enough for a ball, 
resolved to give one. She appealed to the resourceful architect: in a 
magically brief time there arose a fine ballroom, with vaulted roof 
splendidly decorated with mural paintings. Among her neighbors 
was a bachelor, uniquely distinguished for a whim that was the 
reverse of hers. He owned a beautiful villa whose Nile-green ballroom 
and panelled dining room ornamented with the delicate Gothic 
scrolls of Walter Crane were considered the last word in elegance. 
Possessing a ballroom, he could afford to indulge his prejudice 
against giving balls, which he considered too destructive of his 
tranquil surroundings. 

In somewhat similar spirit, Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish commanded the 
creation of a fine Gothic bedroom. After it had been completed, she 
refused to sleep in it, but had her bed put in the adjoining dressing- 
room; it was too perfect as a period room. Mrs. Belmont imported 
Chinese artisans to construct a red-and-gold lacquer tea house on 
the cliffs at Marble House. The structure was gorgeous and authentic, 
but contained no provision for making tea. A miniature railroad 
was therefore laid from the pantry of the mansion to the cliffs, its 
course masked by elaborate planting, and footmen with trays were 
thereby whisked down to the lacquered toy. The stables of Mrs. John 
Drexel were reputed to contain twenty-six different types of carriage; 
all were necessary if an appropriate one was to be available for every 
probable social occasion. It was said that, at the beginning of each 
Newport season, Mrs. Pembroke Jones set aside three hundred thou¬ 
sand dollars for entertainment. This budget was not considered ex¬ 
cessive. Other hostesses were believed to spend more. To have one’s 
power acknowledged, vast wealth was a requisite. “Not to have 
wealth would have been to have only a straw crown in a madhouse. 
Diamond tiaras were not empty symbols.” 

There was a vogue for costume balls. They afforded an escape for 
the members of a group who knew each other almost too well to 
find continuous pleasure in meeting. For them, the grands couturiers 
of Paris were commissioned to design costly period gowns, to be 
worn but once and discarded. Two of these balls had repercussions in 
circles far removed from “Society.” 

One winter morning in 1896, Mrs. Bradley Martin, reading of the 
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deep financial depression in which the country wax stihmerged* and 
the consequent acute misery at the pour* was moved to Like iritinital 
action. Would nm a gicat Ml furnish an impetus to tudr ? She 
resolved ia give one, Hie festivity was held at thr new Wahlaif 
Hotel in New York* in Eehm.uy, iSu;\ ft rrjnrvrtitnl mi expendtune 
of mate than a quarter of a million dollars. Ear a fnttniglu» the 
juw af thr United Stairs ami Kttiopr frpoitrd if as a pnnltgs which 
ifulmi it was* The result was a statin of popular ptafrsf at ilie hearts 
less extra valance of the rich, which thuve Mrs* Madia and her lm»- 
hand into permanent exile in England* 
in fatties i ia/en I fydr* who had jmt come into the fontitir 
amassed hy his fattier as puwtdenf of the Equitable Lite A scut ancr 
Society, determined to give a emrurne lull uhnh would rHtpse in 
splendor any entertainment that had ever hern given in New York. 
Educated in Erauec ami at Harvard, hr was priltap* rrfiiaikabte for 
fns eagerness to assist in thr uramm «4 highly athtutal society. A 
hihhnphilr, an r , Hbur nno, 1 ; ua m m a JomFo! q.aoai m| uprt ,1 

and fhr.in-'i. Ho!" famm-od j , hr 4 r am <1 mar w ho n< cb a t ml"' of 

I 1 * d*‘ tarn, } 1 - thi: Car mho | »S« •’ h no , of Jo I Whnr in 

1 saaf ' ho *»p! *u li ! too on,, 

W d -o n < 0^0 .-In '*■ a to no Soil nf I «onn XVI* 1 hr gMr as 

were fn.jiironi to ol»nvr historical actiiiaiiy; the watErtt and other 
attendant % were tduihnl m thr hsri\ and, jojmpr * of *,»* 4 ho here 

due *a .a o! >Vmd oouoa anh ill I it Hi Avrmir, w,t * tium 

formed to » ‘ - Mde the sdmn of dr in an 1 Human. I hoiHalids of 

♦Mmb »*. r ?.*«..-* m dr-n mm* w dh la m lies g»n!m«lnt 

H vh dm* r b, O' e *?e i » . d b o • m H ,, dr fo*M {dan r 11$^ 

ihr t >; *!\>* Vd " 1 i ' ' i ’* . „ ?|i * d m ■* ■ I o oh t m jm f!, i hr 
g> ' c .* n w I oho* “• v 0,0 ».*,.(, ffo ; o,oi ‘ ^ t»* dr A f ! UiU, 

ar. I \'n*' -r v * o \h m .hl, Mr Its {a , <n;H o ar <-U has!*? dor 

Vi !n* * h ( \ . d ^ d da- dramd rd*" ?* 

Ew f 1 “ a) : o*r > n o j; h,d, t mpor-o! h\ dr j*:rss, w rh an 

ao r '"a/ ' o *■ *$'O e, ah 'J hr |omn.i!rau tv ruoaffr - 

d do, f, - fh * ooh . d*-! if 'da: dhasd' a m t!ro ,a hr/bd 

! 'V j o ,, ,,i' o l 4 .d'*q! < dn f r I h*» rhr ( , ndr nvi', r hah 

If no 1 1 1 *r .d ,» •- m !ii, !U!I ’ *V|OiU”\ %% .O, 'OlorivS, fhtr.U 

r * * » < '' ’ '• 4 a ,^a * on * “ dni’ Hod* bd* lnd:m ds» t}ri 

ird fM 5 *n 4 a o iar ^ i *n irrinf ' .Of an v» t 4ahl f'rd by 
^ 1 * o'n i In ,dr ^ dv * ourqnn? opriutig f 1 hn |ii$bta 
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career. For Mr. Hyde, the result was less agreeable, Wish im/of.-c-ru 
haste, he found it convenient to transfer his testdetne to lY;i. 

Meanwhile, the inner circle of fashion was Iron; . oiiv-.-.b.-d by a 
palace revolution. Two precursors of the the still dnaaoi j.i.v \.,r 
took it upon themselves to bring "Society” up to date. Thru v.ew 
of the calendar, as of many other things, was ht,;hh migouh I h** 
result was a glimpse into an unimaginable (‘unite a sv,h;. 
to a later age, seemed to anticipate the ummrmrni-. ot H !, 

the manners of Alexander Woolicott and the social !,tle*to. m \f, v , 
Elsa Maxwell. For, during the bloodless reign .»! tno<r m-a note ! by 
Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish ami her ptotege, Many l.elu, the .r.ii *4 th,- 
cockeyed was born full grown. 

Mrs. Fish loathed dullness as Jonathan Edwards loathed sin, t,Su: 
tempered, malicious, easily bored and incapable oi endiitmg i,t> <;a •* an , 
she determined to puncture the complacency of "So. triy" by o n 
pelling it to make itself ridiculous. At a moment whm the am/ct,' 
verbal flippancies of Whistler and Oscar Wiltle passed !oi *,t. M 
Fish was reputed to be witty. The surviving examples of her tal-or 
point to a remarkable virtuosity in insult. She established miaguutnr 
rudeness as a form of decorum. 

In Harry Lehr, Mrs. Fish found a predestined eouif j.-arr, j* ,,, , 
his ambition to live for his wit and his elegance, am! his g,„ d • 

to live by his wits and his vulgarity. Lukin;; w.-.ihh 
position, abhorring work and craving luxury, he und- a ; ' ’ L-,' 

of prankishness. He was a shrewd ami cynical judgr -;r. ;■ , ( 

ment; he saw that it would succumb to insolriu r, spa -, ,n i c , 
ways. These he did not need to master, and thru rvt'L,’ !, 'L 
him celebrity. Until he condescctuled to many ,m hrm-n i. , .. . 

were supplied without cost by fashionable tadoc,, rw d7, ,L 
restaurants, hotels. The prestige of his patronage w.i, j.;.,-.-~ jj- 
invented the commission us a source of revenue ha ,} tr •,, . 

For Society” there was piquant novelty in the tr, j 

by Mrs. Fish and Harry Lehr. At the in-ginninga N,7 . 

she was able to electrify her dinner guests w,th the , rr U., 'y’-h’ 
here you all are, older faces and younger clothes." J h- .. 
furnish a thrill by despatching a bruised (lower to ■„ , , 

ambulance. Together, they developed a h.rmu!., t , 
silliness. Eventually, it fell into disrepute, only ;, r ^ ^ l 
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exploited as a new discovery, by the Jazz Age. Mrs. Fish and Harry 
Lehr arranged a banquet to honor a Corsican prince. To everyone’s 
delight, this distinguished visitor turned out to be someone’s pet 
monkey, seated at a table in the place usually accorded Mrs. Astor. 
They sponsored formal dinners for dolls and dogs, and parties where 
guests masqueraded as their favorite enemies or their servants. They 
made personal abuse a social art, and malicious practical jokes a 
favorite diversion. 

Informed by the press that these innovations represented the ac¬ 
cepted manners of polite society, the plain people of the United States 
were plainly bewildered. What invisible line distinguished the mores 
of aristocratic Newport from those of vulgar Long Branch? At the 
New Jersey resort, abandoned by fashion, Diamond Jim Brady, with 
the beautiful Lillian Russell at his side, rolled along the Ocean Drive 
at twilight in one of the new electric broughams. It had been built 
to meet Brady’s specifications. It had a semicircular glass front, and 
its interior was illuminated by one hundred concealed lights which 
shed their radiance on Miss Russell’s blonde loveliness, and Mr. 
Brady’s gaudy jewels. The standards of Newport excluded Miss 
Russell and Mr. Brady. They were socially ineligible. 

The final commentary on Newport’s palace revolution came from 
Mrs. Fish herself. After the outbreak of the first World War, long 
after her court jester had married his heiress and become a resident 
of Paris, the rumor reached New York that Harry Lehr had lost his 
mind. His old friend wrote to him. Affectionately, she urged him 
to return to the United States, and resume his place in “Society.” His 
condition was by no means a disadvantage. “You know quite well 
that you won’t need any mind to go with the people in our set,” 
Mrs. Fish assured him. Mrs. Astor, quite correctly, had considered 
her a disintegrating force. Mrs. Fish was singularly free of illusions. 

Though “Society” was indifferent to public opinion, it was nervously 
susceptible to blackmail. This discovery was made by Colonel William 
Mann, an elderly, debonair veteran of the Union Army with an 
addiction to experiment. Having invented a cannon and a pioneer 
sleeping car, he embarked upon a career in journalism. He published 
a society weekly, Town Topics , and a handsome annual. Fads and 
Fancies of Representative Americans , which was available to sub¬ 
scribers for a mere fifteen hundred dollars. 
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Colonel Mann was a self-taught psychologist, and a resourceful 
publisher. He devised methods of securing information which a later 
generation of gossip columnists were to find exceedingly useful. His 
Newport correspondent gained access to fashionable homes as a 
musician; his news of Fifth Avenue was acquired by discreet paym ent- 
to servants; he cultivated the favor of the more mischievous gossips 
among the socially elect. These methods brought him a large harvest 
of unsavory anecdotes. It was his boast that his safe contained the 
reputations of the Four Hundred. When finally opened, it held only a 
few botdes of brandy. But fear had filled it with dubious ghosts and 
skeletons. 

Much of the information that Colonel Mann gathered did not 
find its way into print. His purpose was merely to control it. His 
income was derived from an intangible, and very valuable product: 
silence. Colonel Mann sold nothing. But he was usually willing to 
accept munificent loans from prominent gentlemen whose d ismal 
secrets had come to his attention. These loans were freely made, and 
no vulgar revelations followed. Those who were not cowardly enough 
to pay for silence found their peccadilloes reported in Town Topics 
with an embarrassing spiciness of allusion. In this subtle commerce, 
Colonel Mann had the legal and moral support of a well-known 
jurist, Justice Joseph M. Deuel of New York City. 

At length, after more than a decade of prosperity, a public attack 
was made upon this estimable partnership by Collier’s Weekly. 
Justice Deuel prompdy brought suit for libel, and the case came to 
trial in 1906. The evidence produced, and the facts elicited in court, 
proved to be sensational. Twelve of the most respected gentlemen of 
“Society”—among them, several astute financiers—had been snared 
by the Colonel and his partner, and had willingly made loans ag¬ 
gregating nearly two hundred thousand dollars; a great insurance 
company had paid out a sum almost as large. On the charge of 
libel, the jury returned a verdict of acquittal. Colonel Mann and his 
associate were thus publicly discredited, and their power was destroyed. 
But the implications of the case were reassuring to nobody. A way 
had been opened for a type of journalism which, under the guise of 
moral reform or social criticism, might cater to a prurient interest in 
the private affairs of those whom the public had lifted to prominence. 
In time, the element of blackmail having been eliminated, this 
activity was to become a routine, respectable and remunerative pro- 
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become the guiding spirit of an intertuukui.il set in Puns; au 1 dm nit; 
the second World War she was still indcfatigably p’..nmg h.mr:a 
Hollywood, to whatever talent came her way. 

The little house in Seventeenth Street was usually till.- ! Ft a stud 
cyclone of people, but Henry Adams thought the hosu-v.-i an 1 
and universal, and was struck blind by the builtumv ut dun vwM. 
This was a major tribute. Fur Adams considwd ihr Arnett ui 
woman a failure; she had held nothing together, nrttbn M.a.- n o 
Church, nor Society, nor Family. .She was a wot»r t.ulmr than I'-.r 
American man, who was surely failure enough. Adams thought h-j 
more a failure when she tried a ‘'mission” than when she didn't. 1 be 
mission of Miss Marbury and Miss I )e Wolte it rhes ha 1 «>«.- *.*. n 
to provide a climate congenial to the* mind. Wat.inn,; th.-m, so rb.- 
crowded, cyclonic laboratory where they functioned so oprjth, \ loo . 
judged them to be die only men of the lot. 

In Boston, as was to he expected, the most eotispi. tt.w, .us--, w *-:■* 
even more elevated. They were conducted by two tematLiuL- iiom-u, 
Mrs. Henry Whitman and Mts. John L Gat dun woe ladt.-s, lu ; ; i:„- k 
wished to be something more, and they succeeded, Boston (it a h-.u.l 
of Mrs. Whitman as an unknown from some savage town It,A mo a,-, 

perhaps—who had married into its sacred ciule. She Is-, .one a 
center of social influence; that peculiar kind oi id i;i;l ;■>! m 
which there were strands of art, idealism, intellr. t. u»- -:.,*r ; 

her with ostrich feathers, beaver bonnets, marwilotu !.,»i" 
shades of silk or satin capriciously but immingly an ! 

adjectives were no less precious than her costumes. f‘.n }, 1>; ,■ 
salient quality was an extreme intensity of sptiir, aim.-.i m;,m, 
its enthusiasms. 

Like her friend William James, Mrs. Whitm.m i,.id 
perceptions and emotions. She was const iciittotis and 1 1 ,: 1 d - *: ,1,- 
shared Jamess unrest, and his desire to fleitetrat** to ate! , t,j,,;,,., w , 
the hidden facts, the submerged classes, the drapnr-tm,; .d'-.t. *.< b. b, 
polite Boston preferred to ignore. Site was not uai'-tt? u,-..r', , 

appreciate the fine arts; she studied to Uvomr 4tw , d,,,,' 
designed stained-glass windows. Her chief interrs* S,*% ssH; ,. l( 
people; she attempted to communicate the me,.mm; m I i.v 

arts to working-girls’ clubs and to collegians, Intrlln fu.4 ,, n ,,| 
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d’Este. She was as erudite as she was frivolous, as witty as she was 
unscrupulous—and her court attracted scholars, philosophers, men- 
of-letters, artists, musicians, lovers of the humanities. 

They continued to surround her, in her old age, at the Venetian 
palace which she had built in the Fenway, as Egyptian monarchs 
built their tombs and went to live in them. For the palace, with all its 
treasures, had been designed as a museum, to be left to the city which 
she had defied and starded in her youth, and which so long had tried 
to hold aloof from her. As George Santayana remarked, her palace 
and her pictures had become the last audacity by which she would 
vanquish old Boston. 

There was something touching in this old lady who, as time went on, 
came to deny herself all forms of luxury in order to perfect her be¬ 
quest to the people. As a young woman, it was said that at the end of 
every season she had ordered all her ball dresses burned in the 
furnace. Now she was thought equally pretentious for living in 
modest rooms on the third story of her palace, and keeping no cook. 
When her girlhood friend, Mrs. Schuyler Van Rensselaer of New 
York, passed through Boston, Mrs. Gardner invited her to dinner. 
Dinner was announced, and oysters awaited the ladies on a beautifully 
appointed table. When these had been consumed, Mrs. Gardner took 
her guest to a nearby hotel for the rest of the meal; she had felt obliged 
to offer the traditional bread and salt at her own board. Her Boston 
friends sometimes teased her about her purposeful deprivations, 
saying that they expected to find her one day on a street corner, 
wearing all her pearls, playing her Stradivarius and begging alms. 

But Fenway Court had been conceived and planned as a gift to 
the people; only incidentally as the residence of its mistress. This 
initial dedication was to serve as a kind of beacon for other collectors 
—the Morgans, Huntingtons, Fricks and Mellons whose paintings 
and manuscripts and varied objects of art, acquired for their personal 
satisfaction, were eventually to enrich the culture of the American 
people. Mrs. Gardner, who never followed fashions but undertook 
to set them, in this instance created a tradition of responsibility and 
obligation to future generations which wealth could not lightly dis¬ 
regard. It was to be followed throughout the country: in the Morgan 
Library and Frick Museum of New York, the National Gallery and 
Folger Library at Washington, the Huntington Library in California, 
and many more. 


7 'he £ady Vanishes 2 5 

Fenway Court, in every least detail, was a personal creation. It 
bore the unmistakable stamp of Mrs. Gardner’s masterful character, 
her taste, her knowledge and her unbridled prodigality. She made 
large drafts on the specialized scholarship of her friends, but she 
bought nothing by which she was not herself profoundly moved. 
Charles Eliot Norton advised her for a time; Henry Adams secured 
for her an early thirteenth-century stained-glass window from Saint 
Denis, the finest example in the United States; Bernhard Berenson, 
the critic and expert whom she had discovered as a brilliant student 
at Harvard, and whose early career she had financed, served as her 
technical authority. But the large, noble design was purely her own; 
and its execution was her absorbing passion, her creative activity. 
What wonder, then, that she decreed that, after her death, nothing be 
moved from where she had placed it, and nothing be added to what 
she had chosen? As time went on, the very inviolability of Fenway 
Court, its few errors and strongly contemporary judgments, were to 
become a major interest. For what would today’s lovers of art not 
give to see the Mantuan Isabella’s palace just as she had arranged it? 

The exterior of Fenway Court was massively plain, but the interior 
was a fairyland. A large central court, glassed over at the top, formed 
a garden where mimosas bloomed and fountains tinkled and nightin¬ 
gales sang. Its facade was that of the Ca’d’Oro in Venice, with the 
original carved arches and balustrades, marble pillars, galleries, and 
double-arched windows. There was a mediaeval Spanish chapel and 
cloister. The furnishings of the great, stately rooms were individual 
works of art, and on the walls one saw the superb Tintorettos, Rem¬ 
brandts, Titians and Giorgiones, as they might have been displayed 
in Venice or Florence during the High Renaissance. In other, smaller 
rooms, were the works of modern painters whom Mrs. Gardner 
admired: her friend John Singer Sargent, whose portraits of her in 
middle age, and as a venerable sybil, white-swathed and white-hooded, 
were among his finest; the Swedish painter and etcher, Andreas Zorn, 
of whom she was the earliest American patron; various young Amer¬ 
icans whose fortunes she tried to advance. For, unlike most other 
great American collectors of the period, who thought of art only as 
a relic of past greatness, Mrs. Gardner had a lively interest in the 
contemporary. And although a later age might deprecate her judgment, 
her taste was vital for its time. 

Vitality was her dominant attribute. She was still taking courses 
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at Harvard in her eightieth year, when paratvus tmlk • *w ! her 
to a couch spread with silver sable tu finest cimme. It d:d i:n tu 
her vivacity, or the bright malice tif ha gtertt eves, .u S uu.m--, 
color showed. Two years later, she wtute tu a turn.! «hi -h*- had 
not seen in nearly fifty years, a hermit in datLo Atu, a. S <V - *-‘-n 

she had a rather jolly house filled with teally Hut!,;'., -o;d *h*t 
she still led an interesting life, with young and old Uomd-, Ine 
appropriately old are too old—they seem tu have given up u.r w u !. 
Not so I, and I really shove some of the yutmg mum mth-t ■ 1 

really have energy.” 

This quality of energy—the Amazonian trait whnh waif. m. dh 
characteristic of American women goes far tu rypiam ’hr b h\ dr 
cision to vanish. It was a trait for wltuh “Soit.-ty" Sum*,:./. .1 si* 
appropriate outlet; and, in due time, even the Clear mu * l • * »-t 

ceased to offer an absorbing vocation. At that pom’, an s;-cb-;»-,-.'c b.u 
career was to become synonymous with the pi.nts.e *4 .s p-m,- ,k 
or an art; and, later stilt, with the alternative of an rutty mm rb* 
world of business. To the ladies of the older generation dire >*pp- -t 
tunities seldom occurred. 

But before the lady-seeking to he judged cm Iter turn*'* alone, ,md 
trying to find an opportunity for tmlejiendrnt, free deselopmris? 
turned to the arts, the professions and husmew, she d»s. umrd a 
field of activity that was both interesting and gmumrlv :.d. ! by 
was the field of public service, of "tefoitn,” and i)r s.■■ - <a '■ 
example had a significant effect upon Anim. an .nhisir. hi d-v . r. 
herself to a cause, the lady learned how to br.omr a womju, i b • 
woman learned something more. .She learned how ru .m,- j-t 
individual, and take her place as a citizen. 

[5] LADY INTO FOX 

The long, arduous struggle for the political nimi* ip 10 *as u i 
can women was the most important, as it was the i M -,» rdn- y-r,-\ 
cause through which both lady and woman wne to hi- b .... 
Chinese wall of convention that rt-stiiun! thetn u> »b a n.-.e 5 ,b, 

In this struggle, the credit for final victory h4m.p b.- \ ; 
woman, not the lady; but the fortunes of rbr Ub w-- 
volved. For a number of prominent and so, tally pownPil \ 

t0 identify themselves with the suffrage movement, ,md j-h,-, 
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Howe, who since the days of Miss Anthony and Mss. Sun'-ti had 
preached the gospei that “women arc people” whet.-v.-t dtr <,,< i*n<.-d, 
made a stirring appeal. By U)t2, Mrs. Belmont had he- <*i tu- < ■(>,- die 
dominant figures in the movement. In that year, she led hn : -as ,t 

monster parade down Fifth Avenue, in New YojSv, who Is, *.« the 
country at large, demonstrated the insurgent spirit *»i she lemma m, 
Two years later, with characteristic swift decision, she .00! .E, 

mantled Marble House. The largest and most smiipmat; ,-t die 
palaces which Hunt had designed for Ncwpoit’s f.dmlom cm ,t,-, ,i 
vacant, boarded up like a cenotaph of dcp.itted glows. 1; 4 

monument to the death of ".Society,” the desuetude of N.ovjvji 4 ,,t , 

way of life. It was a portent, and certainly a synilwd, nt iV 
ance of the lady as a social type. When another thittv >r,u ■, h tri 5’. 1, 

the way of life, the culture and mores of the era of m,u;:nlt‘ -a - v 

to seem as remote as those of the court of the (hand Mon.u<pir, m ! 

some of its relics as worthy of preservation, for thru hi-,mi 1, .d , 

as Versailles. In the nineteen forties, at the instigation ot 
Franklin Roosevelt, the palatial home of Frederick V utdnhdt, 

Hudson Valley, with all its furnishings and works of ait, «.,>-.. 
the nation as a museum—a representative esamplr of a „dm 
forgotten, aspect of the national past. 

For the younger generation of women of the favored m dm, 
the empty privileges of the lady exercised a rapidly dmutmlcriy .hut 
I t was not enough, as Eleanor Roosevelt asserted, to hr kind t ,, ,, ,, < 

to assume limited obligations of philanthropy, to dine .mi i o ... „ 

with the right people only, anti.live where you would hr m ,hm md / 

A social conscience had begun to make irstlf felt in other M .! !n n, 
its influence spread. Miss Mary Harritnan, daughter ,4 <i,» , 
magnate, made a serious study of .sociolngv, hrutnr .Mm-h. -,j 

m the work of a settlement house in New York < try, ,md, h d, -,,! - 
for organization that resembled her father’s, worked o,» 
of welfare service which, taking form as the Junior 
adopted in many other cities. Miss Anne Morgan, r.jm!!, ; , n , m 
social welfare, devoted herself especially to advaming the , J 

women engaged m the professions. 

W UC g effort f indicatwi a wi(k;[ »ng horizon of mpiutjun. At the-, 
be t, the wealthy and advantaged had felt an aim.. ,, .,0 

J5T t0Ward th a m {anm ' MC - Th ’ K «p™«’d to .dl-o.m -bn, , 
seldom attempted to remedy the causes whuh prodtmj J, * ‘ 
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inr rnh>;hn-n<*d iradn-.lisp, it was hujuauitass.m, lutt it was iuadrtjuan*, 
,m<! tin* viaitikin' at tun to suspr. t tit.tt it was si tuallv mt- 

piodmttve. When the 1‘ttitr,! States rut,-ml tin* itisi Wot id War, 
i-V.ttft U.Mvtrlt’-, vtti!tii;ri luothn po-mps!v enlisted in thr army, 
Hn *;s atuljshaitn imputed why hr didn't hm a substitute, a-t many 
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H***-,rvr!t t.i her iiist n-.tiiy ouf’.js.hrn tie,Station apatust flu* a<»eptrd 
si.m4.mf-t *4' thr sumtuit.im K , in wlm h she had fni hn t htldhood. 
lair others *.t‘ her *eueui»ott, she li.nl kptm to think fur herself ■ ami 
ttrtfhrr thr standaids urn the rdm at tun vvhn h dir had twrivrd aft' 
I,, have any genuine valtdtiv. ‘Hits «nti.a! atttiudr had l*.n>* 
Irrn rvidmr ,mtnti.; Atitnt, ,ut women win* rtt>,nr,| none u{ thr a*l 
Vast! ay/-. *>| Hilfi i'r.l U,-,df*t < .» i 4 j‘,.■, ■». i If lady, m.ul.nrd as 
•.hr U\i * * ■ ♦ f }^ dJh ! ? : . nf n t| it r\^rnri|.r, fltf 

^ ’ ‘ 1 *' ''/ >f ^ ‘M k- ^ h ' j ‘ < 1 -‘i s 4 ~ f\diil|»!r ^ \ \|i i. ilsMt.rwh f i||4 

' ' 1 * ‘ “ ! ' *'i s , !/ I s » .«•{ s* t >' f . ^ * 1 >? ': iH. \ j »,»vs f 

*V‘ s * 4 1 ’ ’ \ * * f 4 i u i k * ■' f s f \ *!» • ;. » * *4 m mUW, i 

* ! , 1 1 " - l ' \ M • i/i - li ' ^ ,t 'h ( hi if s, Sitplsff 

**•*'-’ - J ' ! * * * ‘ 'v- •!:’ i' — > * t n\,* lU '>4 n/f-fkiJI. 

’ *' ' 1 * ' ‘ ‘ >' !, *aa, in In 

^ '*‘x * 1 '<? ^ f h itc),\ i<t \*» i\:Xu » ftsf 

f ‘ ■ ' ' ' 1 •' ‘ l* !"* v4 Mis" *'* lk‘ t > • ? h ’• * ? i j 1 

>4 fl %U * in', .ad/ 4 n Jtlr muI %vm% 

t kI '* - 1’ !*'! \hv }t«nun ,i i^uiu^n in ilir 

^ '' 4 "»s 4 * } i 1 4 * y if / ? ’. !:i| Ihr u.frfii 

a* **’ 1 * ] *-■' I i i'i *'* . ' . M, 1.,<!«, I i,?’44nd' f ‘i| 1 *1 lip III 

l - t ’ ' ’ 4 * . t -t i vt, K , > - \ ,:1 • ! -m,- k . ip -,.4 i|c| 

life Ml if- f - ' ^ Vi‘. ), „>.- -’.‘.k,, **! ^ f\r r U 4 k j f||| fr 

; ! m US! « (1 , *4' <Sr Ua<4 im 

J'"' 1 4 -u i 'i.' *1 f!r, rn*nn 

!1 * ' > 4 t ’ * ‘ ^ ‘'S' 1 “ «•' ^ A t f «'faS S* ^n? tSaskikJ tnh:4r 

%;s L; M: . }|i,^ -M.it. ; „ 4 , » Sss *4 ! | »U M > 

% 4'S 9 « ' • ' >s ! ' f 4..; J pd i;,r ^ ,s;siS lissnpl 

t Sg> f U i* * ) s: M -s 4 '’ \ , i /,.* \ s. h; 4 r i!sl f nn! f.h-SS'U**! uu 4 

4t' , II , $ \ ’ , S 4 s s'a . f S ^ \\'%\ ./'! H ^411411 

Mt : " f 4 I • s f ■’ s \ *S ,4 S’ -i t' I f*, ird'iM,; wSflt 4? 4? 4s 






3 ° Postscript to Yesterday 

was in many ways more remarkable than that Mrs. Harriman, ap¬ 
pointed Minister to Norway by President Franklin Roosevelt, should 
render distinguished service as a diplomat. 

Mrs. Wharton, who had been one of the first to question the values 
of the traditional* social pattern, thought herself, like Theodore Roose¬ 
velt, a self-made man. In her old age, she came to question the value 
of emancipation; though, to a limited degree, she had sought emanci¬ 
pation for herself. Considering the grandchildren of her contempo¬ 
raries, young women taught by their elders to despise the kitchen and 
the linen room, and to substitute the acquiring of University degrees 
for the more complex art of civilized living, she was inclined to think 
the higher education of women a social danger. Brooks Adams, whose 
studies in history led him to anticipate the decline and collapse of 
modern civilization, took an equally pessimistic view. The effect of 
woman s emancipation, he felt, was to make her ashamed of her sex, 
and compel her to imitate the man. As the cement of society, the head 
of the family, the center of cohesion, the woman had virtually ceased 
to exist. She had become a wandering isolated unit, rather a dispersive 
than a collective force. These opinions, whatever their merit, registered 
the phenomenal swiftness with which social change had taken place. 
Even as a subject for fiction and drama, the world of “Society”—the 
world of Henry James’ novels, and Mrs. Wharton’s, of Clyde Fitch’s 
comedies, and Langdon Mitchell’s—had ceased to have any relevance. 
In letter after letter, James lamented that his later novels were unread. 
In the nineteen-twenties, writing to Scott Fitzgerald, Mrs. Wharton 
ruefully suggested that, to his generation, her work must seem the 
literary equivalent of tufted furniture and gas chandeliers. 

If the world about which she wrote had diminished in significance, 
she was, so to speak, the victim of her personal example. For it had 
been quickly followed, even by her former neighbors at Newport. 
Elsie Clews Parsons, daughter of the banker Henry Clews, went to 
study the Zuni Indians of the Southwest, pushed her explorations into 
Mexico, and wrote a series of books which awakened the nation to the 
necessity of preserving a heritage of art, folklore and culture in danger 
of extinction. She wrote other books as well, admirable studies in 
history, ethnology and anthropology; she wandered to the Cape Verde 
Islands, and the Sea Islands off Georgia to prosecute her studies; she 
helped to edit the American Journal of Folklore. Another Newport 
neighbor, Gertrude Vanderbilt Whitney, seriously practiced the art of 
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CHAPTER tl 


The Woman Tabs Onr 


[x] THE VOLCANO OF UNREST 

As the new century dawned, America’s mmt popular p-w;<i dr., t > ; ,,- ( f 
one of its emergent problems in The (U>\mopuliUr>, A st.<nh n., 
Mrs. Elk Wheeler Wilcox was softly ruseluprd by plume g ‘.bid ... 
and Oriental metaphysics. Her life was hlamcies-t, bat her ,» 

simmered. Day after day she boiled gently, always with 4 timri ; 
sound. Over the land, millions of women throbbed to hn sr* 
suspecting that her psychic temperature, like thru own, w.<; • . ' - 
by daydreams. Many of them wrote to iter. The mtam',>:n • ? : ;! .d 
that reached her, she said, was often a seething sni, .iimH mu,-a. V, u 
it not time that something lw done about the icalr-mirv, os the so , ! -m 
woman? Mrs. Wilcox thought it was. 

Others, equally aware of the condition, shared her .utskw. < h o 1 .0- 
Perkins Gilman, a feminist and the author of m.utv rv di-n* 
expressed concern about the new type * 4 ' In •me that ii.«d 
appear in American cities. What would be the Hint h d*.i'-!h;i. ; 
lifted clean off the ground-yardlcss, rcllaticss, r.t Mil™. rv.-i s.,-. 
less? Did the American woman know how to m-d." v, u-,- ,,* 
new leisure? Mrs. Gilman doubted it. She deswibrd ha . | , * 

much household drudgery, hut too ignorant, too Mm *, *, ,, ,.}j 
indulgent to do other work, wasting her time, l.iUaiu,; .mm .rum, 
and salving her conscience with charity. 

This description provoked soul scan king ,mt.mg l-ad-n ,4 d»r t, r „ 
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and mortar.” Even Mrs. Dorr marveled at the rapidity of change, re¬ 
cording with pride that the great majority of the women’s clubs were 
organized for social service. 

Leaders developed who could foresee the immense power that an or¬ 
ganized womanhood might some time wield, and who had courage to 
direct the forces under them towards vital objects. The old programs 
had been laughed out of existence. Instead, the clubs were grappling 
with child welfare, public health, the protection of women in industry, 
pure food legislation, extension of educational facilities, civil service 
reform, the elimination of commercialized vice. What are you eating 
with today, garbage or the social evil?” Miss Jane Addams was asked by 
an elevator boy in the Chicago City Club, as she hastened to a luncheon. 
For the interest of the clubs in self-culture had given way to a militant 
effort for social reform. Even the exclusive Colony Club of New York, 
which appeared to be nothing more than a beautiful toy for its 
wealthy and aristocratic -members, inaugurated a course in industrial 
economics given by John Mitchell and lesser lights of the labor world. 
In many communities, the women’s clubs were the only agencies 
actively working for civic improvement. Miss Addams, herself deeply 
involved in their projects, found them ready to investigate any situation 
which seemed to call for vigorous action. 

With more than a million members by 1912, the federated clubs 
represented a vast social and civic movement. Their assistance was in¬ 
vited by the Federal government when social discontent among workers 
on the Panama Canal threatened to postpone its completion; a rep¬ 
resentative was sent to the Isthmus, and organized the wives and 
daughters of government employees into clubs. The Federal govern¬ 
ment recognized the power of women’s organizations, and approved 
their interest in public questions. But vested interests were beginning 
to fear it. The president of the National Association of Manufacturers 
warned his colleagues against the club activities of their wives and 

daughters; they were becoming too friendly toward reforms inimical to 
industrial profits. 

• .^e mood of the women was as earnest as ever. But hadn’t it become 
disquietingly belligerent? They professed to repudiate the view— 
held by man in the aggregate-that strife is not only inevitable but de- 
nrable; that material gain and visible reward are alone worth coveting. 
They boldly asserted that they were weary of wars and hatreds, im¬ 
patient of greed and privilege, sickened of poverty, disease and social 
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novator, were aware that she was no exception, I hr women ./ her 
day recognized her ideals as their own. The) ?ch :h.f -hr )>,i i , u , 
ticipated their experience, and was undertaking to espies-. ;; {.a riu-rn. 
She was, in a sense, the deputy of their cons. ini, es. speaking -on! 
acting for them on the grand scale ami the n ttmnui *, me. 

In part, this was an effect of her personalis). For, m she w wn of 
the time, she reflected their favotite image of thrmv-'sr,, 1 V/.- w.iu 
no accent on youth in those days. Maturity was a ha.!,;.- <u h.>iv -i, 
proudly displayed. And it almost seemed as if Ms0 AT iaw U tj al 
ways been middle-aged. She was eonscntimut, well !»w/d 
dressed. She was serious, public spirited and ctfu tnir m a *»>>*;, Sh-- jr | 
a crowded, busy life. As she aged atul grew stow, ,eud 'mu Fi.i w s 
ened, she came to resemble a wise, kindly maiden ,n;w, r,*0,-1 n *„ 
whom a family would turn in time of ttouh'r, *..-a>,,-.5g „ ( T ;?■> 
shameful secrets, somewhat dreading her rebuke, |un me .,n!t -h 
and shrewd advice. 

Miss Addams’ family was the nation. She e\rt, ; .r,! >!„- p. r ,, 

of a universal maiden aunt, and one of them u.e, r. ■ 
plainly. Though she was a consistent champion < ! 
her personal popularity seldom .suffered by it. hsm wkw d 
her support to Henry Foul’s peace ship and opp.-.- ! Aw-o 
ticipation in the first World War, she was event udU - 5 ». F 
role of maiden aunt she could scarcely help tr-.rml.Jw.; 1 >\ ,! ■ 

pine. Her prickly independence was often in* oiwrtww, 1 >>0 
something admirable about it. Wasn't it almost h.-t dwv m 
about in queer places which everyone rise .pp.-rd ; t 

blandly prod the family into tidying them up’ Wfir-e g-n JJ .’owM 
one expect to find her, if not in the foirimm of ruu ,n„ v ■ , 

improve the world—international peace, woman vurim <• , ? p,| „.,.t 
fare, or whatever? Tlie more “advanced" the m..vrmrw, 4 - ilT 
was to appeal to her. Hut all this did not vrntasi Sin -j,. „ 

Miss Addams made the most of it. 


, “ hcr make ' u P “lere was a strong element 4 Mi Id!-V, ,--.wsii 
middle-class common sense. This gave even her mo.? 
the color of respectability. When people tailed bet .m jT-.T -... , 
implied no reproach. She was the kind of idr.d ; ,f v!. , !U ]■ . 

hked and understood even if they disagreed wuh }-*-*, V • i,.-i -p 4' 
always furnished a program for action; they Wr , P *. 

every social problem as a moral issue. But wasn't the. rii- , ! ; . (1 t * 
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American way of stating a problem, in order to get it solved? Stated in 
any other terms,* nothing might be done about it. An intellectual, social, 
or economic problem might leave the public cold. An appeal to 
conscience was certain to rouse the American people. Miss Addams 
knew their habits of thought. She shared them. 

The fact that she was an idealist led her, one summer, to journey to 
Russia in order to spend a day with Leo Tolstoy. The visit was to 
prove how little radical she was, and how impatient of eccentricity, 
even in the realm of ideals. Tolstoy was living as a peasant on his 
ancestral estate, abstaining from all comforts, despite his advanced age; 
laboring in the fields; practising an extremely literal Christianity. Miss 
Addams was known to him as one who had long shared the lives of 
the poor. When they met, she noticed that he glanced distrustfully at 
the sleeves of her dress. The leg-of-mutton sleeve was fashionable; 
hers were monstrously large. He took hold of a sleeve, pulled it out to 
its fullest breadth, and reproachfully observed that there was enough 
stuff on one arm to make a frock for a little girl. Did she not find such 
a dress a barrier to the people? For women, he approved a cotton 
blouse following the simple lines of the human form. Though she did 
not argue the point, Miss Addams thought the “people” of Chicago 
might find it peculiar. Presently, he inquired about the domestic 
economy of Hull House. Where did the food come from? She admitted 
that it came from a farm which she owned, but did not herself culti¬ 
vate. Tolstoy was profoundly shocked. Was she, then, only a social 
parasite, an exploiter of the suffering masses? Brooding on this after¬ 
wards, Miss Addams concluded that Tolstoy was more logical than 
life warrants. Such excess of logic, even in respect to moral principle, 
was a form of eccentricity. And wasn’t eccentricity only a way of evad¬ 
ing, instead of meeting, the real problems of life? 

It was like her to brood over such questions. She had always been 
serious minded. At college she was an excellent student, rather proud 
of her erudition. There was talk of her becoming a missionary; the 
predestined spinster may already have been detected. When women of 
her generation remained single from choice, vanity usually urged them 
to explain their motives. Thus, Miss Ida M. Tarbell told that when 
only fourteen she was praying to God on her knees to keep her from 
marriage. Her prayer, she said, was an echo of the strident feminist 
cry filling the air at that moment, the cry that woman was a slave in a 
man-made world. Miss Addams, however, had not sought divine inter- 
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cession. In her day, she said, women were unable to combine a career 
with marriage. Men did not want to marry women of the new type. 
Public opinion did not tolerate the double role of profession and home¬ 
making. And modem inventions had not yet made a new type of 
housekeeping practicable. Did she cherish a grievance for having pre¬ 
dated the washing machine, vacuum cleaner and kitchenette? Prob¬ 
ably not. The real point was that, while still at college, she made up 
her mind to study medicine and live with the poor. 

A breakdown in health compelled her to abandon this project. So, 
like the heroines of Henry James’ novels, she set out for Europe, in 
search of culture. As a sightseer in London she was taken, late one 
night, on a tour of the East End slums. The misery and wretchedness 
she saw haunted her. On her travels, she became aware of social mal¬ 
adjustment everywhere, gibing at her with a sense of her uselessness. 
Soon, she was suffering.a moral revulsion against her feverish search 
after culture—as American clubwomen were subsequently to do. Was 
she not completely out of touch with reality? Was not life, with all the 
difficulties removed, too much like eating a sweet dessert the first 
thing in the morning? 

She visited the great European museums, and came away with an 
admiration for Diirer, who had been unwilling to lend himself to a 
smooth and cultivated view of fife. Her faith in the moral worth of 
“culture” had been rudely shaken. Was it not merely a kind of orna¬ 
ment, a costly superfluity? She recognized the futility of all artistic 
and intellectual effort when disconnected from the ultimate test of the 
conduct it inspired. What about her own scholarship, her own con¬ 
duct? How could she justify her pleasant, self-centered existence? She 
had been lulling her conscience with a dreamer’s scheme. 

This conclusion was natural to one who, in youth, had worshiped 
Emerson. Her enthusiasm for Emerson led her, when his friend 
Bronson Alcott lectured at Rockford College, to clean the old philos¬ 
opher’s heavy cloth overshoes in a state of ecstatic energy. In those days 
she heard the clear summons of an “inner voice,” and had resolved to 
share the lives of the poor; for Emerson urged absolute compliance 
with the dictates of one’s inner voice. Had it not spoken again, that 
night in London? 

In London, a group of university graduates had lately established 
Toynbee Hall, a social settlement in the East End, the first of its kind. 
Miss Addams joined them as a resident worker. Her vocation, her 
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fluty, could no longer Ik- ignored. She would work for soci.il adjustment 
hy seeking to break down the existing barriers between classes. .So, 
during the winter of tS&», with her friend Miss Kllcn Gates Stair, she 
opened Hull l louse in the heart of a Chit ago slum. 

Something resembling Miss Addatus' crisis of conscience occurred 
in the lives of many other Amctk.m women. Their discovery of wide- 
sfsreail social maladjustment came as a challenge to which culture 
furnished no adequate answer. It produced a mood of moral earnest* 
ness. It incited them to action, even when they weren’t very certain 
alwint what kind of action to take. Any action was lietter than none; 
and one could learn as one went along. Shortly after Miss Addatm 
opened I lull I louse, another Middle-Western woman went to New 
York City to study trained nursing. Miss Lillian l>. Wald knew noth¬ 
ing about the awakening of a social conscience or the existence n! a 
settlement movement. She had little mote than an inspiration to he of 
use in some way ut somehow. An rtraiui of mercy took her into the 
slums of the lower hast Stile. She was distressed bv the misety of the 
Utuirrpt ivile ;rd masses who dwell their, t'lesrmiv she went to hve 
among diem as a volunteer muse. In tinir, Miss Wald established the 
Unity Street Settlement, and a distnn uurnug srivur, Became *4 
her experience m all tome, ot snuat weltaie gained hy the rxpnb 
mmtal. ota! and m<*i method of meeting pmhlrms as they aiosr she, 
like Miss Addams, soon hnattie a national tigiirr. 

Hull House and Hentv Stteet, and similar institutions in tifiei 
thioiighout the c<ninny, rlrvelojird social services whith later became 
puhlti turn non*., d hrv imtiatrtl piogtessivr sonal legislation, They 
piovnled op; h ij t lull I ics lot trpirxntUtlVTX of fibm, management and 
govn umrni m men and dm u-.s tounovnsi.il ivines, They t u operated 
w»rh agnu os oi the Bn Inal government, ,i!id giadu.div hi ought 
about an expansion o| ns trsponxtbdiiy to drpnidrut sonal giotips, 
Ltotu the tanks o| iltm residents they fm united xprnalssts m many 
vaitetirs ot public weli.iie vvotk, ntigtuanus of trim ms like Mis. 
Moietue Kellrv. Miss Julia C, I .at hi op. Miss Josephine Lowell amt 
Mm Gnfmdr Baimim. Lvnt on p.cls like Ldg.ii Lrr M i.ins and 
Vathrl Lindsay fhr rxpninne ot rmdrntr at I lull House felt a dr 
UMVX impiesMMU wht.lt atlr*teil thru tnuite win mg. 

Indeed, as fhr Vrats passed, Miss Addams’ setnmirnial dr. isii>n to 
shoe the lives ot the pool ptodturd some veiy exiiaotdmuy tenths. 
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tion which acquired the prestige of a national mm.!! '“bm m <■ \. it 
served as a model, not only in the United Mates, hut tit to >nv % ;> 1 ,;u 
countries. Visitors came from all over the world to v.udv e*- van.-d 
operations, which were as extensive as those of a mine; m a 
municipal government. But its true inqsortancr did not he m *•>. pm, 
deal achievements, notable as these were. Hull 1 loose vim m<>tc 
significant for what it represented than lot what it da l I'm » 
pressed a new social attitude, as it were a new phdoviphi, to t*. It;, it 
the plain American people, in increasing tutmltm, vivo* plr l.in r \ thnr 
allegiance. 

This was why Theodore Roosevelt asked Mm Add.mt. to trip 
prepare the platform adopted by the Progressive pat tv m tin- tans 
paign of 1912 —when the demands for social j tea it s\ !•*!., d: •, o-d 
by small groups, were at last thrust into the strut arm 1 p. It: a! 
action. Who, better than Miss Addams, could st.it.* r!v mm ■ <; ■ %i 
which the new point of view was grounded* She had, ,du-; ; -d 

them in a series of provocative books. Again ami a.;. an. > n mo- 
tours that took her into the smallest towns served hi Ik * 'Is.*; a, . 
circuits, she had discussed them with all types 1 4 .nrh,-:). n’ - l, ! 
served as missionary, apostle, propagandist. And tin.a mm; 
she had succeeded. The new doctrine was like a n-.ma, wo; !. •,% ■ -• n ■ 
over the country. Theodore Roosevelt, dulletn;m»i pm*K;* i; , •! • 
name of decent government and fair play, knew that Mo., U! I 
had opened the way to Armageddon. 

For the moment, the battle was taking pkue in t!tr „u Am ,) 

action. The issues were being defined in rurnotuic trim,. |Vr Mu.-, 
Addams, and to many like-minded Amrru.ms. tlw Sir lt t *,r • . ; ,•> 

was neither political nor economic. It was pitirh, mm-l 'll- l .n, ; 
range solution would therefore have to lie an rthna! .air. 

In their view, the economic structure of sourtv, id.- m. p.A? ; , ,d 
structure, existed to serve a purpose, That purpose was to m.d r . 
sible, for all, a particular way of life. The Amrii, ,m am, .> ■ 
with its trusts and tycoons, its concenrratiott of pmvn .md >.«.r,!di. u', 
longer facilitated that way of life; it obstructed it. An;-it .. 1 .. I, ! 
sumed that evolution was synonymous with progress, Put m r mho:. ; 
as in biological development, evolution was a blind tm, J* 
the reign of jungle law; only the ruthless and p..«mnl sm m - ! 
treading down their fellows. If the Amrrk.m way !,r- r,. p, 

preserved, the process must be halted, hconotmc nun,/mu, .... . j._ 
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controlled hy ethical principle. They must lie nude responsive to a 
truly atci.il ideal. They must he ducted, not so much to the survival 
of die littcM, as to the fitting <d as many as {Hissible to sutvise. In a 
broad sense, property tights must yield to human lights. Auirmaits 
would have to add the social function to drtunt taev. 

This doctrine t lashed with that ot the powettul hiv.lt priests of' the 
"bin h goddess Stivers*,’" l lad not William t Jralutn Sumner hud dutvtt 
the principle that the social order is tivrd hy laws ot ttatttre pteusely 
auatagnus to those ol the physical order? That the most chat man can 
th» is by his ignorance atul conceit to mar the operation of social laws'* 
By man’s ignorance and conceit, .Sumner meant humanitarian eifott; 
the absurd attempt to make the wot Id over. And t in >t ?;e Hart , pies 
blent ol a Morgan ratho.nl, spral.ni/, tia 1 the to imtts, had rsptevtrd 
Sumner's doettinr in waitum; the wml.o*. that thru tt/hc, and 
imnests must he t oulidnl to the < Ittisti ttt gentl.-tueti m uinau < ,od 
in his mhnite wisdom had given the control of the property interests 
<>i l hr i"i iiiniry, 

Ihir Mr, \ 1 M 4 m ** \i rh i *t MjKI a \% ,f * n uu Pin f !m! 

fhr wriM * mJ U- lit in | v, r , * hiy.-.n! *] n * )* wit! ! V, ‘(’hr 

ir uurhioJr, ir ;rji i>n u n nn v t«* Mil ■ 1 V’ M-rn j*r» *j v- hi’lmr in 

du * j^v,shihf\, .Hhl 4 -i m ri* fh *n n .? *, VUthn , R* \\ 4R»! 

|.ii#r h rn4 jt4in »mvv-* 4 ?hn w r* ,1 |*f nt?r nr44ftnfTt; tR? 

‘ u ! ** nwR uuiruA n, h* 4M?^t R uxrlUsnu", m & 

i««n! ttnh sai'iir * j* , 4»,n 4t>* ttnRi n \x 4?I avf listing „itt4 \w}»*ri l 
?<l ^ Mli 1 4 * bR iUum/ t h*nii tR rdf!4in u-R j*oh luff 

^ VJ ** * *• i' l5nr ' 4 i 4 1 h'\* t r\ t \%hu Iin, | d||* a Ain **| ,«)| Vh 14! 
*'» ,,r ‘ ls|?f tU ' ! *< M Mn -a ah {• h rl vmrRw R r#> Imf, 

*** tr 1 '* 1 ir * i** nriui Si r H */•/ I ^ h i n %** v. s 1 i . or 1 f 4 jr || 

snrii \%Al i nr Imi i in, Pi Hna*ifs Vmu>u 4* 1 a,-*!, *11 

fhmpair: ’♦» thr »,4 Iii*rj,*£ 1411 t fl( 4 jilnra-, Mirr 

In,s4r iriMftn win ah r\ M n?n; ^Ivrntm* i%rll ,m nUh 4 m!4i^4 

Unit, 

dnnnulri (u'nsr .itnt NMf 4 II i4rr,4^ Im4 4r^r 

>nnyl' htriMtir #4 J,mr A44.im^ 1 hr rifiifirfii h%v\n 
< t>n 1 r 1 Pih'a , t»ar i4 tun r nU^i ,tv)ii,na*i 41 I full fhrian mn 
" itu :s ’ liJ ^ % J| 4 * A! |u, Jr* Mil llir in,44 Ilf 4 

nun: I,tr! I*fr vni.r nS f|ir tr%n dial Hifif tS mif ut f!|r UnK” 

I hill ibr tv, V# ri / All nil xJjidSi rfiri fi 4 * jf v AfrJ In |r4 siin, {!«« Iitnrr 
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seventieth year, Miss Atldams sometimes wondered* SV bad 'kvii a 
postwar generation cynically desert the quest fur and 

make a gospel o£ individual freedom'■•H'spcvialty in v\ ni mne. u a 
haps because their predecessors had been tun rvlmom n. .0 n A 
with the masses* Now, she saw the country sunk in an a<n mi d « ‘r-ru 
depression, the people in a mood of despair* Alter inuitv a % writ * y 
valiant effort, Hull House was still surrounded h\ L d duos, o A 
only an island in a vast sea of human misery* An old, mom sm o rm ! 
said that Miss Addams's accumulated honors in tin was * one Ad Ae 
for her utter failure to lessen poverty even in her onu v/A.on-m 
neighborhood. 

Social maladjustment was greater than ever, Mu* Ad* Sn?n dvm po 
she knew why. Was not its real cause the lailmr A »m* ? * •<. ,oo ( 
conventions, not to mention our prejudices* to keep up nod m * f.» • 
of material change? The American mind had not try*. .A, - , * - t< 

own inventions. Culture still lagged behind etvtlvaa m * AA- ? - r v v * h 
had provoked a revolt of conscience in her youth, iroomA p 
her at the end. Yet she, herself, would be rrmembnej i>% v * e A,* 
had added to it For*—as much as any Amrman <4 hu » m ■ . * A! 

awakened the nation to the gravity of stnul ivmr*., ,md * ;m« 
with a social conscience. If, in the great mass <4 tbr A?,-km n ^*,*A * 4 
there existed a resolute will to bring about chumy, di o <« A ) A A—i 
fostered by a maiden aunt who never tailed m qv it In mm I, 

[ 3 ] REBELS 


more women of the prosperous tlMw had brym rt 4 m .m * * 
contemplate their own social order, women ktdm h A ,o.> ty 
the underprivileged. In 1877 theie occurred 4 naoumvtJr 1 A? , A m d 
which paralyzed nearly every city. Violm*r, disoidrr .orI A am my 
broke out everywhere, but in Chicago they pfrmtmmA , ln , tl 
terror. Watching the unequal struggle between wnf r t * 1 t 

States troops sent in to put down Abe tagged mummy o* 0 v*A 
Mary Harris Jones resolved to join the Conn *?t tbr w».* • y < y ( » 4 , 
the middle-aged widow of an iron molder, who r.»ur I 4 A * 

as dressmaker to the rich. She closed her shop* jn M i-d dy *’ , 'a 

Labor and became an organizer. Liter she idnintirj hr r Ai * d <> 
coal miners of Pennsylvania and fought itirir luidn mmi t m h- 
ninetieth year. 4 
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Mother Jones, as site came to he known, was tough, sentiment,si, 
impatient of all social thrones am! most reforms. A benign little old 
woman in a tidy bonnet, she was incendiary. It was her jutde that 
she hail always raised hell to keep alive the hunger for freedom among 
her boys, the miners. Her aim was to make labor a religion wish labor, 
and to do this she would use any means that otfeted. She mull out> 
talk and outswear any man. Oner, in order to diamuti/e the plight of 
the miners, she led an army of rugged, starving children thtough a 
du/rn Kastern cities. She lived in an atmosphere of vtolrm e, at the very 
center of bitter industrial warfare. She was often homeless, sometimes 
jwnmlcss, usually in danger of arrest and imprisonment. Her fiery 
spirit never subsided; she was iueapahlr of mulct standing defeat or 
despair. It was this spirit which led < Turner I hurow to drso the her as 
the Wendell Phillips of the laboi movement, Her own vetdnt on her 
life was nearer the mark, *‘l have made the nation know that l am 
alive ami on the ground," she once told an audience of tluhwumcn. 
She had, 

ls\o u.«mni ot similar 1 ahhn wrtr among the leaders of the 
agi.ni.m levnh that W)iv>'d up at the Middle We,1 dirtun; the dcadc 
Ot the eighteen umnirs. M ( s. Anna L, Higgs and Mo.. M.ttv Is, Lease 
‘“"I* dut 1 01, fen yr.us, had brm patdird In do night and 

seared In hot winds. They knew the plight ot ti.r debt udden t.umris 
ot the t ite.it Hams, Simple women, without nmdi rdtu .11 mu, thrv had 
a hitter sense of gurvatue and immune which flared into the rln- 
ipieme iraiurd at revival meetings, Thtoiighout the Middle West, 
go-af now.is poured into the little towns to hear them speak in 
dtUohrs, s. hoolhom.es, puhiii sijtuirs and, !«<( a season, Mis, Lease 
made 1 hr 11iijuus tin,; hi' h hrt battle iiv: ‘AV Jmi sou faisons tt*vd to 
do is raise less com and more i Irll!'* 

I’.ta It ssas ill tin- tanks of oigam/rd laltm that the artv Irsdnshtp 
of Women hr- ante most lapidh rtfr. me, With frsv rvi epnotis, the 
Sotmgrt get trial i< <u ot tea. !ri s boor no rrsrmbktiur to pjutirrts like 

Jon.. made hole use of (live* use.<r sprUhmdmg 01 am t y. 

*li»es hr. one evpnn, m poett. at su.itegv, mains of policy; and, itt 
ooln to jik,-i on then own gtotmd mm hl.e S.mnn -1 (.nmprrs nh>* 

ss.-m "lab... sf ate slur n," l|» V pos reded to au|li!|r a ..ugh go.Uild 

ing tit r. oiiofoi. s, gene 1 a! -tonal thr,. t y and the loss alfoting Lbor. 
Hr Rose Sduieidrinwu, Agues NV,nn ,,nd Kutma ,\L t lohu, 
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unions, made themselves powerfully felt in the crusade against sweat¬ 
shops, and soon rose to positions of influence in the national move¬ 
ment, spokesmen for women in industry, but likewise representatives 
of labor as a social group. 

The fiery example of Mother Jones had one conspicuous follower. 
Elizabeth Gurley Flynn had been brought up in the extreme radical 
wing of the labor movement. Her father was an early “wobbly”—a 
member of the revolutionary, roistering, reckless Industrial Workers of 
the World. This organization represented workers excluded from the 
conservative craft-unions—migratory and unskilled labor; the “bums” 
and “bindle-stiffs” and “hall-cats” who, by leaders like Sam Gompers, 
were considered a proletarian rabble. A handsome, vivacious girl of 
nineteen, Miss Flynn received nationwide publicity during a spec¬ 
tacular conflict between the I. W. W. and the authorities of the city of 
Spokane. As the “wobbly Joan of Arc,” she was among the leaders of a 
series of violent mass strikes conducted by the I. W. W., using her Irish 
gift of eloquence both to incite the workers and to plead their cause 
with the public. In the opinion of Emma Goldman, she was one of the 
first American women revolutionists of proletarian background. 

Of such women, Emma Goldman herself was the most notorious. 
Short, stocky, exceedingly plain, she looked like a strong-minded, re¬ 
spectable housewife. She was strong-minded, no housewife, and any¬ 
thing but respectable. Her prim white shirtwaist and black skirt dis¬ 
guised a proletarian Aspasia whose tempestuous love affairs, whatever 
their private passion, were always public demonstrations of a theory. 
Emma Goldman loved theories with an indiscriminate ardor. The 
violence of her affection for ideas was equalled only by the violence of 
her antipathy to capitalists and reformers. As she was convinced that 
every attractive idea ought to be adopted, her life—except for intervals 
spent in prison—held few vacant moments. In the phrase of the day, 
she “believed in experience.” So her path was littered with abandoned 
lovers and discarded philosophies. To all of them she had been faithful, 
in her fashion. Each had seemed Irresistible—for a while. 

Like Miss Addams, Emma Goldman was a sentimentalist with a 
swollen conscience. This combination can produce a domestic nuisance, 
or a woman with a mission, who applies the same tactics to a larger 
group. Miss Goldman never doubted her mission. Indeed, she was 
incapable of any doubt. Humor was not her strong point. She dis¬ 
played that exasperating consistency about minor matters characteristic 
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^lie genuine zealot; and, running true to form, she ignored con¬ 
vey in the large. Thus, the refusal of life to be bound by the logic 
lie moment reduced her to permanent perplexity. There was some- 
childlike about her persistent efforts to make it submit, to bring 
^h-e trick; and about her aggrieved surprise at having failed. It was 
only perplexity. The problems raised by her industrious conscience 
^ seldom more than rhetorical questions. She was ready with the 
^vers even before the questions were uttered. 

h. e had two careers, and her talent for dogmatic affirmation was 
iceable to both. She was a political revolutionary. She was also, 
*-xig the second decade of the century, a very popular lecturer, 
^ralism was then at flood tide, and “new” ideas were exercising a 
^erful attraction. There was a “new school” in every field—social 
>ry, fiction, poetry, drama, painting, philosophy—and everyone was 
~r to be brought up to date. Even the women’s clubs, suspicious as 
r were of “culture,” succumbed to the cult of the contemporary. The 
e lecturer—who sometimes felt like a species of eunuch admitted to 
Les where no normal male, whatever his motives, would dream of 
tiding—was already provoking an agreeable confusion in the minds 
^omen bent upon improving the world. The situation was an ideal 
for Emma Goldman. Who was better equipped to offer the plump 
pretty pupils of extravagance, as H. G. Wells described them, a 

rtory of new ideas? Had she not dallied with all of them—free love; 
x control; psychoanalysis; syndicalism; the social novel and the 
il drama; Russian literature; Karl Marx and his errors; Peter Kro- 
:in and the true gospel? Like Margaret Fuller, she felt competent 
peak with authority on any subject. And she did. Women who 
ned culture in bands, as if fearing to meet it alone, emerged from 
Lectures slightly dazed, somewhat exalted, with a pleasant sense of 
rious peril. Sometimes their peril was very real. She had a way of 
ing them thinking. 

er mission, however, was to help bring about the proletarian revolu- 
It had been disclosed to her as an immigrant girl, newly arrived 

i. Russia and sewing garments in a factory for seventy hours every 
c at a wage of two dollars and fifty cents. She became a convert to 
:lieory of anarchism—and what wonder? Presently, she went to 
in the slums of the lower East Side in New York City. Touring 
i slums many years later, Henry James concluded that, in the 
cd States, there was such a thing as the freedom to grow up to be 
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blighted, which might be the only freedom in sow for ?hr mulrr u v 
of future generations. Emma Goldman anticipated Sm * - m imam*. E 
was the only freedom she knew in her vouch, t? madr hr a until nt 
the people. It also made her an implacable foe t*f dr caa 
She received her education in East Side cutes w\mr na *tend* 
lectuals debated how to save the Amcrkan wotlm \Gt>»r o;r 

they seldom understood. There was much rail o! mr *! w* at u,;, j < md 
the social revolution. How could it best be expedited r iU WMM'.nj, 
in Russia? Why not dynamite a factory? Why tint butno a jmmuuep.? 
millionaire, no less an oppressor of the masses than Mt\ U 0 * -cat .a am I 
duke? Grim Johan Most, a political exile trnm Fan ope, had pool. Trd a 
pamphlet on the science of revolutionary wattair. fie wh-ay 
Goldman’s mentor. This kind of talk went to the In I * : oGn 

Berkman, an intense young philosophical radu ah l E w\> * l mm > i * Id 
man’s lover. One day, during a strike at the iEmm •, ( nd , rir 
Carnegie Steel Company m which several wo* hr? ^ E* ! E-eu rin, 
Berkman made an unsuccessful attempt on thr hr «»: 1 .♦ n E 
partner, Henry C. Frick. Overnight, Emma iuiduun lie.4:0,- t;... 
torious. Thenceforward she was known as *'Rn! Emm 1” .r * v 
seldom free from surveillance by the police, Mr m-v f m: ho 

notoriety when a demented youth, Leon (Vu!gn% ! |n <4 

ident McKinley, and it developed that, ttndrt an avarnwd u m*-, hr 
had talked with her several times before setting out mi ho, j,und-'.*»n 
errand. She was ignorant of his intern km, ami ttinuoac m mnph n 
in his act. 

In point of fact, she had a deeply bourgeon ahhm .* m virii 
crimes. Isolated instances of politka! tenoiEitt set\nt un u r n 0 1 o 

pose; cruelty could not be defeated by iritdtw Tlr imEr ?s w n n 
other story. It was the inevitable prelude to utopia It %\. u[ i m.hr .** 4 
condition of affairs that would replace nuUlrsl amyruu^u H r !%a 
tary co-operation. Coercion would hr unknown, !Wm, nt an! 
crime would cease to exist. The need for government w* w i d: , t ;v ' a 
The state would wither away. For the Ih’-a time, the iirhw.b,! uhd 1 
know absolute freedom. This was the rcvnhinou.ity tj>. 
foresaw. Her anarchism was a dourittc of iu.hvtdt.htau*. ... 

extreme conclusions. In tgao, after serving* a yeas- in :..., u ,,,, 
structing wartime military conscription hhr Mr.-. Ad 
a conscientious pacifist--Emma Goldman w..-, ,lrp.„trd #’,• 
dangerous radical. She expected to find her vision ui 
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in the revolutionary I'athetl.md. Ha disillusion in < 'oinmmtM K a 
was the major tiat;edy ot her htr. 

No less than Mm Addams J-aimt.i tioldnun trj'trsntt.-d the r nttr-a, 
social minded, restless mood tomiinm to many Amn n an u.anrn tn the 
early years <4 the twentieth u-tttmv. tons* ietn e, wntmn-nuhtv and the 
new culture ottrn (onsjmrd n> make thrttt muddl.-headcd, h-*nj-‘,et 
well tncaniut:. batuua Holdman nevrt umla stood that the md:ttdu.d 
ism which she j»t ot rssed as an uleal had ptodmed the r»om*nm ntda- 
which site hoped to see drummed. She was umfrmptttom <4 t dm mas 
ami hltetals Itetausc they were not logical; am! not t evolutionist*, Mw 
thought the settlement (tropic hke Mtss Addatits *.su .nr hut mu- 
guided idealists whose rtforfs, Nnm; tttrtrly julluncr, only smed to 
obstruct social change. Yet, dtsbrltevin*; m trtotm., -A:- „;.n- Ur> vb 
ittdtsittmittatrly to all taditat anil **-it Ml with on,, ,\r -.! • ■ / 

all etbuts to htittj; about the Huptosvrt'-n! i a 3,-1 ■ r, h h 0 . ■ 

\santetl to ovcifui!t, I hr. meant » 'hr ho ■ r 1 !• ! 'v, h •, ( 

did tint ah.v.ts nut. ii nt i 1 ■ 1 ■ r ■ ! ; . • I f.. d" A 

anil lihri dim,: )*m r r S 14* M;h ! A :<■ m, ? ? 1 , * r A \ 5 Vd « , ^ 

Iiiraiui *«* ilu'h I .i /h ji 1 h ' , ■ i d 5 d, t ; I a « j h *. ? j ^, \ t 

4 ir wihii.I it#*' hr ’* .m a'i * * , f !**'». f < / >♦* \ iur* >44' \ 

Itr? t Idr id*? r 4 , . . 4 * Ai a * ,* r I ' • Mo, 1 % ■*, >, '\h l 

Whi!rvt Air? A; In r *, v j > 4< <s - ;! fd/u, f-M* 

irtmiirfh* fSr Id ^ » t\<- ^y, > 4 », * 4 r « $, - - $, 4 r otU 

St4it 4 4 nlillliMli I nd m f tn- I* t *M*n l«fd* ; %f 

!ti Midi) jrol !*<;<" i i < ^ rt ttr n l U?’ t pin- 4* ^4^ »<* 

flAll%fM!U 4 rlirjj r|}V) U, mim|^ Jt 'IdHn I |lf 4 l, 

i^‘U r *' 3 m!- t! !, !m, '%f y m*' n.t#in 

i’i«» t\n~ f !rd >j ! * *if', {In-, !..* n/ *,».*. u* >r » Imiu.-k/ /, Um m 

rlfrtfh f.di r* fit-' >1; n. m, ,iia a * I Vitni* ju Ln Ik V, y> ^ 4 

wmarti ( t$p 

{fj M<j5 » | ?* \**%v V-I 

% f !\r nsdiJi* ^iyh'rrh n^iirn hi4 hryym » r dtia.li' §‘44 

«f ^ n \^%, I hs I n 4 * t "a *■ ‘H j Jii 

!■/•", alfiiMt? » l4 «™ ,S;i4i . H ill Afn"n..i|i H -mnmnn 4 m/ tr>% %%rif 

ffjM'tlda Hi fw- l4f r *f M I *"J| |t*i| i ! {V| ( Hi/* S|,i4 

fr,i iri! frith HHf ijtun-r j S^/ ^d/Ai/r t4rn»* na ir.af nnr4 m 
i»lii>r 4ii4 Vm? r rin^trfirrf, uirrammtd nf {iinitrn 
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were coming into general use. Women were virtually swept tnt.i oilier 
work by the typewriter, cash register, addtcssnguph .(»•! ft ’W.-tti. 
Miss Tarbell noted that by ttjoo there existed in Wail Mr.-rt tar 
phenomenon of a private secretary drawing a salatv . 4 ' v» thom-mtl 
dollars a year. It was not long before women gained a inoitopoU- of 
the stenographic field, occupying ninety-seven peuenr »>! all .0. sildiir 
positions. But although it was only a step from the * niihdrn: d < .1* i.>u 
where a woman had made herself essential into thr taidv. «-< the 
directorate, the step required time. 

The spectacular conquest of the stenographic field u ,u p.n .dlrh-.{ nt 
others. The rapid movement of women into business .ippr.io-d at 
volve a widespread, dramatic hte.tk with tradition, Hu?, tu m.iu*, 
women who participated, the break was mote app.>n:u! duo teal. 
They had been trained, in the home, for att oldn {uni ot ;h.- unir 
service. As unmarried daughters at home thrv had ‘lieY-'-l Fadui 
with his letters,” the novelist Dorothy Canfield innate, i ur; > tv n,--, 
they had attended to a thousand tiresome small dot ,U • th a darn 
husbands could be free for real business. The tt.m-.unai m 5 .il 

service in office and factory was easy and natm.il, t!i.: ;• u ; • poo- ! 
a more subtle adaptation than the earlier trait-.;! am ; u 

home to making garments in a fauorv. 

Yet the expanding share of women in economic ,t, v.uum-, 
exacted a heavy cost. In the eighteen-eightirs, .r, a vu;.,.,, ./.mug 
journalist from Kansas, Mrs. Florence Fituh RrlU t,, 

breach the stone walls of Boston, then still the hrnats , -;c ..1 d,,« 

country. It was only after months of futile sr.mli tl»,.r •*« ,» 

job on a newspaper at a weekly salary of ten doll.r,; r, 
wanted the feminine touch hut disapproved of w<«ui.-n m iiamoi, 
In 1894, when S. S. McClure invited Miss T,hU-II to |,,m h , ,j 

staff, he offered her a weekly salary of forty dollars. M l., < 

to her credit fifteen years of professional rxpritrn. uni m ■ ,•.D ■ i 
reputation. But forty dollars represented mote ut<*nrv th ,»* ,; lr ha ! 
ever expected to earn. 


«iS * 4 

, * J. 


The Bureau of Labor undertook a eompiehetruvr 
the position of women in four major imlustttr*. dnim.- di- - • 
tween 1907 and 1909. It reported that the large poputnu, ,4 v. 
wage earners were paid very low wages • wages ut imm, 
adequate to supply a reasonable standard of living ju« <h - ,t-, 
upon their own earnings for support. The imt.mh.»rr rife, 1 , 
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women from many types of employment. The controversy over this 
issue was to continue into the nineteen-forties, with opponents of the 
special-situation theory agitating for an equal-rights amendment to the 
Constitution as the only acceptable solution. 

The movement of women into industry, the professions and public 
life was enormously speeded by the First World War. President 
Wilson did not exempt them from his call to service: “It is not as an 
army that we must shape and train for war, it is as a nation ” The 
Woman’s Committee of the Council of National Defence was set up 
to mobilize them. Among its members were such prominent rep¬ 
resentatives of feminine leadership as Dr. Anna Howard Shaw, Mrs. 
Carrie Chapman Catt, Miss Tarbell and Miss Agnes Nestor. The 
emergency demands of war opened opportunities for women on a scale 
never before conceived possible. Reviewing their activities a decade 
later, the historian Charles A. Beard asserted that they had worked 
in every capacity save that of the soldier at the battlefront, foreshadow¬ 
ing, perhaps, the day when equal opportunity would have no limita¬ 
tions or exceptions even there. 

During the war, millions of women replaced absent men in manu¬ 
facturing industries, business offices, financial institutions, transporta¬ 
tion and communications services, and government bureaus. As the 
novelist Inez Haynes Irwin reported, “the executive secretary came 
into full power. Banks and department stores put women into ex¬ 
ecutive positions with hundreds of subordinates. Women invented and 
established the tearooms which stretch from coast to coast.” By the 
war’s end, women were firmly entrenched in occupations that had 
previously been open only to men. Five hundred and seventy-two oc¬ 
cupations were listed in the census of 1920. Of these, women were 
actively engaged in five hundred and thirty-seven. 

Because of this condition, their long-belated enfranchisement, in 
1920, failed to yield any very spectacular results. It did not usher in 
the millennium confidently predicted by the pioneer feminists. Nor 
did it confirm gloomy oracles like Brooks Adams who expected the 
vote to destroy the influence of woman in modern civilization, save 
in so far as her enfranchisement tended to degrade the democratic level 
of intelligence. It increased the political power of women to force the 
enactment of social legislation, and they used it for that purpose. In less 
than a decade, their political effort produced more than four hundred 
national, state and local laws promoting social welfare. 
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Partly in consequence o£ their enfranchisement, women began enter¬ 
ing public service in increasingly responsible posts. A woman was 
elected to the bench of the Supreme Court of Ohio. During the ad¬ 
ministration of President Franklin D. Roosevelt, Mrs. Ruth Bryan 
Rohde and Mrs. Borden Harriman were appointed ministers to Scandi¬ 
navian countries, and Mrs. Frances Perkins entered the Cabinet as 
Secretary of Labor. In many of the states, women presided over juve¬ 
nile courts, and courts of domestic relations. Women had served in the 
Senate, and were frequently elected to the House of Representatives. 
They were as much at ease in Wall Street and political party conven¬ 
tions, Mrs. Mary R. Beard asserted, as they* were by the fireside or in 
their beauty salons. 

By the opening of the decade of the nineteen-forties it was possible 
for Mrs. Margaret Culkin Banning, a popular novelist, to say that work 
which was once begged by women as a right, and later chosen as a 
privilege, was then approaching an obligation. In the competitive arena, 
they had levelled all barriers. They operated railroads, public utilities, 
department stores, chains of hotels and restaurants. They controlled 
international enterprises in cosmetics. They were retained by great 
corporations as foreign trade consultants and public relations counsel¬ 
lors. They helped shape the policies of some of the nation’s latgest 
newspapers and magazines. They were successful in all branches of 
engineering. On the radio, and in the columns of the press, women— 
Miss Dorothy Thompson and Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt were outstanding 
examples—told the people of the nation what they ought to think, and 
few any longer considered it remarkable. Theirs seemed a boundless 
horizon, Mrs. Beard declared. And Mrs. Banning noted that the 
American girl could now direct her ambition toward almost any kind 
of job without either losing face or being extravagant in hope for her 
future. 

This was a social change as drastic, as pervasive in its effects, as any 
that had occurred in the nation’s history. Nothing revealed it more 
clearly than the complete reversal of public opinion about the “woman 
question.” At the turn of the century, the restlessness of the modern 
woman had been under attack: her disposition to question the social 
order; her reforming proclivities; her wistful desire for a career. Who, 
asked Mrs. Marion Harland, would banish from our midst the 
matronly figures so suggestive of home, comfort and motherly love? 
And a public official, reporting the drift of women into industry, called 
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it a sad comment on our civilization, since it would inevitably bring 
about the loss of all maidenly modesty and those qualities which are 
so highly prized by the true man. 

But by the decade of the nineteen-forties, criticism had long been 
directed against the woman of leisure; the women supported by men, 
or economically independent, who were neither homemakers nor 
wage earners, nor otherwise socially productive. The fiction of lead¬ 
ing American novelists furnished a crowded gallery of satirical 
portraits of the type—selfish,. superficial, materialistic, predatory. Her 
complacent egotism was the medium for boundless aspirations, and 
whether she was called Undine Spragg or Fran Dodsworth made little 
difference, for she was always the same. She was recognizably true to 
the American scene, and the public, like the novelists, considered her 
nothing to be proud of. 

[5] THE DICTATORS AND THE FOLKWAYS 

Even before the turn of the century, American writers were discussing 
the peculiar power enjoyed by American women. Henry James be¬ 
lieved, for many years, that the young girl was the one frail carrier of 
culture in American civilization. Later, after long absence, he visited 
the United States and revised his opinion: the young girl appeared to 
be a pathetically broken reed. Henry Adams considered the American 
man a negligible quantity, and felt that if a dix-neuvieme was to be 
built up for America, it must be for—and by—the women. But the 
most revealing comment of all came from William Dean Howells, a 
deeply sympathetic portrayer of the sex. Howells complained, some¬ 
what ruefully, that the fate of every serious American writer was in 
the hands of the women, for he had to go for their taste and their 
sensibilities and their sex-piety along the whole line. However benevo¬ 
lent, they were absolute dictators. 

Forty years later, it became evident that American women, in the 
mass, commanded a power probably unique in history. Its effect upon 
the character of American civilization was not meeting universal ap¬ 
proval. Howells’ complaint was frequently revived as an indictment, 
furnishing a controversial theme for novelists, dramatists and critics. 
Thus, for example, the witty and intellectual novelist John Erskine— 
a former university professor—discussed The Influence of Women and 
Its Cure . Americans, he charged, were now living in what was es- 
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prohibition, as women had previously advened s-s rn.u'rti.'tr, ,n !>r- 
half of an abstract moral ideal. In the attempt !<* tv- tve »■»*’vrt 
did it matter if intelligence faketed, so long as win. irm- i.-munM 

versatile? , , ,, , 

Over the years, as her public conscience applied itwjj m hn pm.nr 

life, the American woman produced a remark tide * hamy m dir on 
That Howells, of all men, prolesicd against the tyt arms **; »ri ws p;-tv 
was extremely significant, For Howells, whose an vs a. "as nom .4 
the toothache,” was by temperament finicking and. s.|.,v.mu' 4 i. m 
those days Anthony Comstock- beau led, \dk l-.ffcj, it ^ -am ai 
befitted a Victorian Savonarola- kept a virtuous, tmea-.v vt,ii .nn >he 
arts. Respectable folk were outraged by novel', like v-pVn » 'i-m/. 
Maggie apd Theodore Ditiscr’s Sitter Canir. 'I be K'.;h.h ou t I.'.: i 
Nethersole, playing Daudet’s Sapho, was beset hv tV m,„ * d,- 
police. The city of Boston, having commissioned hum H.- i' ! '■ M-< 
Monnies a statue for its Public Libt.uy, tep. ted web U u >i !e * 1 v-dy 
nude Bacchante. To her old friend .iml adnttiei, Puar-t i .c K ! ‘ 
Norton, Mrs. Wharton sent a copy of her new mo -I, l A- N ,,i 
Mirth. The distinguished translator of Dante, j.>• 

Francesca in his anxiety, urgently cautioned Iki th.it » ■ -.u ■ a h m 

the imagination had ever been bawd on dir. u pa m, 

Illicit passion, excluded from ait, met with so-tra t i, s:sr.'i<U‘n'< «4 
ever it blemished the smooth and tulnvated eiita ■ us Sm-, < in*- *s 
ample of this punishment deeply impirssrd the Iso d d: d .■ 11. < *. 

Wells on his first visit to the l biited bt.itrs. Afiri (hr |<v,,i m ; -*od .*;« 
of 1905 Maxim Gorki came, out of a tmili- uuowa .-n >; ..• !.!i-1, 

squalor and injustice, to tell America, the land ot fight >>;: I ,1 inm ■*■! 
freedom, of all these evil things, («»tki was a.,.'ompmte ! 4 ltdv, 

presumably his legal wife. For a brief pnu«t rime f m , n :m 
mense sunshine of public honors. Then it w.n div -o'-: -■! ih a bn 
companion of many years was not, in fa 1, Mm*. <*>■'■ ■„ hw Mo/.-, 
Andreieva; their union had not hern vmnttrd. D.-jri.un - S !,?, «h- 
press, ejected by hotels and descried by their Itwtt fi., tins } /.rt i d, -m 
selves at last, after midnight, in the streets of New Yo:k 1 ; r> woU 
every door closed against them. 

But was it not precisely to guard against the impjoh.ihle t. mui .to. v 
of illicit passion that convention imjxnrd a tmr d* mom ■ I h - 5-. 
of convention to destroy those reckless enough to n;»o»5? i* .< i , ‘.v, 
Everyone knew this, anti the knowledge made Tkr }{■<>,,,r , v » \U, ;n , m 
exciting book to read. Was not the inevitable doom <4 r : ‘mmm- mt 
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obsolete. Illicit passion had become a commonplace subject for fiction 
and the drama. The nude had been admitted to respectable art. The 
theories of Freud were a favorite topic of conversation. In the realm of 
ideas, sexual freedom was no longer a disturbing novelty. In the realm 
of practice, conscience wavered. As the nineteen-twenties .dawned, a 
new generation came on the scene and a new era opened. Scott Fitz¬ 
gerald, the brilliant unfortunate symbol of the jazz age, afterwards- 
characterized it as a whole race going hedonistic, deciding on pleasure. 
It was an age of miracles, it was an age of art, it was an age of excess, 
and it was an age of satire. The earnest older generation chiefly 
noticed its excess. Miss Addams was not alone in deploring the new 
gospel of individual freedom, especially in sex relations. 

Remarkably, it was a representative of the older generation who 
stated the case for conscience. Judge Ben B. Lindsey was almost as 
closely associated with reform as Miss Addams herself. He had founded 
the children’s court in Denver, thereby launching a movement that 
spread over the entire nation. The author of several widely read 
books, he had long been a favorite lecturer with the women’s clubs, 
and his ideas always commanded respectful attention. He, too, was 
alarmed by the sexual laxity of the rising generation. Under the exist¬ 
ing mores, could it result in anything but social disaster—divorce, il¬ 
legitimacy, wrecked homes and ruined lives? Pondering the probable 
consequences, he held to the philosophy of reform, the theory of ex¬ 
perimental social change. Better revise the mores than attempt to turn 
back the tide of nonconformity. Should not the mores be fitted to life, 
rather than life to the mores? He proposed that society legalize a pre¬ 
nuptial trial period, a companionate marriage. A bitter controversy 
developed. Yet Judge Lindsey knew the conscience of the American 
woman as well as any man in public life. His willingness to risk his 
reputation on a daring formula implied a belief that the outlook of 
conscience had shifted, that the old sex-piety had been—at least tacitly— 
discarded. His faith proved to be premature. But the next twenty years 
were to show that it had not been altogether misguided. By the nine¬ 
teen-forties, public conscience no longer made an issue of sexual free¬ 
dom. 

[6] PURITAN CRUSADER 

There was a characteristically American irony in the fact that the most 
notable exponent of sexual freedom was, like Miss Addams, a puritan 
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shall be perfect.” It was the common forth of dir A drr Aiv, 
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There were some months of wild, impassioned lovemaking, during 
which she made an effort to advance his career, while he endured, and 
tried to fulfill, her exorbitant ambitions for him. Then there began the 
fiercest battle ever known, between the genius of Gordon Craig and the 
inspiration of her art. 

There was at a later stage, Paris Singer—she called him “Lohengrin” 
—the expatriate heir to a great American fortune. He entered her life 
when the expenses of her fabulous school in Paris were draining her 
equally fabulous earnings. It had always been her hope to have her 
school, and her art, subsidized by the state; the insecurity of her child¬ 
hood inclined her to a vague kind of socialism. Failing this, “I must 
find a millionaire,” she had said in jest. When Lohengrin offered to 
finance the school and provide her with her own theater, Isadora could 
think him nothing less than a modern Lorenzo de Medici. And had 
not Lorenzo been a genius too ? Soon, they became lovers. There opened 
the period of her legendary, expansive splendor. But Lohengrin had 
never been disciplined to the responsibilities of a Renaissance prince. 
He enjoyed the luxurious, selfish, meaningless existence of the modern 
rich. He was improbably generous, but did he, did he really , under¬ 
stand her art, share her ideals ? He professed to, but—could she be cer¬ 
tain? In endowing the artist, was he not merely indulging the mistress? 
Was this to be endured? Not by the inner light. Not by Isadora. 

In her attraction to “genius” there was a large element of principle. 
Disbelieving in marriage from childhood, she had an exalted concept 
of maternity. She believed sexual freedom to be an inalienable right, 
and felt herself obliged to make society acknowledge it as such. Free 
unions opened new possibilities in maternity; above all, the exercise of 
eugenic selection in the choice of the father. Through such selection, 
society might deliberately produce great artists, philosophers, scientists. 
The dedicated moral will of women might bring about another golden 
age. In these circumstances, was it not also her obligation to illustrate 
the noblest use to which sex freedom could be put? On this theory she 
bore, and tragically lost, three children by different fathers. Two were 
accidentally drowned; one was born dead. She had conceived them as 
her hostages to faith. They were to have been her most eloquent argu¬ 
ment for the need to make the world over. She never recovered from 
their loss. “A part of me,” she said long afterward, “died with them.” 

In middle age, when her fortunes touched their lowest ebb and her 
public career appeared to be finished, there came to Isadora the oppor- 
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tour. Arrangements were made for her to appear in Germany and the 
United States, and there were plans for engagements in France. She 
proposed to take Essenine with her, to show him all that Europe had 
of beauty, and all that America had of wonder. Under Soviet law, this 
was impossible unless he became her husband. Despite her lifelong 
prejudice against marriage, she married him. 

The private misery of her tour was equalled only by its professional 
failure. In a letter to his coterie, Essenine outlined a poetic creed. “Let 
us be Asiatics. Let us smell evilly. Let us shamelessly scratch our back¬ 
sides in front of everybody.” This, he proceeded to apply to life with 
single-minded devotion. There were drunken rages, and much smash¬ 
ing of furniture in palace hotels. There were constant visits from the 
police, who always reduced him to meekness. There was a day when, 
finding Isadora weeping over the photographs of her drowned chil¬ 
dren, he tore them away from her and flung them into the fire. There 
was the discovery that he had stolen most of her clothing, which he 
destined as a gift to his mother and sister'in Russia. There were daily 
scenes; there was daily public humiliation. 

When they arrived in the United States, anti-Soviet sentiment was 
running high. They were detained at Ellis Island on the suspicion of 
being political agents. Isadora’s indignation vented itself in an ill-ad¬ 
vised speech at her first performance in New York. The press raised a 
hue and cry. In Boston, she used a red scarf in one dance; when com¬ 
plaint was made, she berated the audience from the stage. By this rime, 
the charge of revolutionary activity had become a public sensation. In 
Indianapolis the police refused to permit Isadora’s appearance, but were 
persuaded to remain in the wings, 'ready to interrupt any seditious 
exhibition. The American portion of her tour collapsed in disaster. 

After further scandals in France, Isadora returned to Russia, and was 
persuaded to divorce Essenine. Her belief in his genius was unshaken. 
She was able to forgive all the indignity to which he had subjected her. 
She could not forgive her failure to save him from himself. This cut 
deeply, as the sequel demonstrated. Some years later, Essenine com¬ 
mitted suicide. Isadora was then in France, and completely destitute. 
The Soviet government proposed to transfer to her Essenine’s funds, 
amounting to more than a quarter of a million francs. She refused to 
accept the money. 

For two more years she existed in poverty and obscurity. Of her 
beauty, there remained only a melancholy ruin. Of her art, there re- 
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mained only a memory. She continued to look hopefully to the future, 
She wrote her memoirs and, in a studio at Nice, worked at an art of 
mime which, she believed, would liberate her from dependence upon 
physical grace and the lost loveliness of youth. One day word was 
brought to her that Lohengrin, from whom she had long been 
estranged, had determined to come to her assistance. 

At a nearby garage, there was a handsome youth who owned a 
small, low-slung car which he drove for tourists who made excursions 
in the vicinity. To celebrate her good fortune, Isadora sent him word 
to bring his car: she would make an expedition to a nearby hill town. 
She wound a bright scarf over her head and about her throat. She waited 
with a friend at her door, the long scarf trailing on the ground. The 
car came, and she took her seat. Jestingly, she said to her friend, “Je 
pais & la gloireT 

The car sped forward. Her scarf flew out in the breeze like a banner. 
Then it dropped, tangled in a wheel, and her neck was broken. The 
youth, returning with her body, became hysterical. “I have killed the 
Madonna,” he kept repeating. 

The Madonna? In its paradoxical truth, the image might have 
pleased Isadora. But did it not have a wider application? The Madonna 
concentrated in herself the whole rebellion of man against fate, and 
the whole unutterable fury of human nature beating itself against the 
walls of its prison house. She was above law; she took feminine pleas¬ 
ure in turning hell into an ornament; she delighted in trampling on 
every social distinction in this world and the next. 

And had not they, too, shared this emotion—all the grave, troubled 
ones who, in the American “paradise of women,” devotedly interceded 
to procure remission of the sins of men? 









CHAPTER III 


The Fingers in the Vie 


[i] OLD PLOT, NEW TRAPPINGS 

The famous English novelist was impressed. I Ir w is s' >„ ■ *> a -Hr. 
ing conquered America with his bools, hr natur < an ».< . r. : a ■ -h 
what America was like. In every way it cun- led lit-. „t» - i; i 

impact brought on an eruption of ud|cuim. Ant.-Id H-ua.-** ■, 
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gaged in a frenzy of building. Where amid one m- ic h A , on 
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harsh quality. Indeed, the Bronz struck Bnmrtt 4 }T w dw 
right of the inefficient to die would be Uteri hilly rr,o, ; m.-rd. 

Less than two decades later, this eonjet tine was It-ui \nJir { ,, ;it 

dandy, though perhaps not quite as Mi. Hamm hoi rsj*-." " 

At the time of his tour, a ten year < 4*1 Imy vw, uaivjrs 1,. web a 
tough gang in the streets and open lots .4 the tWs. 12 :.- J. u > 

manhood. He was a disappointment to Ids patinti, } UI j K ' , j 
mother. Deserted by her husband, site had taken in wa.i.m.-; 
her boy and girl. She did her utmost to train ha sm* j.„ . i rK " - t 

able trade. But Mrs. Flegenheirtter failed. In his own „ 

Arthur was an uncompromising realist. Though 4 master ol reds mi 
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and a prophet of efficiency, Arnold Bennett could have taught him little 
about how to live on twenty-four hours a day. Arthur despised ineffi¬ 
ciency. He cheerfully recognized the right of the inefficient to die. He 
actively promoted it, in ways that were sometimes imaginative but al¬ 
ways unlovely. His willingness thus to advance the evolutionary proc¬ 
ess had far-reaching consequences. Temporarily, it brought him a 
fortune estimated at many millions, and a notoriety which—to some 
Americans of his time—seemed very like true prestige. By the late nine- 
teen-twenties “Dutch Schultz,” as he was known in many circles, was 
commonly regarded as a portent, or as the representative of a new dis¬ 
pensation in American life. 

In point of fact, however, the most remarkable feature of this new 
dispensation was that it contained few genuinely novel elements. The 
scenery, costumes, properties and dialogue were brought up to date; the 
plot and theme of the play were old, even historical. During the era of 
the gangsters and racketeers, which extended from 1920 to 1940, Amer¬ 
icans witnessed the creation, within the body politic, of an allegedly 
new society based upon lawlessness; enforcing its own code by means 
of a private police system; corrupting public authority for its own ends; 
setting up its own industrial combinations, bankers and legal staff; 
efficiendy organizing its own distributive outlets; finally appointing its 
own “impartial arbiters” to regulate its internal conflicts of competi¬ 
tion, when methods of violence had become too costly. 

To Americans with some knowledge of their country’s history, all 
this had a familiar look. Did it not bear a close resemblance to the era 
of the robber barons and the trusts—the period of railroad construction, 
industrial expansion, erection of monopolies and ultimate financial 
concentration which began after the War between the States? For the 
underworld, during two decades of spectacular power and gaudy af¬ 
fluence, adapted to its economic purposes the tactics, strategy and tech¬ 
niques developed, far earlier, by a generation of ambitious plutocrats 
equally greedy for power. There was, indeed, a deadly parallel in nearly 
all aspects of the two periods. 

At first sight, the outbreak of gang wars and wholesale murders 
seemed a disagreeable novelty. In 1926, the O’Banion gang of Chicago, 
with a score to settle, sent a convoy of eight automobiles into surburban 
Cicero in broad daylight, to rake with machine guns the headquarters 
of A 1 Capone. Had Americans forgotten that, in 1869, rival armed 
gangs controlled by J. P. Morgan and Jim Fisk had terrorized a large 
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part of New York state in a sanguinary war for physical possession of a 
railroad? Americans professed to be astonished by rumors that Capone 
owned the municipal administration of Chicago; that the operations of 
Schultz, in New York City, were protected by the political power of 
Jimmy Hines, a Tammany boss. Had they forgotten the railroad Con¬ 
gressmen of the eighteen-seventies; the curious dealings of Mrs. Howe’s 
brother, Sam Ward the “king of the lobby”; the cynical bribing of state 
legislatures undertaken by Jay Gould and Commodore Vanderbilt? 
When they heard that “Uncle” Goldberg—a racketeer apparently uni¬ 
versally trusted by his fellows—had been appointed arbiter and sort of 
impartial chairman of the crime industry, did they find ironical proto¬ 
types in Mr. Will H. Hays, who performed similar service for the 
movie industry, and Judge Kenesaw Mountain Landis, the czar of 
baseball? 

When the robber barons had amassed their fortunes, they built pal¬ 
aces at Newport, and mansions in Fifth Avenue. They collected paint¬ 
ings, patronized the opera and theater, entertained with spectacular 
magnificence. The plutocrats of the underworld followed this pattern 
of conspicuous waste. James Stillman of the National City Bank had 
collected Rembrandts; Arnold Rothstein, leading banker of the under¬ 
world, went in for Whistler etchings and Oriental rugs. A 1 Capone be¬ 
came the seigneur of a luxurious Florida estate, with a marble swim¬ 
ming pool unrivalled at Newport. He was an inveterate first-nighter, 
and no robber baron had ever achieved the imaginative touch of being 
accompanied to the theater by eighteen gentlemen in waiting in fault¬ 
less evening clothes. The Vanderbilts and Astors had maintained costly 
yachts. But Capone rode about Chicago in a custom-built limousine 
with armor-plated body and bullet-proof windows, preceded and fol¬ 
lowed by the cars of his retainers, as in a regal procession. 

In the days when Mrs. Astor ruled Society, she had appeared at the 
opera proudly wearing her fabulous diamonds. Miss Texas Guinan, 
the Queen of the night clubs, was buried wearing diamonds almost 
equally fabulous. When Joe Masseria, boss of the Unione SiciHane, was 
killed, he lived in a penthouse overlooking Central Park, and enter¬ 
tained the mobsters, when his wife was away, at opium smoking parties. 
As against bachelor dinner parties on horseback, the aristocrats of the 
underworld enjoyed “kicking the gong around.” Weddings and balls 
had afforded the old plutocracy opportunities for costly display. One 
Newport ball was said to have cost thirty thousand dollars. Perhaps as 
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“there’s a lot of grief attached to this limelight.” And most of them 
could have protested, with as much truth as Jay Gould: “I began life 
in a lowly way, and by industry, temperance, and attention to my own 
business have been successful, perhaps beyond the measure of my de- 

scrts* 

Their own business was widely diversified, and touched the life of 
the nation at many salient points. By the early nineteen-twenties, crime 
had become “big business”—and it appeared to be as necessary to the 
national economy as oil, steel, electric power; or the other, lawful, 
slaughtering industry. It was illegal. But, sanctioned by custom, it wore 
the guise of legitimacy; for it accorded with the requirements of logic, 
if not of law. It was nefarious. But it was abetted by the people, pro¬ 
tected by their chosen officials. It was morally proscribed. But the pa¬ 
tronage of milli ons, otherwise ethically upright and devout, made its 
efficient services profitable. The nature of crime had not changed. The 
mood of the American people had. So had their folkways. 

[2] THE MANNERS OF “NORMALCY” 

The eighteenth amendment to the Constitution aroused no organized 
opposition. The Senate debated it for thirteen hours; the House, for 
only seven. The prospect of national sobriety infatuated the American 
conscience, pitched to the highest idealism by a great crusade a war 
to end all wars forever, to make the world safe for democracy. Then, 
after hostilities ceased and the last parades disbanded, idealism sud¬ 
denly collapsed. "When the prohibition amendment became effective, 
in 1920, Americans were tired of causes, surfeited with conscience. Did 
they care to follow Woodrow Wilson to those heights upon which 
there rests nothing but the pure light of the justice of God? They did 
not. Presently Wilson, broken and embittered, made way for genial, 
handsome Senator Harding. “Normalcy,” the familiar dead level, was 
preferable to lonely, inaccessible heights. In the emotional reaction 
which that choice represented, a new dispensation began. 

All at once, America was going on the greatest, gaudiest spree in 
history. The older generation was merely weary of idealism. The young 
generation was truculently cynical. Heroism, and the sweetness of dying 
for exalted principles? Let John Dos Passos answer for them, in Three 
Soldiers, or E. E. Cummings, in The Enormous Room ; both had been 
“over there.” F. Scott Fitzgerald, recently of Princeton and the army, 
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spoke for them too. The note was one of utter disenchantment; pride 
alone modulated tears into a febrile, heartbreaking laughter. This 
Side of Paradise announced the jazz age—the reign of the beautiful 
who thought themselves damned, the lost generation whose casual 
couplings were casually reported by Ernest Hemingway in The Sun 
Also Rises . 

Gendemen might prefer blondes, but youth declared its extreme dis¬ 
illusion: the older generation had pretty well ruined this world before 
passing it on to them. It had grown up to find all Gods dead, all wars 
fought, all faiths in man shaken. What remained—except, perhaps, the 
mystical gospel of the wisdom of the flesh expounded by D. H. Law¬ 
rence? Wasn’t it worth a trial? In one’s stride. Without pledges. If pos¬ 
sible, burdened by no hope but the hope of a momentary oblivion. So, 
disappointment would be cheated of its opportunity. The new vocabu¬ 
lary of passion excluded sentiment: Edna St. Vincent Millay—her shin¬ 
ing palace built upon the sand—wrote the bittersweet, skeptical love 
songs of a frightened generation. 

Over the land, youth was convinced that life was lousy, but that sex 
might be swell. The word “neck” ceased to be a noun; abruptly became 
a verb; immediately lost all anatomical precision. Closed automobiles 
swiftly replaced the familiar old open car. In Muncie, Indiana, a judge 
of the juvenile court told the investigating Lynds that the family bus 
had become a house of prostitution on wheels. This new use was ex¬ 
pedient, and prevalent. After a little, older folk picked up the trick 
from their juniors^ Sheiks and their shebas flocked to the movies to see 
Women Who Give , and The Queen of Sin. They sang and danced to, 
“Hot Lips” and “Baby, I Need Lovin’.” Two and one half million liter¬ 
ates emptied the newsstands of Bernarr McFadden’s True Stories . In 
New York City’s austere temple of classical music, Paul Whiteman 
offered the first performance of George Gershwin’s “A Rhapsody in 
Blue.” With Blac\ Oxen Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, a novelist no longer 
young, aroused wistful hopes in her feminine contemporaries. The 
story revealed how, by means of a glandular operation, grandmothers 
might be rejuvenated, and thereafter raise the temperature of youthful 
sophisticates. 

“Normalcy” was being ushered in by the ubiquitous wail of the saxo¬ 
phone. By petting parties and gate crashing. By drunken brawls in 
exclusive country clubs. By bootleggers and speak-easies; rumrunners, 
hijacking, bank robberies. By a procession of weeping women eleven 
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blocks long which filed past the mortal remains of Rudolph Valentino. 
Bv the cosy extermination of new enterprisers whose disgruntled com¬ 
petitors took them “for a ride” or buried them alive in barrels(filled 
with cement. The Federal government fostered a boom in padlocks. 
Jewelers did a brisk trade in hip flasks. These new accessories were- 
usually made of silver; but one could likewise procure them in go , 
sometimes encrusted with gems. For this was the coprosperity era o 
Harding, Coolidge and the luckless Hoover—who foresaw a nation 
destiny of two automobiles in every garage, a fat chicken in every pot. 
Cooks, bootblacks, clerks, housewives, teachers, errand boys were 
plunging into the maelstrom of a runaway bull market m Wall Street. 

An outstandingly successful advertising agent became the nations 
favorite theologian. Were not the gospels obsolete? Bruce Barton un¬ 
veiled The Man Nobody Knows. Barton knew, and told the world. In 
the new gospel according to Bruce, Jesus was an efficient executive who 
picked twelve men from the bottom ranks of business and forged them 
into an organization that conquered the world. His parables were the 
most successful advertisements of all time. He was, in short, the founder 
of modern business. There was another man whom nobody knew who, 
by the efforts of Barton’s professional colleagues, achieved an almost 
equivalent celebrity. This was “Mr. Addison Sims of Seattle. He was 
the American whom everyone had met and promptly forgotten. But it 
was important to remember him; to be able to greet him by name, 
after years of oblivion. It was important if one wanted to be, like Jesus, 
an efficient executive—as who did not? Why it was important, except 
as a minor matter of courtesy, was a mystery understood only by copy 
writers for a memory course; but the mystery became an article of 
faith When Dr. Charles W. Eliot, president-emeritus of Harvard, 
sternly rebuked America’s “best people” for setting an example of law¬ 
lessness, few heeded him. The age of ballyhoo had invented its retort 
to ah old-fashioned moralists: “Aw, you’re nuts!” 

At luncheon, at the cocktail hour—a freshly-minted social occasion 
-at dinner and long into the night, Dr. Eliot’s best people were to be 
found in their favorite “speaks.” In New York City, the number of 
these establishments was reputed to stand at thirty-two thousand. This 
was the official estimate of the commissioner of police, Grover Whalen, 
whose urbanity presently elevated him to the function of metropolitan 
greeter aboard a municipal yacht. His estimate was, however, disputed 
by another, equally affable, public servant. Izzy Einstein, a fellow of 
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infinite jest, was “prohibition agent number one” for the New York 
area. He intended no humor in asserting that the city contained one 
hundred thousand speak-easies. He was professionally acquainted 
with most of them. In four years, he raided many—disguised as a 
waiter, drummer, visiting buyer, grave digger, football player, iceman, 
musician, automobile cleaner, or mere Sunday stroller. Then he retired, 
to write his memoirs—touchingly dedicated to the four thousand nine 
hundred and thirty-two persons he arrested—and predict that “the day 
when Prohibition is repealed will not be in our lifetime.” This pre¬ 
diction had an ominous note of probability. For, by then, the Federal 
government was causing lethal poisons to be added to legal alcohol. 
Conscience was taking the form of a sinister chemistry. 

The speak-easies of midtown New York were domiciled in old 
brownstone houses formerly inhabited by Mrs. Wharton’s world. Some 
were operated in the guise of clubs, under titles like “The Bombay 
Bicycle Club.” These issued membership cards to trustworthy patrons. 
But, whether club or not, all had their lookouts posted at the entrance. 
The best people descended the basement steps of a decaying residence, 
stood patiently at a metal-reinforced door, waited until a grille snapped 
open and the hard eye of Tony or Leon or Charlie had appraised them 
--and hoped not to be denied admission.' For, once inside, they could 
drink at a bar. The Scotch was poured from bottles seemingly authen¬ 
tic, on which the historic labels had been artfully reproduced. So was 
the gin. A polite fiction had it that both were imported. Usually, they 
were the product of stills tended by Sicilian alky-cookers. Beyond the 
bar, there was a restaurant. The fare, Italian or allegedly French, was 
likely to be good and almost certain to be costly. 

Toward midnight, revelers could move on to the night clubs. These 
opened and closed and reopened with startling rapidity, confusing 
changes of name and location: their peripatetic and protean nature de^ 
rived from the attentions of patrons like Izzy Einstein. The most cel¬ 
ebrated were, in sequence, presided over by Miss Texas Guinan. Mis$ 
Guinan claimed that she had turned New York’s night life into an es¬ 
sential and basic industry. The sedate New York Times , apparently rec¬ 
ognizing that her contribution to social history was equivalent to those 
of Mrs. Astor and Mrs. Fish, whom in many ways she resembled, at¬ 
tributed to her a “national vogue.” In ten months of her heyday she 
converted an inconsiderable investment into a fortune of nearly one 
million dollars. Over the years, she added to both the gaiety and vo- 
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cabulary of the nation, introduced many nuances of etiquette, and 
greatly spurred the purchase of padlocks. 

Her career was largely accidental. She was born in Waco, Texas, and 
christened Mary Louise Cecilia. At the age of four, she won a scholar¬ 
ship in music endowed by Marshall Field. She became, in turn, a 
broncho rider in a circus, a chorus girl, a vaudeville trouper, and the 
gun-girl heroine of early Western movies. In 1923, buxom, blonde, and 
middle-aged, she was to be seen playing a minor role on the stage of the 
Winter Garden, in New York. One night, friends took her to .a restau¬ 
rant for after-theater supper. “But it was dull,” as she recalled, long 
afterwards. “Someone suggested that I sing. I didn’t need much coax¬ 
ing, so I sang all I knew; my entire repertoire. First thing you know 
we were all doing things. Everybody had a great time.” The inspira¬ 
tion to improve the world, to make it more agreeable if not better, had 
visited her. As in the case of her earnest predecessors, it provided a 
philosophy and led to a career. 

It led, first of all, to Larry Fay. He was a long-jawed, cordial person, 
with a weakness for indigo-blue shirts, declamatory neckties, and a 
high polish on the fingernails. He was among the most prosperous of 
the new tycoons. Three years earlier, he had been a taxi driver earning 
twenty-five dollars a week. He got into rumrunning. With his profits 
he bought a fleet of gaudy taxis, and by strong-arm methods gained 
control of the stands at the city’s two railroad terminals. He then per¬ 
suaded a large company to buy out these stands; in addition, to pay him 
an income of ten thousand dollars a year in return for his promise to 
abstain from the taxi business. Though he was to be arrested forty-nine 
times in his forty-four years of life, Fay had a yen for respectability and 
wanted to associate with people of importance. Ownership of a smart 
night club promised to realize these desires, at a profit. Fay went to 
Europe to gather ideas. He returned with a knowledge of the latest 
nocturnal refinements, and twelve trunks of English clothes, to form a 
partnership with Miss Guinan. 

They launched the first of a series of boites-de-nuit which, as the 
Times recorded in its obituary of Miss Guinan, attracted out-of-town 
buyers, theatrical celebrities, and a sprinkling of the social and under¬ 
world elite. It was the conjunction of the last two elements that consti¬ 
tuted Miss Guinan’s major social innovation, for this gave the age its 
peculiar tone—and, in time, resulted in the emergence of a Society as 
beguiling to the American imagination as that of Newport in the days 
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of its splendor. I Ltd there existed, ever More, an “underworld elite” ca¬ 
pable of being so described by the chaste, austere Times} And, if there 
had, would the social elite have chosen to mingle with it? 

Like Mrs. htuyvc.sant I'ish, Miss (Hunan wished to redeem her world 
ftotu the cardinal sin of dullness. Like Mrs. I'ish, she was .singularly 
free of illusions ami possessed a notable talent for imaginative'insult. 
Seated in the center of a nightly bedlam, her diamonds blazing and her 
govin shining with sciprins, armed with a clapper tint! police whistle 
to waul oif any intolerable momentary silence, she would welcome 
patrons with a loud, cheerful, full-throated “Hello, sueker!’’™and an 
amused world, ignoring her jovially contemptuous meaning, responded 
delightedly to her flippancy. Her high spirits were infectious. Who 
could take offense at Iter salty, good humored abuse; at her cynical 
bonhomie? Sire laid about her with wiseu.wks and nifties and made 
them like it. And when one of her git Is eame out to pet form at one 
time she had a mob of sew-iiu , ight who could resist her mmnund 
to give this little t'.itl a gteat lug hand"? One nig,lit an unknown "live 
one nude lie. appeal am e, and rn rived as a title her most relebrated 
phrase. He paid the soitvnt «hatgr for rvnvotie pie-,eat, distiihuted 
lifts doll II lulls to the enititailin'., and when asked m identify him- 
self refused hi*, name, tcm.iil.mg only that hr was in the duirv produce 
hmum v,. Ml ,4 Human pmmptly ihiiMeit.d him the "big butter and 
egg mam" This phra-,r hr, ante pan of the vmueul.tr. lake Sinclair 
Lewis’ babbitt, it uystallt/rd an Ameiicau type. 

Imimi. Me... f iuiuaii’s view of the national life was not unlike 
f.cwis. She, i<m*, was a disillusioned sentiturnialisf, and there was a 
sfnui,; tin, tun- of putitau moiahsm in her uuttempf tor her public. 
Her jo,iiL,r Wise, m. l.uit; Was seldom fat iiom esphut < ensure. It 
w»«s »ts it, t levatei 1 to faun- by a wot Id suddenly gonr tm keyed, she 
l»ad t.d.ut hn foi 11 iue as a measure oi rhr vvoild’s initial abnration. 
’1 hr sp ( * l it Sr invited shame and worn; and she had Uu illusions about 
hu sell, fair, as site saw i! horn her table, had the look of madness, 
and she tool a main tons pl asmr m abusing it, making it more 
w (u* l.y, stepping up its lirn/y, hot, by iiattuc, she was a small town 
woriun in, lined to simple do runes; drvntrd to .1 family whom she 
kepi bom pubbr view, ftrurly soli, nous for the well, 11 e of hn gitls, 
loyal fo old blends who had tirvrt emerged fiom ohvutity. The test 
was hw-hhood. Mir dealt with » shrewdly, te.thsiH.illv. lint was 
there Hot something mote than shtrwdttrss ami high spit its behind 
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the retort discourteous which was her habit, her trademark? A 
commentary or a verdict? Or, perhaps, a deep distaste; an almost 
forgotten integrity which included herself among the objects of her 

derisive cynicism? ... ,. 

After a time, Miss Guinan broke with Larry Fay. In addition to his 

luxurious nightspots, Fay went on to develop an industrial racket 
which served as a model to the new tycoons who gradually began 
extending their operations from illegal liquor to fields of legitimate 
enterprise. Fay chose the milk industry, dominated in New York 
City by two great corporations, but likewise served by many independ¬ 
ent producers among whom a disastrous competition prevailed. Tak¬ 
ing advantage of their disorganization and his own army of mobsters 
he combined them into a “trade association” for which he established 
a code of “fair practice.” For this, he received a royalty of five cents 
on every forty-quart-can of milk which the “members’ shipped into 
the city This pattern was soon applied to many other lines of business. 
Bv creating a so-called trade association, dominating a labor union, 
and making ruthless use of a “goon squad,” the new tycoons were 
able to terrorize businessmen into paying costly tribute, the cost 
was passed on to the public in advanced prices. The practice came to 
be accepted as almost inevitable. Did it not reflect the historic tendency 
of all American business toward some sort of monopolistic agreement 
that would file the rougher edges off competition? Nineteenth-century 
America had tolerated approximately similar methods in the hey ay 
of the robber barons. But, although twentieth-century America ap- 
peared to have lost its conscience, it had developed a kmd of squeam- 
ishness, There came a time when murder, mutilation, terrorism and 
miscellaneous violence no longer seemed normal components of a 
system of free enterprise. 

[3] “decay’s effacing finger 

Meanwhile, tabloid readers, absorbing the stories of gangster kill¬ 
ings found in them adventure and splendor and romance; to be 
followed, presently, by movie audiences. And behind the gaudy, 
glittering facade of New York’s night life a network of corruption 
spread over the city—later to be exposed, in a series of sensational 
trials, by the brilliant young district attorney, Thomas E. Dewey. It 
had its duplicates in nearly every other American city of large popu- 
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lation; and thoughtful Americans, remembering: the sordid scandals 
oi President Harding’s administration, found cause to study the social 
ethics of "normalcy.” The new tycoons, the elite of the underworld— 
products of that great social and economic experiment which was so 
noble in motive, so far-reaching in purpose required a number of 
services necessary to large-scale business enterprise. Among cithers, 
they needed banking facilities for credit, legal talent, and useful 
political connections. It was in order to secure these that they set up 
their complex network. 

As lu'camc clear after his murder in iqjS, Arnold Rothstein was the 
Motgan of the underworld; its hanker and its master ol economic 
strategy. He came of a well to do, respectable family. Karly in life he 
chose the career of a professional gambler. As his' fortune mounted, 
this career served chiclly to conceal his major, less admissible, activi¬ 
ties. His fist, rather than his turner, sank deep in the* pie. He owned 
gambling, houses; financed a worldwide trade in narcotics; had a 
sh.ut in the illegal hquoi t tadic; i onto died a number of industrial 
rackets; disposed of .stolen jewels and stolen bonds; dim ted the 
operations (it Wall Sttret "biul.er shops’’; was a silent partner in 
sesetal tashionablc night spot-, mn by gangsters. Undoubtedly, these 
did in >i esiuti-a hi-, inieirsts. 

Rothstem was a Bioathvay figure, the friend and companion of 
Well known journalists, theatrical and spotting folk, reputable business¬ 
men and thru wives, intlueutt.it politicians. Rumor connected him 
wuh unsavory rptsodrs such as the bribing of the Chicago White Sox 
to diiovv a Worlds Srrtes of baseball games; tire theft of Liberty 
Bond-, v.ilmd at five milium doliats. lint, although many 1 relieved 
these I uni. .IS, no factual proof of them was established during his 
hlenttir, His h>1 nilir was v,umtisly rstimatrd ar from two to ten 
imlhou doliats. Hr owned valuable real estate, maintained larg,e 
accoiiur-, nr c\, ellriu banks, kept an expensive b'tlrh Avenue apart* 
turrit. He was a man of position; he had the inlttirmc which flows to 
wraith and prestige. Why spurn so advantageous an aupiaiuumr? 
hew did. 1 hen, too, hr did not lack social grate. He owned a stable 
*4 hoivw. He had some rrjmtatton as a lollistor of art, furniture, 
tttgi, He rirtett.lined in a <|iurt way; his guests sjw.ke favorably of bis 
wit; w»mnn srrmrd to find las flashing black eyes, his pale skirt, chin 
dimple and coutdy niarrnns urrswtible. Out* *4' his mtstressrs cun- 
•adrrrd hurt a senumemal ami tender lover, a genial and humorous 


g "Postscript to Yesterday 

companion. Everyone agreed that his confidence in his own intelligence 
was unbounded. He was apt to be impatient with those who dubbed 
along” He was well mannered, soft of speech, but his associates were 
chary of trifling with him. It was his opinion that the majority of the 
human race were dubs and dumbells, and he was always ready to turn 
to profit the fact that they had rotten judgment and no brains 
Therefore, they thought him crooked. Only because he had learned 
how to do things and how to size people up and dope out methods 

^The^mystery of Rothstein’s murder was never solved. He went.to 
his grave! like many another of the new tycoons, faithful to die 
common code: he refused to name his assailant. The range of his 
activities, the part that he played in elevanng crime to the status of 
big business, were quickly established. His private files werejeize£ 
after his death, by the authorities. It appeared that certain of then 
contents had already been removed. But the fact that they remaine 
so full of dynamite for the community at large that one responsible 
custodian after another came to the conclusion they were better 
suppressed-this offered a theme for moral reflection. Rothstein s 
ruling passion was money. His attorney, William J. Fallon, once 
described him as “a man who dwells in doorways . . . a mouse stand- 
2 in a doorway, waiting for his cheese.” The thresholds across which 
hif sinister shadow fell evidently included those of the best people. 

Fallon, his attorney, represented the kind of legal talent whi h 
new tycoons found useful. As counsel for the major figures of the 
underworld, he was called the “great mouthpiece Because ° £ ^ 
peculiar ability to secure jury disagreements which freed his clients 
die vote usually stood at eleven to one-he was also known as the ail 
robber.” Auburn-haired, and handsome in a flamboyant way, Fal on 
was an eloquent pleader. His theatrical sense was so pronounced 
that David Belasco tried to persuade him to becotne an actor. He 
was a legendary figure in the weird society invented by Miss Guinan, 
almost the first of a line of notorious playboys. The surface was 
spectacular, and many found it likeable. Underneath, there flickered 
l intermittent ray of genius. For Fallon’s intelligence was exceptional. 
His mastery of criminal law, his startling grasp of technicalities, his 
knowledge of medical and psychological theory-these evoked the 
reluctant admiration of eminent jurists and honorable members of 
the profession. Like Rothstein, Fallon came of a respectable, well-to-do 
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family. He had had what are called advantages. Yet such was the 
tttunil climate of the roaring twenties,, the age of normalcy* that he 
regarded the bribing of jurors as a proper professional function; that 
he anti his legal associate were willing to become the payroll employes 
of a crime machine. 

tn distinction to ballon, "Dixie” Davis was called “the kid mouth* 
piece.*’ Davis was the attorney for Dutch Schultz, and the inventor 
of his most brilliant business exploit. He was a tailors son who went 
from comparative rags to considerable riches the easy way. As a young 
lawyer, lie pranked in the magistrates 1 court in Harlem—the political 
bailiwick of the Tammany leader fames J, I lines. The district im 
eluded a large Negro and Latin American population and, by virtue 
of certain night clubs where the best jazz bauds were to be found, 
it had become the Monmuitre of New York. A peculiar form of 
dla it gambling* the so called "numbers * 1 or "policy** game based upon 
a daily h »urty, flourished among the indigenous population. Davis 
spn iali/rd in dr tending the operators of this game, at cut rates. He 
was suave, 4 master of the fast mating idiom of thr lower depths, 
writ tailoiCil with daik lined suits and wty.fr starched collars, Kxpco 
t'Wttrr *ouviiiietl him that the scHiji of the policy game involved a 
Mtftvptctjutts economic waste. Them were 4 too many operators* Too 
tnia li money was bring spent on "kH political protmion. What 
the gator needed was monopoly; an efficient organization under an itm 
(utifal chairman who would impose, and enforce, a code of fair practice. 
Davis tool, this program of economic reform to Dutih Schultz* 
Ninth/, tank .uft*iff. Under his efficient administration, the policy 
game si ii in yielded an annual fair estimated at one hundred million 

tiollat s, 

Ninth/ was small of statute, given to swift, dangerous rages; an 

rvprtt wttli dr "typewittrt" or subma*bine gun, reputedly likely to 
‘ttfoui and loll on the slightest provooittotu When he died, at the age of 

thitiy tlnre, hr had Item arrested thirteen limes, in several instance** 

on * lunges of boom idrg and hr was known to have been guilty of a 
tttftifbfr oi ttiuidm, Hut he setvrd only one sentence in pitsotg for a 
foltSirfy Mitmifiited in fits adolr si eurr, when tie was a Bronx hoodlum. 
Though he died a fugitive from justice, hr had been forced to "go on 
fhr lank* only because hr was under indictment for evasion of income 
fas. At one four, lie was appointed 4 deputy shroff of Bronx (annoy 
by hdwaol f. Hymn the Drmoeutie boss. This appointment, wm 
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subsequently canceled, and Schultz’s badge of office was withdrawn, 
But, nominally, he had served as an officer of the law, while also 
acting as “trigger man” for two notorious gangsters, Legs Diamond 

and Owney Madden. . 

Dutch Schultz performed a traditionally approved economic func¬ 
tion. By effecting the consolidation of independent units he eliminated 
waste, promoted efficiency, and replaced the disorder of an obsolete 
individualism with rigorous discipline. His economic thinking was 
not unlike that of John D. Rockefeller who, when building the 
Standard Oil trust, declared that he wanted in his organization only 
competitors who had proved their ability to do a big business, re¬ 
marking that “as for the others, unfortunately they will have to die. 
Death solved the problem of competition. - 

Schultz was not as conspicuously devout as Rockefeller, yet he held 
religion in deferential regard. He sought its comfort in times of crisis, 
and after he had become wealthy was a soft touch for representatives 
of any religious denomination seeking small contributions. During 
his first trial for income-tax evasion he accepted with equal courtesy 
and apparent gratitude a rosary from a woman who wished him well, 
and the Yiddish wish for good luck uttered by some of his henchmen. 
"I guess I’m going to need all the good luck I can get, he told a re¬ 
porter. “I ain’t passing anything up.” At various times during his 
career, he declared himself a member of the Jewish, Protestant, and 
Roman Catholic communions. He was buried as a Roman Catholic, 
but his mother—to whom, on his deathbed, he cried for the comfort 
and protection of childhood-was an orthodox Jewess, and at her in¬ 
sistence a praying shawl mantled his body in its last resting place. 

Rockefeller was once described as having the soul of a bookkeeper, 
and the phrase is likewise applicable to Schultz. He was humdrum, 
money loving, abstemious. He cared nothing for gambling, luxury, 
or the diversions of a playboy. His only picturesque quality was a 
faculty of coining underworld slang, a gift for quick, cryptic phrases 
to describe persons and things. For the rest, he was a model of in¬ 
dustry with a remarkable talent for business organization. Death found 
him hard at work. He was murdered, late one night, while in con¬ 
ference with his lieutenants, the fabulous figures of his enterprises 
spread out before him. 

In 1928 , Schultz was a bartender in a Bronx speak-easy. He became 
a partner. The murder of his former employer, which he later avenged, 
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set him up as an independent enterpriser. Soon, he owned three more 
speak-easies. He ran his beer into the Bronx from New Jersey, across 
the Hudson, and had to hire gangsters to protect it from hijacking; 
thus, he acquired a mob of his own. Presently, he entered the field of 
wholesale distribution; became the dominant partner in eleven speaks; 
gradually extended his operations from the Bronx to Harlem. One 
of his offices was in a warehouse having a masked elevator on which 
trucks could be lowered into a cellar and loaded. Another, like a 
fortress, had walls armored with steel. Less than five years after he 
ceased being a bartender, his annual income from beer sales alone 
exceeded two million dollars, and he had accounts in eighteen banks. 
It was at this point in his fortunes that Davis proposed that he take 
over the Harlem policy games. 

There were some forty “bankers” conducting policy games in 
Harlem when Schultz entered the field. Within six months, Schultz 
consolidated the six most important into a monopoly; the others 
found it discreet to discontinue operations. He financed his bankers 
when luck ran against them and they had to pay off. The odds 
against this contingency were a thousand to one, but since the pay-off 
was at a rate of six hundred to one, Schultz—always cautious about 
money matters—soon found a method of rigging the game. For his 
services as monopolist, the muscular protection afforded by his mob, 
and the political fix which ensured freedom from interference by the 
police and courteous dismissal in the courts of justice, Schultz took 
sixty per cent of the revenues received by his bankers. 

Like the early builders of railroad systems and industrial trusts, 
Schultz found that the law obstructed this evolutionary economic 
process. Like them, he hoped to purchase immunity, and succeeded in 
acquiring protection. Like them, he bought a politician—one with 
unquestioned ability to deliver the requisite services and accomplish 
the necessary results. 

James J. Hines was not on the public payroll. But in New York 
City he controlled many who were, and his political power was 
sufficient to give him influence throughout the state, and with the 
Federal administration in Washington. He had clashed with Charles 
F. Murphy, the old-line boss of Tammany Hall and, after Murphy’s 
death, his insurgency brought him into a position of dominance. For 
Tammany Hall was wracked by criticism and reform. 

It had been disavowed by Franklin D. Roosevelt in his first cam- 
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paign for the presidency. But Hines, the opponent of the organization, 
enjoye the friendship of James A. Farley. When Mr. Roosevelt 
assumed office, Mr. Farley became Postmaster General; as such, he 
was responsible for the distribution of Federal patronage. Tammany 
Hall was ignored, and Hines won preference in suggestions for Fed¬ 
eral appointments. It was therefore possible for his lawyer to declare, 
at the time of his arrest on charges relating to his connection with 
Dutch Schultz and Dixie Davis, that “a few years ago the President 
of the United States praised Mr. Hines for humanitarian activities, 
liven today people crowd into his office in such droves that he can’t 
take care of them.” 

Hines’ humanitarian activities were indisputable, and followed a 
traditional pattern. As district leader, the supreme boss of a local 
machine, it was his function to get out the vote. To this end, it was 
necessary that he be prepared always to help people in trouble; that 
e Jf e ^ turkeys were distributed among the deserving poor 
at Thanksgiving and Christmas; that he have funds at his disposal to 
advance to the needy; that he have access to jobs for the jobless. Under 
the American political system the district leader is both a philanthro¬ 
pist and a social-welfare agency—the most reliable source of direct, 
immediate relief. “In politics the thing to do is to build yourself an 

ZT ^l Hmes once said - “Whenever a man comes to me, no matter 
whether or not I can do what he wants, I begin to think what else I 
can do tor him. By the time he’s through telling his story, I’m giving 
hun maybe what he’s asking for or maybe something he didn’t know 
he could get. I see hundreds of people every day. It’s a lot of work 
hut 1 keep it up.” As his lawyer remarked, Hines “has been a father 
o thousands. He’s an angel.” What wonder that, if his bail were to be 

set . at °° e million dollars > ^ would be “supplied by thousands of 
citizens ? 


10 deliver the vote, Hines needed money and an army; Schultz 
possessed both and required the use of such political power as, in 
Hew York Hines alone commanded. Already, Hines had tested 
Schultz a political usefulness: his mob had proved to be an excellent 
resource in elections; and only an innocent could doubt the value of 
s money in ture municipal campaigns. Hines was no innocent. He 
was the man who, although merely a private citizen, held in his grasp 
the police, the courts, and the public prosecutors of the world’s second 
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largest city the man who, for all practical purposes, controlled the 
law. 

He was rugged, blue eyed, square faced. His white hair was 
cropped short, and his skin was very ruddy. One noticed his flinty 
stare but, on the whole, he had the look of a prosperous farmer. He 
had come up the hard way, leaving school at the age of fifteen to work 
in his fathers smithy; following his grandfather and father as a 
Tammany election captain. He had operated a successful trucking 
business. He lived modestly with his wife and family, spending his 
mornings on his political affairs, his afternoons playing golf or at the 
races. It was assumed that he had private means; at his political head¬ 
quarters he frequently gave away as much as a thousand dollars a day. 

When, ultimately, it was proved that he had been the paid hireling 
of a thug named Arthur Flegenheimer, also known as Dutch Schultz, 
many were disposed to condone his lapse from grace. Had he not, in 
his lifetime, done a lot of good? It could be said that of the enormous 
financial return that came into his hands through crime, relatively 
little stayed with him. It could be said, apparently with truth, that a 
large percentage of this blood-stained money was scattered by him in 
service of the poor. But that he left his people to be preyed upon by 
those who operated the rackets was a fact he never looked in the eye. 
Nor did the importunates whom he served. During the two long, sensa¬ 
tional trials which preceded Hines conviction and sentence to prison, 
thoughtful Americans had an opportunity to study the operations of a 
political system for which, as citizens presumably discharging their 
civic duties, they were themselves in large part responsible. They 
might have been moved to wonder whether Hines’ attorney was not 
accurate, after all, in declaring that “his name is legion.” 

Hines was not indicted until more than two years after the death 
of his associate, benefactor, and employer—the man whom he had 
set up as one of the overlords of New York City, able to subvert its 
civil government to his own ends. Death came to Dutch Schultz late 
one autumn night in 1935. Under indictment in New York, he had 
transferred his headquarters to New Jersey. That night, he was sitting 
with three of his lieutenants in the back room of an obscure tavern 
in Newark, poring over a sheaf of papers which appeared to be a 
monthly financial report of his enterprises. Two armed men entered. 
There was a sudden fusillade of shots. The three lieutenants were 
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killed. Somewhat later Schultz, mortally wounded, was removed to 
a hospital by the police. For two hours, he was closely questioned by 
a police official, and a stenographer sat at his bedside taking down 
every word that he uttered. His wife was sent for, to bid him farewell. 
A priest of the Roman Catholic Church administered the last rites for 
the dying. The questioning continued. 

In the gathering twilight of his pain and fear,- Schultz’s mind 
struggled with its hallucinations. Determined not to reveal the identity 
of his assailant, he denied knowing him, then mumbled that he had 
been shot by “the boss himself”—one John—in a dispute involving 
over a million, five million dollars. He gave instructions to his 
lieutenants—“George, don’t make no bull moves.” He spoke of old 
enemies: the “cowboy in one of the seven days a week fights” who had 
“no business, no hangout, no friends, nothing; just what you pick up 
and what you need.” He realized that he might be dying, and ex¬ 
pressed concern for the future welfare of his wife: “Oh, sir, get the 
doll a roofing.” And from his rambling discourse there strangely 
emerged one meaningless metrical sentence: “A boy has never wept, 
nor dashed a thousand kim.” 

Among the letters of the poet Baudelaire, there is one written in 
extreme despair, under a compulsion to suicide. It is addressed to the 
mother whom, again and again, he had disappointed and betrayed; it 
is an appeal that she come to him at once, “I supplicate you, come,” he 
entreated her; “I am at the end of my nervous powers, at the end of my 
courage, at the end of hope.” In his anguish, his memory revived the 
passionate love for her that he had felt in childhood, and he wrote 
heartbrokenly of his awareness that she had always sacrificed herself 
to him. 

As life ebbed, Dutch Schultz, too, recalled his childhood and sank 
back into its helplessness. He kept crying.out for his mother, the 
pious, hardworking woman who had tried to make a good man of 
him, and whom he had failed. “Oh, mama, mama, mama,” he moaned. 
He pleaded with her not to judge him too sternly: “Please, mother, 
don’t tear. Don’t rip. That is something that shouldn’t be spoken 
about. . . . Please, mother, you pick me up now. Do you know me?” 
She was not there, but to him she was visibly present and, very near 
the end, as if in judgment on his life, he said, quite clearly, “Mother 
is the best bet and don’t let Satan draw you too fast.” His last words 
were, “I want to pay. Let them leave me alone.” Four days later, 
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with elaborate secrecy, he was buried close to his contemporary, 
Larry Fay, and near Anna Held, a beautiful actress who, at the turn 
of the century, had come from France to enchant the American public 
with a song which protested her inability to make her eyes behave. 

[4] THE DAY BEFORE TOMORROW 

I 945 > Schultz had been in his grave for a decade. Hines had 
served a prison sentence, and had been paroled, all political activity 
forbidden to him. An angry wave of reform had swept the country. 
The nation had survived the longest, most hideous economic depression 
in its. history. It had emerged victoriously from a second World War. 
It was faced either by a magnificent destiny or an ignoble fate. 
These were the alternatives posed by the abrupt incidence of the 
atomic age. For now, at last, civilization had developed the means to 
commit suicide at will. 

Newport was a mausoleum, and the lady was supposedly extinct. 
But, in Newport, a debutante “came out” at a party for which her 
parents paid forty thousand dollars. In the autumn, the opening of the 
Metropolitan Opera was one of the most brilliant in many years. Mrs. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt arrived five minutes before her usual time, in 
a five-year-old red-W dress; Mrs. George Washington Kavanaugh, 
never seen at an opening without her diamond tiara, paused to smile 
and pose for cameramen. Richness and variety of furs dominated the 
scene and diamond necklaces were worn in their own splendor, or 
decorated with one or two clips. As usual, many of the audience 
sweated out the opera at the bar. Some weeks later, in time for the 
Christmas season, a New York department store advertised its stock of 
mink coats for dogs. 

The rackets, it was widely believed, had been broken up. But the 
new social organism invented by Miss Guinan had persisted, and 
come of age. Even the Times had adopted the established term for that 
fusion of the social and underworld elite. It was universally referred 
to as “cafe society.” The gossip columnists of the tabloids and the 
radio chronicled the exploits of its members in meticulous detail, 
to the apparent satisfaction of millions of Americans. It was, in one 
respect at least, socially conservative; it displayed a certain reverence 
for its principal tradition. It continued to cultivate murder as a fine 
art. Miss Guinan herself had been immortalized, with appropriate 
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splendors, by Hollywood biographers. And now Hollywood was 
glorifying the world’s most exclusive nightspot, the glittering rendez¬ 
vous where every night was New Year’s Eve. Even in Plainville, U.S.A., 
the plain people no longer languished for the amenity of New York’s 
Stork Club. 

Women had long been emancipated. No woman sat on the bench 
of the nation’s Supreme Court. None now held a Cabinet portfolio. 
But Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt had been appointed a delegate to the 
United Nations. Many women were returning to domestic life after 
wartime employment; many did not wish to. Senator Myers of 
Pennsylvania urged American manufacturers not to discharge women 
workers and replace them with men during the period of reconversion 
to peacetime production. In Plainville, U.S.A., a Middle-Western agri¬ 
cultural community, girls knew that women were supposed to be the 
equals of men. But few occupations other than teaching were locally 
open to them and, except as wives, they were seldom able to migrate. 
In Plainville, when a girl became a “hasher” (waitress) or hotel 
maid she was generally assumed to have become also a prostitute. 

The climate of public opinion was no clearer than usual. The 
editor of Life oscillated between a conviction that the nation might 
make this an “American century” and a fear that it was morally 
incapable of facing the most portentous decisions in its history. The 
editor of The Saturday Review of Uterature declared that modern 
man was obsolete. The editor of The Atlantic Monthly rejected such 
counsels of despair; modern man, he suggested, was merely passing 
through a crucial period of readaptation and social growth. 

Modern man himself, perhaps seeking relief from their disagree¬ 
ment and his own confusion, was turning to a “better class” of pulp 
magazines devoted to detective, mystery, and crime stories. One of 
these illustrated its fictions with posed photographs, thus equipping 
the characters with an illusion of reality; would not readers receive an 
incremental thrill from the inference of an authentic fact case? Neither 
the carnage of war nor the ominous implications of the atomic bomb 
had dispelled the American preoccupation with violent death. Murder 
continued to find a rising literary market. J. Edgar Hoover, director of 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation, deplored widespread juvenile 
delinquency, our national shame, and warned that, in glaring red for 
all to see, there were unmistakable portents of a new era of gangsterism. 

As the year 1945 drew to an end, it became increasingly certain that 
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the nation was about to be plunged into industrial strife, probably on a 
scale unprecedented in its history. The relations of labor and manage¬ 
ment had never been worse. The President of the United States, ex¬ 
pounding his personal faith in the nation’s future, exhorted all his 
fellow-citizens to get in and push, reminding them that the achievement 
of a benign destiny did not require anything in the world but a plain 
understanding among ourselves. Though this might be all that was 
needed, it appeared to be lacking. 

In New York City s Times Square, one million frenzied horn- 
blowers, cow-bell swingers and clapper manipulators hailed the advent 
of a new year, a new age. Elsewhere, as the old year died, one might 
have found other Americans of all faiths, in their houses of worship. 
Their hearts neither empty of fear nor full of hope, they were praying 
perhaps for light with which to meet the equivocal future. 

^ As the new year, the new age, opened, an American soldier estab¬ 
lished communication with the moon. A radar signal, launched into 
celestial space, touched the moon and bounced back to earth in ap¬ 
proximately two and one-half seconds. For the perplexed world of men, 
the goddess Diana had no counsel. 


















CHAPTER IV 

The Melancholy of the Masters 


[i] RETURN OF THE NATIVE 

One summer day in 1904, a long-time resident of England disembarked 
in Hoboken, for New York City. He was a bulky figure, of rolling and 
voluminous outline. His head was massive, sculptural. His bold fea¬ 
tures and big, dramatic mouth resembled those of a noble Roman 
mask. There was about him an air of ceremonious, diffident formality, 
of snobbishness both insecure and arrogant, but as faint as the scent of 
cologne on a handkerchief. It had been said that he lived hidden in the 
midst of his strange, heavy, alien manners and customs. These served 
him as an armor, which, just then, he may have needed. For, months 
before, he foresaw, as an absolute certainty, that he would alight on the 
dock in abject and craven terror. 

A very distinguished author, he enjoyed an immense prestige and 
suffered from a paucity of readers. Was he—as his brother candidly as¬ 
serted—becoming a mere curiosity of literature, destined to remain 
unread and neglected? Moments of doubt afflicted even those ardent 
champions who considered him the brightest ornament of American 
letters. For, after all, was not Henry James in a fair way to achieve the 
exquisitely unintelligible? 

Within a few months there would be published his most recent 
novel, The Golden "Bowl. The enthusiasts would be dampened, if not 
utterly daunted. And among them, some would liken the author to one 
of his own characters, would ruefully suspect that Henry James, “be- 
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traying, extraordinarily, no wasted year, had been inscrutably monoto¬ 
nous behind an iridescent cloud.” 

He had left the United States of President Grant to take up per¬ 
manent residence in Europe. He had not seen his native land in nearly 
twenty-five years. Now, he was returning to the United States of Presi- 
dent Theodore Roosevelt—in quest of exotic experience, hopefully 
anticipating a romance of belated and elderly discovery. This venture 
had been affectionately discouraged. William James predicted in¬ 
evitable shocks. Henry would be certain to find American vocaliza¬ 
tion ignobly awful, and must surely be repelled by the peculiarly horrid 
way in which his compatriots dealt with soft-boiled eggs. William Dean 
Howells, was no less apprehensive. But Henry James could not be 
shaken. Surprises and disconcertments were precisely what he de¬ 
sired; they would be grist to his intellectual and “artistic” mill. Besides, 
he could learn from Howells to be shocked and charmed in the right 
places. 

His program was ambitious. In youth he had lived in New York, 
Newport, Boston and Cambridge. In these places, he would revive old 
friendships and early memories. But he wanted, also, to explore the 
rest of the land, which he had never seen. There was the South, the 
Middle West, the Far West. There was the whole vast, queer, wonder¬ 
ful country where, in presence of the native phenomena, and in his 
quality of restored absentee, he might—he just might, luck being with 
him—find everything very interesting and quite unexpectedly and al¬ 
most uncannily delightful and sympathetic. He was still sufficiently 
American to grasp a relation between probable pleasure and possible 
profit. He intended to write a book of impressions. 

His first one awaited him on the wharf of disembarkation, with an 
embodied intensity which no subsequent experience was to diminish. 
It was produced by that most significant of all native phenomena, the 
monstrous form of Democracy. The strange, frightening thing tor¬ 
mented his curiosity, shattered his peace, provoked endless speculation, 
and left him permanently bewildered but rich in dogmatic conclusions. 

^ At the ver y outset, he realized that, in the new United States, the 
“common man” and the common woman had their appointed paradise 
and sphere, and that the sign of it was the abeyance, on many a scene, 
of any wants, any tastes, any habits, any traditions but theirs. The con¬ 
dition, he conceded, might represent an immense boon. But what did 
enjoyment of the boon represent? In this vast crude democracy of trade, 
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work as the merest o£ stop-gaps. The truth was, he suspected, that New 
York did not believe in itself; it failed to succeed, even at a cost of 
millions, in persuading you that it did. 

He noted, too, that wealth beat its wings in the void in its social 
flig ht-—in that vivid show of a society trying to build itself, with evetv 
elaboration, into some coherent sense of itself, that appealing, touching 
vision of waste. The effort of Society struck him as no less tentative and 
temporary than its domestic architecture. For the pompous palaces of 
upper Fifth Avenue, in their florid majesty, sat only in the lutid light 
of business between an absent future and an absent past. They en¬ 
joyed no security whatever; they were built but to be tout down. The 
whole costly uptown demonstration, he thought, was only a te.onl of 
individual loneliness. Customs, forms, functions, the assutan<r of 
perpetuity were lacking, and these lavish experiments hustling with 
friezes and pinnacles, but discernibly deficient in reasons mtiSd an 
ticipate no magnificent compensatory future. 

In one of these palaces, Henry James attended a dinnn p.utv, and 
he came away amazed by a social organism flmmdning in fis ,,wtt 
splendor, but betrayed by its paucity of real rest it m e. The lai in-., hr u ;; i 
ful, gracious and glittering with gems, were in tiaras and a snnblan, e 
of court trains, a sort of prescribed official magnificat* r. To wh.u, in 
the wide American frame, could such magnificence relate 3 In Km ope, 
a great court function would alone have met the strain. Hut in New 
York, there was nothing to do at eleven o’clock for the lathes at ka-.t 
—but to scatter and go to bed. Had there hern a omit fun, turn, the 
ladies must have gone on to it alone, for all the exalted reform. e of the 
occasion was to them—and not to the gentlemen in uh.,-,r -.*• often 
quaint presence, yet without whose immediate aid. the dfnt» of Atom 
can society to arrive at the “best” consciousness still went lot w ml. 

Certainly, the implications of completeness, that is, of 4 sum tmm >; 
social order, were conspicuously absent. Was not the deft S m. y ,, f 
tributable to that oddest of native phenomena the failure of ffir %rxr-, 
to keep step socially? I his failure met hint at every tutu, and hr 1 our 
to believe—as he privately told the young playwiight Lmgdon Mu h 
ell, offering it as his reason for refusing to live in lus ttattxr 1 n*d tit if, 
in a democracy, there could be no opportunity for ruthtiov of w 4 ,V 
lationship. 

For what, then, was there opportunity in America? As hr tuxtdrd 
about, Henry James pondered this question. There was, he nimludrd, 
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mh «T.r lusts j.u .my mum-Mu! accommodation to the prices, the 
mannas, the ofhet unomauaucs «.} existence: the lusis of active 
jv.imnn and * f .t. me pc.nniaiy y.aiu ,,nlv, The whole theory 

,-! hu uav to make ■«> mu.it money that you would not, that you did 
not, maid, did not mind ,m\tnitn;, I he laculiy ol makittp, tnuttcy was, 
hr n~.di.vd, the commoner all; even in the slums ol the K r<\ttcities 
Unn u .»*« a ns u \i *,r .1! poser! v whit h indnatvd an immense rise in 
the hair; mm\ pawn.; pmpcttv m himsrlt. Va wmihi not this rise 
4 i*uth and dumdh' tmda the nv hte.uh of the Ttmts and the weight 
«f the nav (Vie ..Tv. moi»ojn,lirv ’ Would not the living mi it’s 
•" "» he ilimtmdied I tv those >• real aip-tryiafionx of 
■ T : ’ ’ !l •’ hi e A-m; o! no fjuestioie. ami the making, fur eo- 

' U: 'h -a iw in); !e ’ Sometime*. it scented to him 

‘‘‘y' 1 •* <• !i m to v.imw up to Iir hlnditrd, am! 

f hv -• 111'.' ' *h~ .ovd,.| ( * ill -.tun- toe the smaller Jty of iuture 

grill* it mi, ' 

s |: ’ ’* 1 1 *■ ^ ‘ ;”**‘!**‘ % llh’tiiv l.mir-i tibhmnl that 

r> ’’ * v? ■' 1l * !l 1 11 [ 1 i - * » \t t ai * 4 *»$$.!'*ntnr. 1 tn hvr inidfr 

^ lr '* 1 ' 1 * ‘ '" s y ' * ’ * * * " » v ‘' * ‘ 1 J v*! t ?H 11? j \Hr* I \% $?)i | Jif r\iM < 

i: ; * ^ *• *• ?, * his IuUhaK 4 inr* 4 r *4 biifly 

>% f rr 11 v ^ ' 4 J ^ '■ '* !1 I V 4 *' *4 IjiyIjii*;, 1 hr irlifiiisi 

rif “ 1 ‘'* ‘ 11 * • 1 ■ 'i - ‘h'M; v,^ iu' 4 rti ,rn4 hh,:kc,l jy 

! H r 1 ‘ ’ ’ ' J 1 ' i ‘1 4 ’ / 1,“' iff )!a ? hrjtf ; vJt.ll llirff 

ftir '’ t * (l *: ' • *■> * 4 . ( h\- %%fhhnv to Kmujir. Uf 

" 1 ' * ‘‘ r ’ ' 1 M ' III * 4' ypje‘ i( %l Uli \ U j|| |j|r \fSJriI 4 ' 4 || 

^ : p , 1 ' *•! - - 4 YY, 1( a * I iv^fi ill.- Jmi,M Irr Mhl futns 

fl 'l ; J • .h Y, 1 A 1 - * I f v 

!? * ' ' ‘ ”• i J.* u -V IImsy J.mirh wau 

’ ' 1 ‘ ‘‘ ** ' i ! u 1 j 4 r;n^ it 4 1 «*| j»ri uutl 

l,: '’ ‘ ‘ u ; f,; ‘ ’ ' h v • Ur f 4 4 a y»iI 31$ I hr v ijr uf 

‘ A 1 - * ’ - ■ 1 *-t 4, In ai? / is4$ f ^s$i liuihl ilnr 

* * ^ * J f -■ : i ' ' ! ’ 1 * " * 1 JI< -*> ih }Vi.j 4 r iff I hr lurtrt \i »$ f 

* v ’ f ' ; • J ‘ -I 1 - 'i ?’} v.^urrr s^y|s| |*iul4, 41 nmvli^ir 

r ’ 4y * ' ’ h ’ ^ ■ 'oi,: urn ul »S$» va tn^ruA fu* ihr*r»i 

Vi * ' ■ J ' : ’ ^ -. i '•* -*i 11 1 A>,ru\ A*\>- tn tm!$ aliMtit 

ifl : j ’ ' ; ' " ’ : f h.i >A!‘.y hi f}r* ,yf ig hM lm!$II$|; 

f#Mi w : ' * ■ 5 , • - 1 ' .h; "■ ! f-M hi li.ur b/rii urn 
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for the hustled herd, who could neither detach himself from (he society 
around him, nor happily surrender to it. The pathetic saenih i.tl victim 
on the altar of the new United States was, he intimated, the old 
fashioned survivor of the obsolete upper middle class. 

Indeed, during almost the whole of his year’s visit, 1 lent y James was 
transcendently homesick—and not only for his tight atuhotagr in 
England. In the perpetual presence of the impudence of private pi red, 
he suffered an acute nostalgia for the old distinguished hie, thr com 
mon intelligence that had flowered formerly, for attesting fame, fiojti 
so strong a sap and into so thick and rich a ehistn. Had thr old 
formula, that of Puritanism educated, anything mote to comuumn ,tte, 
except for “business”? He could find scant indication of .my v»pa, itv 
for the uplifting idea or aptitude for the liner curiosity. The whole 
tenor of life spoke more of the power of the purse and of the hi ,h-f 
turn for business than of the old intellectual, or even of the old t„o,,d. 
sensibility. Of the new material and political power so r!. •* jurnt'v ,i,id 
abundantly exhibited by an imperialistic America, hr mold ,,nK 
that it was almost cruelly charmless. 

As specimens of the probable flower of the new order, 1 imm }.,mr , 
was deeply and disagreeably impressed hv the comma.!.! M .,v,-las 
who filled the trains and the hotels everywhere. 'I lie In.;, dr,mow, 
the brawny peddler more or less gorged by (he f'mits «4 nman.^-Ha' 
tion and blatant and brazen in the kev oi his "spra.d line o| " 

was an ominous figure. He was, as m facial ,h..t.w!.-,.’w ,-j 
primal rawness of speech, general acu-nt and attitude, rvu.adoi ,;n\ 
base and vulgar. The type was in completely utnlnllm.yd 
and it treated Henry James to so lurid a vision of its ttmmph .*•. t.» 
make him brood, heavily, on its significance for eiviln- 1 U w , 
dered what specific human process of any «,« « was m Komm- 

to them; what women, living with them, could yet leave thro, 
were—how, in short, when people were like that,' did any o U e „. w , m 
one enough to begin, or understand any one enough to go 
the peace with anyone enough to survive? ’ * 

For once intimidated, his imagination refused anv iitwoi, 1» , Ml u 
ony suggest the potential innocence of these peculiar pr.ml’r, 
han makers of the new order, were they not among fs v„ m | 
martyrs, creatures touchingly, tragically doomed? I-.,.- u»rh tf .r j. „ { 

Ldtr t0 bc ; lmwsc the oaly ««■»* —I iJ* i!. 

had not proposed to carry on life without aid of any to {i! 
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\itids of persons, other types, presences, classes. If such was their pres¬ 
ent situation, did not the blame He with the American moral outlook, 
which denied other possibilities in man than the mere possibility of 
getting the better of his fellow-man over a “trade”? Confronted by 
what a later generation was to call Babbittry, Henry James was shocked 
and dismayed. The pages that he consecrated to the ambassadors of 
. business were among his most pessimistic. As if anticipating Sinclair 
Lewis, he could only lament the sterility of aspect and blight of vul¬ 
garity, humanly speaking, where a single type has had the game, as one 
may say, all in its hands. 

He found—-he so desperately tried to find—mitigations. Making ac¬ 
quaintance with that new institution, the “country club,” he had the 
misguided notion that it applied, in the most delicate conditions, the 
democratic theory of universal eligibility. It impressed him as being 
one of the great garden lamps in which the flame of Democracy burns 
whitest and steadiest an image no doubt as exasperating to the socially 
elect as to the rigorously excluded. He was awed by the gorgeous 
golden blur, the wondrous complexity of great new hotels Hke the 
Waldorf-Astoria, which seemed to express a social, indeed positively 
an esthetic ideal the ideal of a gregarious life led wholly in pubhc— 
and he speculated as to whether the hotel spirit may not just be the 
American spirit most seeking and most finding itself. Did it not com¬ 
pletely satisfy the restless ambition of most Americans to unlearn as 
many as possible of their old social canons, and in especial their old 
discrimination in favor of the private life? 

Again and again he was forced to reckon with the perpetual repudia¬ 
tion of the past. It was not only the native-born who eagerly jettisoned 
their tradition and inheritance; the principle likewise held true for all 
the myriad immigrants from foreign shores. He was appalled by the 
scale of foreign infusion. A visit to Ellis Island, giving him an intimate 
view of the inconceivable alien, put a new chill in his heart. He suffered 
a sense of dispossession under the affirmed claim of the alien, however 
immeasurably alien, to share in an American’s supreme relation—his 
relation to his country. The old American homogeneity had broken 
down before the monstrous, presumptuous interest and claims of the 
foreign-born and he doubted whether Americans would ever again 
know a close and sweet and whole national consciousness. But he 
wondered, studying the process of assimilation, what became of the 
good manners which it had taken long ages of history, in the other 
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world, to produce. In his new environment, the immigrant accounted 
them only a great mistake. Like the nativedtorn, he wished . >nlv j,» 
surrender to the great equalizing pressure, in order the mote vi.. css- 
fully to cultivate the “will to grow.” 

So far as Henry James could see, this will to gunv* was accomp mtcd, 
with respect to every serious ideal, hy a vast general uti.*m*. a>ttsm"w 
and indifference. The Americans of too*; struck him ,h hem.; v »f 
tensely bent upon becoming something other than tins had I ..to, ,4 
than they actually were, as to ignore utterly thr question <4 w h >/ it was 
they wished to be. Change, expansion, growth lor then <-\vn -.,d.e w.- S r 
all that the nation cared about; and, to Hetitv fames, jin-, hittid ,fr 
sire succeeded only in piling up enormous at mats of the tsmi. <.ie 4 
pathetic accumulation of the unretrieved and the iurissn, dob. "h rV 
germ of anything finely human,” he quest tuned at the ti.t/'t 1 .msdon,; 
agreeably or successfully social, stipjw.sahlv planted t.t ».»:du, o. m| 
such endless stretching and such limttnlless spreading .0 -,!mH .rrp.-.u 
finally to minister but to the triumph of the stipnli, t.d and *hr ..jmJ,... 
osis of the raw?” 

Terror had, indeed, met him on the wharf *4 disrmlvu 1 . ’* 1 , .o,d 
had been the companion of his travels. Ami in the m>wl . t 
America which, back in England, he began tint did urn hr to s -„- \ 
it became almost a living presence. What other god >*".d ! hr rind •, 
aware as he was of the black and merciless dungs that ,ur i,,-! ti ,td ti-r 
great possessions? For his native land tilled [lie hair oi 1 !•••»-, 
with dread-the dread which he aserihed to the |„-i„ ,,f S, ; , rnuru A-d 
novel, who, looking at the Newport house he had mhrwo-d, td,.-n«-d 
it to some monstrous modern machine, one <4 those hts u , fc , 

going to be expected to master, to fly in, to light in, m t.d,.- it;,- mi*dvr 
women of the future out for airings in. ... 

[2] THE MORALS OF MAMMON 


Z -- lu C vmrnmas Mondays of upj, F.tnih.h tus,, l-.f ,\ ie 

Plaza Hotel m New Wk City to make an afternoon ,.dj, .» 

days she was to be guest of honor at a dinner p.nty iu w ]m t, },. , 
had likewise invited the handsomest and most ,«tn.M nr ,,, 

America. But her mind was not on f.uk itimmoir, i .me. - 

as her hobby as well as her livelihood. Dm mg down F4H, ,V ,- mK 
to the plain red-bnek house at Ninth .Street omc 
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ton Irving, she was busily plotting strategy. She was calling on Amer¬ 
ica s most eminent man of letters and most famous private citizen. And 
her purpose was not merely to pay a compliment. 

She had already learned that Americans were primitive in many 
ways, but wonderfully kind hearted. Shortly after her arrival, for ex¬ 
ample, she had been invited to spend a week end at a celebrated marble 
palace on the Hudson. The very “democratic” behavior of porters in 
Grand Central Station astonished her, and she was dismayed by having 
to travel in a railway coach with all sorts of weird people. The palace 
proved to be splendid beyond all the dreams of avarice. In the bed¬ 
rooms, embellished with Louis XV furniture and real Venetian lace, 
even the humblest porcelain accessories were decorated with blue satin 
bows. At tea, the hostess wore fifty-thousand-pounds* worth of pearls 
round her neck, and long white kid gloves. On the whole, the visitor 
was not pleased. But later week ends on Long Island reassured her. 
There were men who looked exactly like English hunting squires. It 
was odd, indeed, to find that there was a side of American society that 
was not so different from English life after all! 

It was even more odd that she, who so well understood America and 
the Ameiicans, should be grossly misjudged by a people most of whom 
had a faint look of the Red Indian. Her present notoriety was—or per- 
Jiaps merely ought to be—distasteful. She had lately published a novel: 
it meant everything to her; it was the outpouring of her whole nature, 
romantic, proud, passionate. It celebrated the joys of earthly love, alas 
so absent from her personal life, and it had been condemned as highly 
immoral. She was the victim of a storm of abuse. And there were un¬ 
kind folk who asserted that her motive in writing the book was purely 
mercenary! 

How, then, could she help despising the materialism of Americans, 
who genuinely believed that the amassing of money was the be-all and 
end-all of their existence? Condemnation and abuse had multiplied 
the sales of her book, but this quaintly lucrative result was significant 
only as a tribute to her literary Muse. Her notoriety had caused the 
press to solicit her views on a variety of topics, and she furnished them, 
however reluctantly, for was it not her mission to plant and foster the 
growth of the ideal in America? In the interest of that mission, so 
urgently required, the controversy over her book must not be per¬ 
mitted to die down. Quite unselfishly, and impelled only by her pro¬ 
found concern for American culture, Mrs. Elinor Glyn was calling on 
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Mark Twain. She wanted him to issue a statement attesting the ele¬ 
vated moral idealism of a novel entitled Three HVr.yn 
Mark Twain thought her incontestably beautiful, but made the 
shrewd reservation that she acted charm, and did it well, but it did tint 
convince. He surmised that the hero of Three lire/,*<•, a susceptible 
young man, would have prodigiously admired her, but sf hr du .sc 
would have been able to get away with his purity in good repair. In. 
deed, Mark Twain was less impressed by Mrs. Cilyn’s Inwitty and hm 
book than by the distinctly unusual character of their long t.ilL He 
himself spoke with daring frankness, frequently calling a spade a spade. 
It was one of the damndest conversations he had ever had w ith a brattti 
ful stranger of her sex. Though he praised her hook, and agirr 1 « ,th 
her unconventional theories about sexual relat it ms, he r.,-fused h.-i ir 
quest for support and defense. For he was convinced that no w i-.r, in 
telligent, and experienced person should suddenly throw d,*uu the 
walls that protect and conceal his real opinions. As for hinist-h, h»- n 
posed to the world only his trimmed and perfumed and «.m-tidK 
barbered public opinions and concealed carefully, taut it >udv, wsvlv, 
his private ones. 

Seventy-two years old, Mark Twain was enjoying the in-osi .s a.m v 
of a double life. Occasionally he made one of his wlum-ai ,d, umy 
speeches at a public banquet, an arresting figure in his white -am; l,b, 
dense crest of hair, thick eyebrows and heavy moust.u he resembling a 
white plumage. He had become a kind of joint Alistairs, Sol.ai, and 
Themistocles, an accredited spokesman for the nation. The u.-ild, l«n 
ing him as a humorist, honored him as a moralist and t'-}o;mri, }!ut 
privately, Mark Twain held that civilization was a slunk p..<u thing 
and cherished a profound contempt for the “damned human j. ( 
Long before, he had arrived at the conclusion that the urns n v « is .» 
blind mechanism, and man hut a useless thought. Hr hrhrvrd, ot pm 
fessed to believe, that only dead men could tell the truth m tb s wmM. 
The human race, he recorded, “is a ruie of iovvards; and 1 am n*>f 
only marching in that procession but eartyim; a banner." 

So, every morning, Mark Twain was dictating his ,m»MbmgMpbv. 
Propped up in bed, smoking one cigar after another, hr dr.d» uuh 
both the present and the past, unburdening his mind ot tbi.,r >,tl 
opinions which he found so many excuses for (omr.thtn;, b v,.n hi, 
intention to reveal himself fully and with absolute «.m>U in relation 
to his times. The book, he thought, might safely be published .u the 
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expiration of one hundred years. lie anticipated that it would make a 
stir when it came out* 

His own life story, as he was vividly aware, furnished a spectacular 
illustration of the fulfilment of the old democratic faith of America, 
More Alger like dun any tale by Horatio Alger, it proved the truth of 
the concept of individual opportunity* It demonstrated the old theory 
that, with talent,ctuerprist% sagacity, hard work,any man might achieve 
sxu cess, might attain the M good Itled* For it was a tale of swift rise from 
rags to mites, from obscurity to fame* The backwoods boy who had 
been a tramp printer, river pilot, miner, roistering frontier journalist, 
piofrsMotul humorist, businessman and reckless speculator* had won 
worldwide fame as an author* Now, with an income of ninety thousand 
doilats a year, he walked as an equal among the great of the world. 
The Ftcstdcftt of the United Stairs eagerty sought his approval Mil¬ 
lionaires like idfiirgir and Rockefeller were piotid to ilnnt Ids frtrntb 
ship, Washington politicians, thhish aristocrats, sprigs of Furoprati 
royalty wane honored by Ids sourly* Ami hr had risen from the grimy 
sous ot labor, the teal builders of empties and uvdi/altotg dir steve¬ 
dores:! 

Yet Mnk Twain* who knew beyond any doubt that Ids life had been 
an Afttruutu stiurvg took as dark and hopeless a view of his umiifry 
as did hss iiiiitnnpiuaf y I Irnt y Adatns, who ionsidrrrd ln% own hlr an 
American failure* latiiktftg at tlir United Starrs of the dawning twm< 

firth tetmtry, both were filled with uhhormuc* Neither retained the 
slightest faith that the future could hold anything good. 

To Mail Twain, ranging bom fhr eighteen forties to the probable 

state ot the nation ,1 iriitnry later, history suggested an ominous 

patallek ( leaf lv, flic I biffed States was giant: the wav Home bail gone* 

1 hning las own litrfnnr hr hat! witnessed thr emergent, e of deadly gibs 
whnh looked hie butrtifs and were wekomrd* and promptly there 
aftn had olomnl tir beginning of a piotrw of decay amt destruction* 
In hu 1 Itddlioud, thr oiimav, like Home, had briefly evrmphhcd stern 
virtue, iih umipaibdiiv, love of liberty, and all Mcrifkiug patfiutisut * 
this when stir was young and pom* Ting thne had unite sunbursts 
ot nuteiial pimpmty and spreading dominion* In these, the people 
had rvttbrd, iinei smjritmg that they wrtr not fortunate glories, 
happy bewijH* but wrtr a disease and itrightrd with death* 

As always bdote, vast fttafmal prosperity had prodmrd condition 
whiv h debased the morals ami eurrvatrd the manhunt! of a nation* The 
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country’s liberties were coming into the market and would he -sold or 
squandered. Had not two plutocrats, (dark of Montana and Uuggeu 
heim of Colorado, allegedly bought the legislatures of tlirir respective 
states in order to secure for themselves, and the interests which flaw 
represented, seats in the United States Senate? Hat! not Piewdcttf 
Theodore Roosevelt, under an executive order issued in an election 
year, considerably enlarged the pension list—"the sole purpose leak of 
the additions being the purchase of votes"? It was obvious, ton, due iso 
resistible circumstances would gradually take away the powers of thr 
states, and concentrate them in the central government* The nStiitutr 
result was perfectly clear—"for we have not ceased to he human brings 
by becoming Americans.” In the end, a popular idol would hr pm 
manently enthroned by a debauched and worshiping people, Thr 
United States, Mark Twain believed, must inevitable become a inon 
archy—or, as a later generation would describe if, a dM.ifoidup. The 
necessary condition of this change laid already arrived: vma power and 
wealth, which breed commercial and political eumtprwn and imtie 
public favorites to dangerous ambitions. By oiu\ Mail Twain v$w thr 
monarchy already present and the republic a thing of the jum TV 
republic, in name, remained The republic, in fait, ww* gone, T hr ir 
tiring monarch, Theodore Roosevelt, had appointed im own 0100-011$, 
William Howard Taft, and Mark 1 wain himself would \otr ha flir 
continuance of the monarchy, since nothing could rvrr umr,tf it. 

He tried to analyze the causes of the transformation w In Ii Siad edm 
place in American life. First among them, hr was imlsnrd to pine 
material prosperity. In the region of the Mississippi Valhw, dmmg I$ss 
own youth, there had been nothing resembling a wot slop of money o$* 
its possessor. The people had desired money, atttl had nop •, red mm <»t 
means, but they had likewise respected the chatamer mol nnluaiv 
which formed the moral basts of success. Jay 1 took! dir $ on, fewa 
disaster which had ever befallen the country had mug Sit thr rautr 
nation to worship money, to make a god of the tnutiry uttd thr man, $$m 
matter how the money might have been acquired, And, in fir ntwn 
tieth century, Jay Gould’s gospel was conrimmig to <!« gmt$f unt 
the gospel which exhorted mm to get money qua lh t m 
abundance: dishonestly if you can, honestly if you inua," ) hr vaoprl 
had become almost universal, and evety mmilri of t} r n bio? 
who had amassed millions by shady methods umld dunk iumvh 
fine and great and noble being, and a proper model for thr rmiikuj«c 
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of the rising generation of young men. For had not such a man been 
worshiped because of his wealth, and particularly because of his shady 
methods of acquiring it, these many years? 

Looking at the life of his country in his old age, Mark Twain poured 
an acid contempt on its universal passion for wealth; on its subordina¬ 
tion of every value to that single value—a value diseased, and freighted 
with death. Jay Gould had subverted the American people. Not Car¬ 
negie, or Rockefeller, or Henry H. Rogers. These men were his friends. 
Like himself, they had come up the hard way, by practicing the old 
American virtues. Carnegie and Rockefeller were the greatest philan¬ 
thropists known to history, and their wealth was doing incalculable 
good. And who but Rogers, the financial wizard of Standard Oil, had 
retrieved Mark Twain’s fortunes when disaster overtook him and he 
was forced into bankruptcy? 

These men, his friends, were not devils, as the politicians and the 
newspapers alleged. They were not dishonest, though their fortunes 
were derived from monopolistic corporations. For such corporations 
had been created by an iniquitously high tariff. They could have been 
curbed by reducing the “robber tariffs” to a figure which would allow 
the rest of the nation to prosper, instead of conferring the bulk of the 
prosperity upon a few dozen multimillionaire producers. But the peo¬ 
ple, already subverted, had not insisted that this be done. And the 
politicians, with an eye to the vast election contributions of the money 
of stockholders, had not done it. Instead, they had persisted in attacking 
the symptoms and in letting the disease carefully alone, meanwhile 
convincing the multitudinous and grateful unrich that the tariffs were, 
instituted in their interest. And there was much to be said for the great 
corporations. They gave employment to millions. They spread progress 
everywhere. Yet Mark Twain, whose career proved the essential sound¬ 
ness of the old American, democratic doctrine, felt that something had 
gone profoundly amiss. The American dream had not been realized. 
It had been betrayed. 

Of these things, however, he would not speak during his lifetime. 
He would content himself with writing from the grave. It made no 
difference that William Dean Howells had assured him that his foun¬ 
dations were struck so deep that he would catch the sunshine of im¬ 
mortal years, and bask in the same light as Cervantes and Shakespeare. 
He could not tell the whole truth. The moralist he detected in himself 
was thoroughly aroused. But was the man in a position to commit him- 
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self to the side of the angels? In youth, he had declared his ambition 
to become a rich man, had spoken of the fortune “which I shall nuke, 
as surely as Fate itself.” He had devoted himself unremittingly to the 
making of money. So perhaps he felt, as he said humorously in .mi it her 
connection, that “it is but common prudence for those of us who y*ot 
in on the ground floor to refrain from boring holes its it.” But, talking 
for posterity, he could not refrain from expressing an embittered sense 
of the failure of American society, and of the collapse of the American 
dream. 

[3] THE WILL TO BELIEVE 


ror tne evening or March 2nd, 1912, Colonel George ILirvry luil 

ranged a banquet at Sherry’s, in New York City. The rd.tut oi l'hr 
North American Review and Harper's »Ve/</y was an c\pm m .ul.ttts 
of this kind, and he did not lack assurance. Within a lew mouths he 
would be deeply involved in the political destiny of Woudrmv \V;l ,.-u 
the Democratic “reform” governor of New Jersey. But iur tins ’ 
casion he had angled for a larger, and a Republican. Ir 4 i; Will, mt 
Howard Taft, President of the United States. 

“I have traveled here from Washington," the President told the 
sembled company “to do honor to the greatest hviug Amrn. an u„ v, 
and novelist. Easily at the head of living ltter.ity turn <■! the tun>>n, 
Mr. Howells is entitled, on this celebration of las meaty aid, fouh 
day, to this tribute of respect” 

• A stout man with twinkling eyes and a friendly smile placing under 
his clipped white moustache, William Dean Hmvrlh na, deeply 
moved. For the President’s tribute, mark* it, behalf „f the „ u, (i 
but one of many. Eminent Americans, rising m speak, t>«,rd hr. I. 

homage from distinguished men in other land,. F, tmr had Ivm his for 

niany years, but, in the twilight „f a ...jJ. j.lT,",; 

a half century earlier, the world', alfmion warmed In, 

Though t"' ^ 

cidentallv of rh* , . . , ntore 4 « «»e hwum anti m- 

actuated hv ot f a fr* thlS Si « niiird «« ‘icclme. ft was „,jj 
aenrated by a. hrgh and noble motive, a, ever It „a, ilt „* .J 
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the world. For his evidence, Howells appealed, not to literature, but to 
life, and what he said sounded like a profession of faith: "all of human 
life has turned more anti more to the, light of democracy, of equality, 
if you please." 

In respect to tite life of the United States, this turn, this trend toward 
democracy and equality, hail always been his hope, nourished by what 
his old friend Henry James described as Howells’ incurable optimism. 
But from his middle age onwards, it had been only a hope; never a 
certainty. For Howells was a realist —one who felt in every nerve the 
equality of things and the unity of men—and he had been compelled 
to acknowledge that the drift of American life was in the, opposite 
direction. Thus, over the years, he had been unable to reconcile his 
sunny temperament and his troubled conscience. 

He profoundly desired to believe the true American gospel that "it 
will all come right in time." But the harsh actualities of the new 
America had brought him to doubt it. At first, he had seen the new 
industrial age opening before the country as an age of promise. I le had 
taken the view of the scientists; it was a new phase of evolutionary 
progress. It would adv.uitr democratic oppoitttnity, extend ptosprrtty 
to all, fulfill the old Ameruan vision of a socially good life. But oh* 
servatioti of its testilts eon vim ed him that the new age had betrayed 
that vision, not fulfilled it. Industrial strife spread over the laud, 'Hie 
gulf between rich anti poor was rapidly increasing. Wealth accumu¬ 
lated in a few hands, and vast areas of desolation appeared, to which 
the masses were relegated. The field of individual opportunity was 
narrowing; for a majority of Americans the outlook tut longer was 
blight with hope. Howells sadly pondered the life of the men who 
hopelessly and t heri lessly made the wealth that enriched the alien atul 
the idler, and impoverished the producers. He sympathized with their 
blind groping tor fatter 1 otulitiotts. lie fully shared their attitude 
"they feel that something is wrong, atul they know that the wrong is 
not theirs." 

Like Mark 'twain, but much eat Her, Howells came to feel that thcie 
was no longer an American republic, but an aristocracy loving oli- 
g.tnhv in plat e of it. The Amrrit an people, who once lutl taken their 
ideals of ih.u.ntrr and lottdmf from their statesmen, and later from 
their philosophers and men of letters, had entered a phase of material 
expansion and sudden towering fottunes and there was no doubt hut 
that the mitlionaiie was now the American ideal of greatness. He tic- 
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scribed the new morality, in its dubious materialism, as founded on the 
creed that “you pay, or you don’t pay, just as it happens.” As fur the 
American of the new age, Howells saw that the acceptance of the mural 
fact as it was, without the unconscious effort to better it, or to hold 
himself strictly to account for it, was the secret of the power in the man 
which would bring about the material results he desired. Tin* old 
Puritan moral sense had given way to a calculating view of aifaits in 
which ethical principle played no part. 

This view was one which Howells himself could not share and, un 
der the influence of Tolstoy, he turned to the doctrines of Christian 
Socialism. His conscience persuaded him that his optimism had been 
misguided. He now abhorred “civilization," and was cutis m , rd that it 
was coming out all wrong in the end, unless it based itself anew on a 
real equality. His indignation was aroused by the moneybags who hast 
a hole where their souls ought to he. For himself, he wished «>nK t. • 1 * 
settled somewhere very humbly and simply, where he , ottld be su, ,.;{| y 
identified with the principles of progress and sympathy fut the stay, 
gling mass. In the actual conditions of Ametican so.u-ty am! Aittett 
can business, he considered his own position, as an .trim, anomalous 
and perhaps even a little ridiculous. For the artist «ottld ncecr fee! at 
home as long as there were masses whom he ought to u .tm.it with, and 
classes whom he could not consult with. In the I’mtrd State*., the 
prospect was not brilliant for any artist then living. Hut UuwrlK te 
tamed enough faith in his countrymen to believe that the .mm „t the 
future would see in the flesh the accomplishment of that human 
equality of which the instinct had [teen divinely planted in the human 
soul Meanwhile, he felt that the American writer could , mT u „r 
lul function, since it was good to he confronted with the imk .rahm-s 
the surviving savageries, that the smug hypocrisy of ,ivtl’,de* 

try to do so W£ reCOgniZCd them wc wmld "«< thru,, or even 

This conviction that it was the office of the American write, m nuU 
the world better and kinder-Howells liclievet! that sm.r ntomhtv 
penetrated all things, it was the soul of all tilings U at the I, r or of 
much of his later writing. In one way or another, tn.mv .4 hi books 
were concerned with the dawning movement for .social jw.t,,, r U1 .| } ir 
rejoiced in the work of a younger school of writers whL M 
mshed pictures, of certain sides of American life, usually bind r ' The 
evils of big business, of expanding finance capitalism and wage shiv!, y, 
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4, the slavery implicated in our liberty, 1 ’ gave his conscience no peace* 
In two fantasies* vf Traveller From Aitrami and Through the Eye of 
the Needle he examined, from the standpoint of a citizen of a 
Socialist cooperative commonwealth* the sincerity of American demo¬ 
cratic professions as they were illustrated by the civilization of the most 
advanced country of its time* In these books, Howells 1 Altrurtan 
visitor impressed the Americans with whom he came in contact as be¬ 
ing a sort of bad conscience; and it was this impression of himself that* 
as a social critic, working from and through the truth, I In wells wished 
to leave with his readers* The disparity of democratic principles and 
plutocratic practice was, in his view, the gravest issue confronting 
Americans of the twentieth century* 

But, Ilowelb, concerned as he was for social justice, could not bring 
himself to rely on mere external change to achieve it* During an out¬ 
break of savage industrial warfare, he recorded his couva tion that 
stlife was only a symptom, not a remedy; the troubles had to go on 
as long as competition went on; they were themselves an essential part 
of competition. Hr turd to forecast the ultimate replacement of com¬ 
petition by co operation, of unbridled individualism by mh ial altruism. 
He saw that, lor this, “tel'orm” was totally inadequate* Nothing less 
than a spiritual reorientation could bring it about, 

He learned, in time, to live with his troubled conscience, and perhaps 
did m more easily because, tttilike Mark Twain, he hail given no per* 
soual hostages to the forces which his conscience accused. Believing 
that social change depended ujiott the state of men’s souls, hr could, 
in his old age, look at American life and find areas in which the state 
of the soul was go<ah He had always earn! most deeply about those 
aims wlmh unite mm hi a family, *\ts private property never does,” 
and he returned to the province that lie had made his own in youth 
the broad spline of Afiimmft middle class existence* in order to study 
the loyally, alfruiott, and unity which, to him, gave American family 
relations a luge ihrriful average of health and success ami happy life. 
In The Keof*im\ he reaffirmed his faith in one segment of the Ameri¬ 
can scene, the smalt Middle Western city which, two decades later, 
Situ lair Lewis was to portray so lausfitally. But i towel Is felt that 
whmrvcr life is simplest and purest and kindest, that is the highest 
dvdi/atiou, and his Renton faintly, drawn from what lie called the 
fruitful fields of our common htV\ illusttatrd this thesis. Unity fames, 
quite rightly, haded the book as a "pctfcctly classic illustration of your 


I0 ^ Postscript to Yesterday 

spirit and your form.” But other critics were not so kiiullv. The' lr trued 
reviewer of The Atlantic Monthly-H arriet Waters Preston, herself a 
novelist, translator, and scholar-considered Howells’ simple Atm-r i 
earn the monstrous offspring of barbarous and illicit social relations" 
and protested that ‘to approach their sad case with paraphein tin ,,f 
Stcrary preparation" „as life -Vid;„ s i„ am, ‘ Ufl w , 
horns, to a hunt of cockroaches! n * f 

Howells ruefully confessed that he was disheartened hv the t 
and stupefying cry of “commonplace people. 1 ’ Did \ mrlir m i 

wmt only novels about the false ami imjausH,.? humut" 

helptng my people to know themselves in the ,1 In,,, . ’’ 'l. 1 ' •“ 
everyday lives,”he told Standee M,, 1 ™“ " „ '' '""V '‘‘f 

in 4e lovehness of an patent,y ^ 

be likened to an insect, scraping about on the sort', • , ,■ < '**' 

life and trying to act into ire m f ... ,• r 1 M 1 .* Ul ul an 

j lu 6 CC uico its mcamnir tor dir -cik#* # j r l- , a 

ma^rfT 1 '"' H ° “ b ™ ,I,C 1™'™- l".le7he 

master, of a new generation of American writers uhu rirv-1 
realism far more drastic than any he hid one 11 1 4 

leadership had prepared for the litherittu of h^’’J" ,UN 

time, his work came to be account! nr i < tn, » m 

writing sadly to Henry James: “I am comjnr‘.dvdv' , ‘" ! ,r M ' ! ' 

my statues cut down and the « r .™ • * y ,l ,irati >!l1 ' with 

moonlight.” He did not protest tuu utiietlv 1 *!^ l | ,nU "* ^ ^ 
day acknowledging that “my’sort c£ H^n'is'n I* ^'V V* ^ 
Perhaps it made little differ™™ t i desired.” 

- ** ™ " U 

Henry B. Puller had written to him .J !’ 'l ,r »‘»vr!t*;t 

ness in some other air than this.” * lclmi ™«ly,‘ must fiml its full. 







CHAPTER V 

The Skepticism of the Young 


| i | a <;osi*i:t, oi ; iHuriiT 

As the new century opened, an American named Stephen Crane diet! 
ni tubm uIiims m a small Crrman resort. He was nut yet twenty •nine, 
a wiitei, and .litrady t.nnuus. Hamlin (iarland had "disco vet ed" him. 
William I >ran 1 luwells and Henry fames had piououut ed his talent 
tu be magnificent, tntu[iir. The English nitii' Edward Harnett, whuse 
upiniuns wav hdlttemial with Ameriean readers, had declared him the 
one indisputable genius of the young st huoh 

Crane’s meteoric success was inspiring to other young Americans 
who wanted to write. One of them, Ray Stannard Baker, a junior editor 
on A/rCWc A/a,c«nu'«r, was to remembet him, nearly fifty years later, 
.sitting on top uf a desk with his knees drawn up to his chin and his 
Ions; aims Hasping his legs ■-a pale, dim, tired looking young fellow, 
full of half i\nil al, halt pessimistic talk. 

It was this stleak of skepm ism in Crane that made his work so im¬ 
portant, so rvning to hr. ioutemporaries. He was unsettled, and so 
weir they. Eonkmg at the hie around them, they could not agree that 
the moie smiling a sprits of existence were the more American. Society 
showed gtrat spluii he*, of miseiy and squalor, b'or millions of Amen- 
Ians, the pi utilise of hte appealed to have [tern redmed to peimauent 
hojlefesMiess, l lie individual could no lunger conttul his own drstitiy; 
he was at the mercy of immense, impersonal forces. Was this what 
pi ogress i ante to? 

But literature had nothing to say of these things. With few and 
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■ *- of 

portunity. There appeared to be a vas!conspiracy ofdlence 7 ! deliberate 

an angry protest—the wail of a whole section a r i ac ’ m , f ed 
since, in spite of this, he had succeeded mis ht nor th * PC ° P j t? d 
wise? His fame hardened the will of vnn^ i hey T Succeed llke ' 
out in California. Theodore D Tdse r didn’t *“* L ° odo °* 

burgh. Flunk Norm, on MrCWr. rindn,a“y aTote x!!il“f 
he seemed not only a precursor but a beacon! h T U ° £ hem 
Crane had drifted into New York Citxr of- r 

wanted to write, and had done some freeze ^ ,gc . rf twmt ) r ' He 
long dead, had been a Methodist mtoi« the h“dT 
&ith, and his views on aU subjects weri w Uh lost the fanill >' 

York, he spent his time on SetTst' 7 U , nco ™“““)' >» New 
jacent slums. He came to know the fill- 1!^ ft'"’ and in tbe ad “ 
courts, the garish saloons thefihf/^ W ^° mhabited squalid back 
talk bi He W °" U sit “ d 

haunted Union Square by night ElbertHubb^ r J T™* wh ° 

tested that he had no seie of prooS rt ’ “ “? y ^ ^ 
wreckage of the great citv annall Jrl t ^ ^ Ct W3S (dlat tbe human 
their d^radation^Were^thetfth^ & lttd ^ Wiat <*”»* 

Were they doomed by “a sort of co Jafdke ”°f crue ^ callous society ? 
be knocked flat and accept the licking”? If dlSp0S1 , tI0n t0 willingly 
were the product of their environ™ o'u S °’ WaSn 1 If because they 
Christianity as seen around town ” The woridh ^ t0 

virtue in it, but it was dominated by the myths a^dTh^ f ^ 
respectability. He did not h^ 7 d taboos of smu S 

He only waited ro 1 ““ *7“ 

they seem to me.” show people to people as 

~zsr^ir a r pir “" : “~ 

the kindliness! th^d^ !° d r ith ™ 

the lives of the poor? Here was only bm,!!! d" !t fc,,Ually . P ° nrJI: ' ;d 
vree were aken 6 r panted. Ri* Jd WaJn Gdt, 










fhr S{ef>itdm of ike Tmmg t0 g 

'«> mme,\ it. railed it cruel, and acknowledged that 

it w.H ton -a ;.<( h:t leaders, {’nine Imrtitwrtl money I'rum a 
hrufh.'). had a j. ;.vt Vu.ad edition untied under a pseudonym, anil 
tnr.i u> T, s -.r ,.j it itu-uvjj lun4v-<lu«p.-i, Some copies went to light a 
frn- in In. h-d m*,-/,, fir ir,( unc linallv stoml. Kventualty, a 

r««pv came sir., fir hands .4 Hamlin < J ttl.m.L He invited the young 
wurn t.* Ji.-m.'i, '.'ssshI him penniless .uni hungry, anti was shucked to 
ir.im *ii.a hr would t.sw* ,m.iv hn hfetaiy Utiuir inr thirty tiullars. 

‘-om Iwt iirnr lamnhrd hy William Dean 
IhrttviU and he wh now tai.iy established. A mi «.f the middle 
huidrt, flu- V..!h-v us T-mmi a,v, hr hail taken part in the Populist 
mow-urns, aid hid i..>55ju» > ;ur»{ among the tanners with Mary K, 
J,c.e,r. i j,: amuf, embnt.’ted s’mses dealt wtth the conditions that had 
l*t<ic«4,»'d m, it sulvn jehvjiitni agatttst goveiituteitt and against Hod. 
Hr iv tjndri -d wlui t j .me tv.h living to do, and svnt“ 

pnhierd with hum H-t wa. m>t « t ute, like himself, demanding justice 
f.a the f-.difi ; j.-om u{t.atud 1 Was he n.a speaking !.. r all those 
who, t!it-,S).;h is- » tank *hm men, weir destroyed hv a society based 
mi m -1 h.v.-is tt h.-ds-i us jv.f !!i!-, cv is hts mmwmn, Uadand 
s. lui el! -i- . t ;<r Woth. H ilo Would he (nine |e .putlsivr to it 
tlmt 1 1 mvl!,, ihe huj \tnnu an Ii-firt ,, the »fiamj»toj» ut trabsm, 
tlse *nm.-sl to a.a' } Ir a „.,;w ut Ins hook to his old friend, 

whoa* not . * ui) k-, )/t Mt.j-tne wne M lowed l»y all in- 

tclligctit rratlci*, 

t tail 1 *, duoci.a i ha,c ,1!'.' hour in a l«*nosvrd soil, was surprised to 
ir.u hi-, rtn.-u-#u h- * a intiodu-. r him a-, a wi un who had sprung into 
hie hilly aimed, '1 hr talk hum 4 mi Mail. Twain, and Howells as- 
sr j fed tii;! Ms,» iaue , ci d.t flnstg, *h « t !roint% i ait't," Attn dinner, 
llir oidei Ul ,n down a - upy M she lairls pithhshed jioemsol' hiinity 
DiH.im.tn, and i ■ .id .d.nid, IV new, stiattge inusn tired (irane 

and he |, f ,! two don voluturs *4 vr t -,p msjnted hy Htmly’s 
jinrim «h,Ti a hd.-s i;eii«oafn,n of Antrn, an jioets wrtr to legard as 
trait*,miffing a s.i,md, .dmwa rsiingurdird flame. Mranwhilr, llowelts, 
derply 'anted !•;, t a uir*,. ;u,i% ,,i the slums, nird to |*Ur it, lit vain. 
i‘,sr» dr i r!e)i« avd Dr, PatUmist, engaged in a diamatk crusade 
agaiti'.t t.uh d to 4, ktiowledgr the «t.).y sent to hint. Years alter, 
sv.ud, t kmrlh, -a41 nut!,! ii*.t undetsiatid what was tonitd otlensive in 
the In*le itaeedv, Jiui tatir, rsuDiaut hr.,mse .4 his piaiw and 
(i ttlaud's, went oil to the home *4 a htuthrt m the uamny, and set to 
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work on another novel. It dealt with a recruit in the War between the 
States. Once published, The Red Badge of Courage became a hew seller 

overnight. At twenty-five Crane was free from warn, and assured of 
fame. 

Suddenly, anything he chose to write was acceptable, and caveriy 
bought. Because he had written a novel about war, William Randolph 
Hearst sent him off to report the war hetween the Turks and the 
Greeks, and later, when the Spanish-American War broke mtt he 
went to report the campaign in Cuba. Yet his novel about war eon- 
tributed nothing to the legend that war is noble and heroic, i iis snld.rr 
hke his slum girl was a helpless victim of blind ^ “5 
molecule whirled about by irrational forces, the prey of fear for of 

me » if “'j 

JSs&ttXSrit *r- 'r 

saloon. HiS corner * L 7 t ! iHUC r3tlan 111 sNriU,i‘*Ll 

Crane, untimely dead, was thefi leie P “f r my,h ' A(,<1 

among those who tried to write honestly ***** ** 

[2] FRIGHTENED OPTIMIST 

In the summer of 1896, when the f-im,. ,,r e. 1 ,, 

” * ~ ;t 
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worn .1 lull .lire; sun Inking our ,.f its tails; bis tmmmbed mat «f red 
bail sunk ibi«‘tn;b the u.wdrss Him of ,i silk bat. Hr made fur the 
squat bungalow that housed she Amriieaa consulate. On tltc ver.md.th, 
an ample, dignitr-d ligmr in immaculate white ducks tooked at him 
without Imgbtrt. When addt,~,-.rd, this gentleman inquired what had 
caused the new aim d to leave the Hinted Stales in the haste indicated 
by his attire. 'The question was w .lively sot rest, for extradition did not 
obtain in Hondmas, N.< site trjdy was equivocal: "l'erhajw the same 
reason as rotm-d y nitwit?* I Wwly the two mm set off for the nearest 
bar. 

The mi hrtdrd dmrjniuhlr was Al Jennings. 4 Iwndit and outlaw. 
He and a lumber, altrr 4 dating hank rohbety, h.ul lied from New 
Ot leans wit Is thaw thuusutd do]] us, Thrv hoped m settle in Central 
Amen* a, .n i.m »«•„ The digmtied gentleman in white ducks 

wat Wikunt *n-bn. I'**;r>*», mint.-tly a journalist ami .1 hank trller in 
Trxas. Aifi Sir. t.*v gnarn >« to-m the bank, faith had Item lutmd in 
its -k .omits, He bad, vni Hut./!, |<j. 4 ui»ly rtiotiroiisly, with small 
rtiilr.'.C-iuo'.*!, t i f , in, w .tv 4 >-t.>tid jiny, hr sus nvooimr by 

le.it, mad,- iro was to ,\-.v t Jil-am., ,m*l took ••Iu;* l.u Honduras. 

1'ojiri ante • !--»»t vud .•'i’o!.-n;ur:iii wet.- »e-,pr. tabiy tmddlr c law. 
Hr wa, jujus*-,! end u.- ,4 ,m ml am danghfrt, Hr. young wife 

wai tube 1, ul «i; a o .a!, pomd, highly snr.ime g»l, He huesaw the 
S"t ta! jiitiil,Inarm whf !* > I able so. irfy would Vrat oil the family 
of a ii.hu.j .usd. >,< was Cat ol thn tint had put him to tl»>»hr, Amving 
in I Ii'tidmas, he d'->o-kijird she aitriition ot settling thete petmanrmly, 
r*iiahli'-lim f ; a houjr f.-i hv» tatmly, and irhahthtanng hunsetl among 
strange* s. iu L h>*t«e, his wrlr's health wot’trued lapuily, and the 
plan 1 alur to m .dung. 

A yr.it .1 s ‘ • i So. flight, l'oi»et learned that his wile was dying. He 
irunnrd to the t 'tilted Slates. Altailgeinrius vvete soinrhow made for 
him »•< inn mi at S-.-iri**, Ul ,‘jf .met Iri death, ‘t hru he vohtntatily 
Mood trial, t hr oi the ilrtis with wlmh hr was iltaigrd had 00mred 
whrii, having trst, : t t rd timo the hank, hr was working as a journalist 
in auoihri «i*y. line weir iu.h. attosis that his msp< him! nitty lor the 
ratlin nun w.n nrii-ly te him ai; they had taken plair dm mg hts rut' 
jiloymnir as triln, Hr would not allow hi. am<mev to urse these ». 
Wes. In one o| }()■> few sithsnjinn trfrirntrs to Ills misfortunes, he 
louijuied iumsrll to Joseph < * a 11 ad’s I,otd Jim; "We ftoth made one 
latehil mistake at the stijnrmr crisis ol out live-,, a mistake from whith 
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we could not recover.” To the jury considering the case against him, 
his flight was damning. They returned a verdict of guiltv. He was 
sentenced to five years in the Federal Penitentiary at (‘olumfms, t >ht< 
There, presently, A 1 Jennings also came as a prisoner. According to 
Jennings, whose imagination was vividly romantic, Porter had teamed 
up with his brother and himself in Honduras, and the trio had tt wded 
widely until the brothers’ loot was exhausted. Then the jnmmgsrs had 
returned to their trade of bank robbing, in which Porter had refused to 
join them. When Jennings arrived at the penitentiary, hr found Porter 
working on night duty in the prison pharmacy, ami writing short 
stones during the quiet hours. These Porter signed with psemlunvim 
and despatched to someone in New Orleans who circulated them 
among the magazines. Several were accepted, paid for, ami pubf.shcd. 
He thought that, after his discharge, he might he able to cant his In 

r g /t,I ntmg ' thl f. case ’ Woul(1 adopt the name “O. Hciuv “ 
Good behavior reduced his term by nearly two years. He was id, Jed 

“^ SUm f Cr ^J 901 - s P nn * of following year, his st„, lr , were 

T rabIC a0d tk «*'«« mJ/z 

invited him to come to New York City, A 

yeS's ^nTaJmfS h** 7 ***? ° W * amI W,ls to livr right more 

Sted S ni r C ! k mm p,,JHll * lr non in the 

United States, reaching an audience that included .11 level, «.t t , 

from the most intellectual to the nearly iiiitentc 1 J ■ • i * 
furnished „„ Irvin s p laa , „ r a J ^^ ’ , 1 -J ' 

Square, he ground out story after story sometime* „ , ‘ ‘ “ 

a year, until the gathered output filled twelve volumes 'rlmiJ' 
industry was essemhl w* \ Nit cv^itu 

to meet his drain on riLv i gt ' ulv,mcr,i - Hut they were glad 

^rT£”:7Zt7T'' ra " rWm ‘ Alnrii. 

popular at Ze a 7J™ TT""' 5 lcvd ' «• 

Hundred to deal with the*four mili'/TItl* - lunr 

of his previous misfortunes than of'any i'litcrcst'iii” " l!,r 
its net effect was to nrodim,. -> y interest m social reform, hut 

mainly nuned „„ the P fortuncs „" £ ><■> “■■■*, 

and mechanics; a group that, on the whole had W, ft ' JU ' ‘ r C 
inarticulate in American life and atmuymous and 

ican me, and absent from American fiction. They 
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formed^*!*' group rh it 4 Lire generation wax to tlcscriht* as “the little 
prop!."." th.if «,4I ,tv, g legate as the “foigottcn man” 

and ‘Vi'tJtmi'n ns..fi," In thr i-tfnd tnlutu.Mtinu and industuali/ntiun 
of Atsi«-n..i».» htr, tlvi! inuuha-i wne constantly increasing. They war 
the v,* 1 .!, i'te.w,!, h.ud nothing. Sown middle elm of the great 

eitjv^, to uhoin the pirwat u a-. usually jtu\att«us atul the future 
equivocal. 

It w.u i h 1 Inin's spr, ial ^tf’s to pom ay rlrm ax they saw themselves. 
They did ttot i.-itadn themselves psoletattanv, victims of an exploiting 
so. ial oufrs, ti'4,;u -athr.-m tor ie%, itr ot salvage, Although this inter- 
ptruttou ot their t oitdmou might he made hv pohtie.il radicals like 
I'tutiM t h4,!o» >n io.l ,. oil i riot met v like fane Addatm, hy the nmek- 
takot,; t"Oin.ir. a,*4 'Ur Voting s,ho«4 ot vvritm, it was not ac- 
trpt.thk to *-« n!',, 1 »i ! not thr oh! n.tduion of Ametieatt htr hold out 
the a-.at.-jj; r 'he hoy sm.,ht ?:,r m the so. tal wale 9 l M not the 
Artie, i ,;t 1 r He « o* 1 ,.->ei h ihit rvety skilled vvoi krt might, 
in time, hr i«:,cr a tono' ■■■) ot r|»r h-> j> , ; eoi ,ie ‘ However haul ptrxsed, 
thev ■!- .i' „huod.m'k hop'd*!). "It ain't the loarl vve t fi.r; »*\ wlwl\ 

m .nh‘ u. Hi it m 4 n u. *<s;< u> tlir was tve suit one of t J. lfemy\ 

i ha- .1 Jo . ,,x ! *.p--'.-* !,.* ,'A the h-'l-' people, 

t >, limn mi eT, ,n i oto-jj did, rv.oti.'Je tltr capitalists who were 
sweating ’l. -n w.-tl •* . m i a. H.<jr. an.i -.hop*,, hi tilts he had hrhltul 
(urn il-e ,,j •, 4 ,t ; poitou, toi these hat ,h t on. lit tout had lient 

widely r.po.rJ, .usd a . to,a tr agamst them wan aheady making head• 
wav. 1!';* it;- m !» •mrut, th<>Mgh it mdn afrd gritrioits so. ial vymp.t 
tine , w it’.* It i. . ot.-nvi,! -■! .him to thr (,■ t,.t juris, implied no vti> h wk ial 
sl.rpo.: an .o ,4,.! y.cm,; wit’n une h-.»,timing to rvpirss. 'Hie 
Woi! n , o! ho ■/.•; ;*"*i -m-! - . 44..IO dep-at’-d hy litrij ruvitomimil. They 
h a!.**tt;; i at, r >:t thro atiui,-, and U • appealed to shatr it, Hr gave the 
o|*| dupm.is ,» new nan, **.,)» m n-tnis ot thr M<mmoup|.ii'e. His myth 
wan the 1-0 • whe h nto.t \torjt aus herd hv, and Wanted to Mirvr. In 
an are »,t tvI’.d'h S.a do- |r-a, md poveitv lot the many, it assettrd that 
all thin,', v.ete sr.U jn-svddr to the . otmuuu titan, and that most of 
then* vw >i»i.l tom **oi to h*- g*«*• I, 

Thu ., hr. amir, phased rvety type of trailer. Social reformers 
tottntr,{ ima sytopfo thro amts, Apologists lot an expanding 
tapit.ilom toiind *h,-ii . oitipla* rn. y iriutoitril hy his optimism; and, 
hr.aiisr he s-Titjed to hr a «*tusrivai|Vr, they wrtr ipnie willing to 
pt -itse h.m tot hr mg a dvittiHial. ’Hie thins ahottt whom he wrote liked 

oi< je.e.-v-'/ 
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him for shedding on their existence a light of romance. The range of 
his appeal was curiously attested by a single incident. One d iv. Took- 
ing at a display of his books in a Cambridge shop, a I iarvard freshman 
and an elderly, bearded gentleman, strangers to each other, tell into ex- 
cited discussion of his work, and it developed that he was the favorite 
Amencan writer of both. The freshman was John Reed, soon to become 
a celebrated political radical. The other enthusiast was William fainr.i 
Ironically, this prophet of optimism was, himself, a frightened ami 
hopeless man. The physician under whom he served in the penitentiary 
had never known a man who was so deeply humiliated hv Ins prison 
experience. A 1 Jennings, pardoned and restored to eiti/enshm hv IVeT 
dent Theodore Roosevelt, soon achieved success by pubhu/irn* as 
picturesquely as he could his career in banditry. But U. f Iciirv tdt con- 
strained to an almost impenetrable reticence about his past. If he wrote 
about the lower middle class it was, chiefly, because among them he 
could remain anonymous and feel secure. 

Wh ° 7“ “ k “° W him notkc<1 lhat he glance mm kly 
around him as if expecting an attack whenever he entered a r J.rur mt 

or other public place. Io Jennings he confessed his contmual terror of 
eing recognized, and addressed, by some former prison mate, in tm.c 

WdThe rT kn ° Wn t0 ? fw ° f his Hut his own attitude 

forced them to keep up a polite pretense of ignorance which m uie true 
intimacy impossible. They were patient with hi ^ U 
feme came to him, he refused to be cither inter 

M ..■ 

k^TSg"i'r, bm “ d Ch “ P “'*" S I'knU^iby 1 titr 

King in disguise, tipping waiters twice the amount of hi* i ,11 Y , 
to^be anon^ous” * ^ ° f am “ r 3gainsC imriisbn * IIc wantni only 

•hougSUe had foSVn T'f':" 1 " “ y ** I™",, Hr 
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tolled .H .'h-waunkij. t>{ .ommmt Amrtnan life three were the things 
alinar whoh hr * too.u Sophism ttrd uims of 4 liter generation, to 
whom ho. suit-? iv. «nr aflri hn tlr.ith, vveic itu lined to eon* 

sidci him .1 '.nonnestuW, whtsdist,; in ihr «!.uk to keep up his courage. 
Ref. 'tain i.* .11 oh. .4 . to.. .■ttu-mptumi-i ol Im social optimism, were 
toduiau* lorn a sea. in-ii m, Jiut, lU'.ul> tmiy vrars attn his ileath, the 
“tonmion nun" aUmt wh, >m he wtotr, hav mg smvivrd two great wars 
and a duadr <4 oitfinf r.mtomi. wr.rn, shown! little tmlkatimt of 
heity pet -asaded that i». I lenty\ view of Auteiis.'.m life was false. 

[ 3 J A 1 < M' S * \}‘Ht 

In the r,i»lt tom.lir.lv ,m nnirs, unhappy woman writer was 

siaiun: i.t 'hr vl-o-r.i o t .time!, hi the t'.ihtornia mast, tamg 
isolated lit t (U'/.o vall-v, !.h- Im* 1 l«e.»iH»r fitrndiy with the 

Indian. wh * wu>- .mud ih nr, {bvuy studied thru icltgious myths 
and urn.,!,, Mu ,M 0 > Vr.nu w.rt now an anient mvMio This in¬ 
line,! ho *.< • ‘ft,- >, !"-t o v . -h t its who was visiting her 

llrujMH, ills >u *’ u d li.OOsr was U>4 |t> .i i. eahlv in e\Unite, 

}fr tv..-, rs h.lj! 1'. >Ut? W*4,tr!| tllli,; Minilsrlves at him. 

by ‘it »* o' i-t 11- *.-i! Mi \ft »ii if <h-y put -tied the truth 
slum sn j null <■) -l*/ ■) ?.< thr w»• >',r >4 ,ut .image man; men of 

ymwi mart tl.-ut' hr p> 'pair.l »,.» thus assault. She thought mtaiit 
of hr. ideas s s < H .V-vi }>'•{>.tr had she m-t a man who totihl get 
thunk ios.no,!>. :u t.hr psrvrjur »,j women wh«an hr trspntnl She was 
suspt.ions oi t’.ir .onvuji-lv .hoolvtug ami te joimmg img of his ad¬ 
mit us who l V ! do- t a, llu> site Was tmtmpjr’.vti fly his l emit 
do..a Huwimuii ,■•, T-.ooti, ,M* m 4! though stintly on all in- 
trllr. Oi.il in>" Mu, Vi ,'ut oil-! J t> 1 ,nii'IU( had I*, shale down a 
hit Hut 'he', i»r, am*- t( ku<I s i h u, she was ijuitr tr.tdv to take him 
sri W ;t!t r( t r Soil Krsolufloll. 

So, t..- a i-'vs '.■un, sm-m* nuuy «*din Amen*ami, rspnially those 
a!hr 1 sut-i ;!a- in »u r d hi m> hes *4 oig,um*rd lalx tr. Among thrill, 
he uno .,,-,1 4 unop.u po-soge .o -.p. d.rsttun and tr.n hri, Had hr not 
risen tfom »!u umls ot die rspla'rd and im-Supavilrgedf Had hr not 
ptondly dr, t o . -I ins pn.h-i.auu i'n,;ili and irpmtrd, in ho*ik alter 
So, proujul rsprtuu. r o} die pH, thr ahvss, thr human * rvo 
por<l the I'amihi and tit'* . hatnrl house of out t ivih/ation 5 Hid he 
not ptr.o It ihr douunr of thr tins sv.it, thr strrn uri rssity for a ttulo 







"Postscript to Yesterday 

tant socialism? He hated the rotten and irrational system which cant 
talism had fastened upon American life, and many of his hooks were 
undisguised propaganda for its overthrow. Vet, so skillful 4 storyteller 
was he, that they were eagerly read by the great middle class uh;. h 
he professed to despise. For a time it seemed lihelv that Jack Lmdnn 
an avowed revolutionary, might exercise a powerful iatluntcr ,um» 
the social outlook of the American people, might actually hasten the 
success of that crusade for social justice whic h seemed to be henitmim' 
on so wide a front. But this possibility soon faded. ' ‘ ” 

Jack London was an illegitimate child, offspring of a casual alii tmr 
between an eccentric woman and a professional astrologer u ho downed 
her m her pregnancy. He never knew his father, but acve»te.| as his 
own thekmtfly, inefficient man whom his mother present Iv m.unrd 
His childhood was spent in deepest poverty along the warn, from of 
Oakland, on San Francisco Bay. He sold ttewspagns in saloons, dtJ 

thenlTT? , W ° rk t d 111 3 bH ' vlin « 1 k ' K-t through grade * h „,4 
then worked long hours in a cannery. At fifteen, he was an 

pirate on the bay, a hard-drinking, worldly-wise hoodlum; metnbe, of 
a gang, and a juvenile delinquent. At seventeen, he signed .at 1 so 
for a long voyage in Siberian and Japanese watns. A vm in,-, ’ he 
joined the western division of "Cenerar ( Wv’s , ' 

justice. He made his wav h ick to rh» u, ■ in ,f 1,1 

high school, and then one unhappy y*v'i?w\T7f* 
joined the radical wing of the wU '/ hwr ^ f Y- He 

termined to become a writer After Icivin'^l"*" " ,U '’ ly ‘ ' U1 ‘ ! <!r 
the Klondike during the height of th ft un,vt,r '“>‘- hr went to 

gold, bu, the adveifturc , t.. ** **'! ^ Ho . 

bin fame ™d Snandal tu 

«££ rtsr rf-"V ,u v; * -.. 

Nona of d* odd j„ bs h t k( | J, J a , “""‘iThl,4 'TlV"" ‘ 
than ten cents an hour; precisely the w>J t 1 ' mnr 

nery as a child. He condoled that merebn vn w‘ 7 !^ ,hr t,m * 

* ■—* b “' 
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fill iiiinJ fo inAnn: um;to*. Hr ttrvnr dkfimmt fir purely material* 

htu hnn H ?hn 4 / .1 ’; m nmr, UJ, .^mmir talent frtiilnl to filmattr 
i!* au*S the * - h •'* * th 4 nv 4 Io;tnU in whi* h lir Himv in muve 
btinirH hvn nn .dhn, on/, n 4 .4 rr ni|inrr atul as an artifit. 

Ill }?ts mo - -** ho;h '>> h S.J in,| nitnrtvtn* hr rime iiifu umtaet 
with uh.*% m !wn, m mo! hr nr r iii4 . ; ns*r atnl sr*mity of middle* 
ihv* Hr, ,V* * • nv„!- n! v ohm, Sir iv^nvrt the nsi 4 ilH das*, Hut as 
ill mhsuhnh **4 1 h* t !nr ! owh in tlir *dbr of n** irty* down in the 
sithtmntvon 4 odn m f-irm dm,; mhidi n 1% neither nice nor proper 
111 Sir « mi *•!, hv H ion ao in ! lmnnt% wlndt they enjoyed, Ami 
lie hhnnn r? U-, of n <m a trvmf?,il wnv of ho* it! intrrioi tty* Cnulil 
hr ?ilhn »hr no Hh . rr ir,or t Sin p»o|rMlMil M*Itf»niipt for them 
ft»ho iv a noo t r on., :n rmo o? ibr otth maitdaid they nvn# 
t! 5 /d do n • h. 1 r v,,oom V:\n,* o. nmvl a .oiitlnf Imwrrti 

m I u f h.o\ -• f o - o 4 or‘- , * 1 *a h » Sj hr w.n ft/ivt. Mr to tr\o|vn. 

It hi* .? 4 - ^ f ho » -« a 4 no it 4 no! podmed a srastlimj in* 

eon/* "« # r•; v ’ r ’ : ; •'* ? ' • - **" ! n, »\ f • * t ;* ;, 

11?** V ’* " J ‘ ' -»n,o - io 5>* S O M it na 5 t '.nairHt nfti upon 

hi* *■', "< *.? ", *r l - h’ <-< !*' ' 1 r 4 o*,‘ » nhr h :u fr.nr hr uitir to 

ln f n h“ H n • o. h ‘ h, ■ ,, ■] | 0 * 0 -1 * - on* n- ih m*r, { ; u? rhr jnihlu % 

tin** •/ o . ’ * * * ? 1 ‘ hr on n m ? Sr" .-y * r l!ir fn^nlrr;; aiitl Ml 

iidrnnrl ^ ‘ 4 , n ; : , ,wor r *n ,/m nu,i lnAr>\ Sn l at the vam 

mho. | t* o : ; o h i n-?r, on'o to or o!o;m if lion a frltigr* 1 

to rent <- - ^ * 0-/0 10 ,, 'n;-! * o*^ ont ilMiurvi ol Isifti 

flir'ir f. I ! • r ‘Ai-O’ nan 4m nuno wSndi |ir ImJ alnndrii 

ill h/r* 1 * ? Sr lm< >* , r ‘ - ' on> n, .4 >, I n ^ iu if a ri$4 ilsr mill In j tower 

Iff ho \ r o r ' 4 /io-f M.{ ; S !n ’ 44 ,r, o| || Snufrh* ,llr 4 Mumg 

fftnt 4 / „ ,r ( !‘ •> * o, , ro*/. . Vo U4i oi hn h |*i ,iS it* ^ rv, \?oiV, 

4 !i/ e foorrh; n ", ,108 * t ' !v r /'V Inn? ♦?. 45 ,4 } tufa! to Alr,rf, 4 fl 4 fll€ 

Iinim ; h of * | o: f o-, '■* ho.n, 4 So Mol a V 04 jiihtt’if »r film! «f 

vdmtiv ni *h,«r 00 !om, -.44 nq.ir Vrin linlr, Hir Mt* rrsi of 
I hr loiom! >;r »u/.{ * 1 J/ 4 lv, ton M » mnmur inrit ji» ainl amom* Ini 
n noo’S, ^ ' *, /,) -4 ? U H n m 4 hir mhnlr^, will fo |imvn| 

thr Vf^r.4 foot, hr* i/n on hoodo J, who* mthilrirtif to Ihr lair of 
the 4 m; 4 n /v, S ,»o ,,*4 m,o, *v n*o !4 n* 4 n m viiir?) Iioiti in* loftrn 
Inntnv 4 h^v* 4 v hi, , < ^4 ho */- u! a fi trn 4' 4 riih in n?nr ahru ar 4 
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cause, had become a renegade, had sold out to the capitalists for wealth 
and ease and luxury. For, as he made more and more money, he chose 
to live in circumstances of well-publicized extravagance 
When he began his writing career, he hoped to achieve financial in¬ 
dependence and, after he had won it, make his writing serve his social 
ideals. His intention was to produce books which would advance the 
war of the classes, and hasten the social revolution in the United States 
Bu even before the publication of his first book, he was acknowledge' 
that it s money I want or rather, the things that money will buy and 
I could never possibly have too much.” He was, he said, in pursuit of 
dollars, dollars, dollars-and his motto was, “If cash comes with fame 
come fame; if cash comes without fame, come cash ” ’ 

In spite of this materialistic ambition, he wrote'a series of books 

3 nngin f t0 the crusade ** «*! justice. Thesefo 
eluded both fiejion and factual social studies. Among the prosperous 

dasses of the United States they added forcibly to thlt awakX of 
the social conscience which was so rapidly progressing between the 
urn of the century and the outbreak of the first World War Liberal 
ism and reform were in the air. The journalism of exposure had 
aroused the public to the conflict between human rwht< ZST 
nghte brought about by an expanding industrialism. The nredlS 
curbing die power of big business was coming to be widely recognized 
The Socialist party was steadily growing in strength. In these dreum' 

=E.ri? T.-7 

Their greatest influence was amor l tc 7 

tmls^n 1112 r j dkaI f aCti ° nS ° £ or Samztd labor,^ “intellect ' 
discontented ^ 30(1 ^ 

less. To all of these Tack T nn A > ? der their Nation hope- 

-fier both ^ SCCmed 

1 a politicaI and social 

outbmak o claLTZ tT- ** We ^ 

revolution of fo e *5 Uni * d ^ I* dealt with an abortive 

tained to protect foe oS by ^ ? atioa ’ s ar *ied forces, main- 

evitable develnnmp P ° and property of organized capital. The in¬ 
development of capitahst society, as London described it, was a 
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ttfilmr Anb^it idrnr A xu'h dr th^n fmUnnvo Pawke state. ilk 
"Oh# u4n M 4r \jrM mnrtirfi n 4 *.im Mtevcd fluf they alone 
nuntumy I mbr er n I Hn Sud 4 UwM mur ui cthiu! itfjitrummm 
4Uil fhr» nr? ;,! 4,. aunnd Un flim ycatt iliivtng tnrm To 

krejohr r-uv,*; at wTr 'armitei * §rm 4 4 t4\mrd iiltui which 

Imulm 4?nr„V4 r armthaiy tlir Amnn m Fnlmitkm t*i Ltlw f 
ahead* mnmtr -4 m «r y mnm wait dir mtjduvm, The Oligarchs 
humrrd dir 4 n«um .4 hik 1 In/ WmTmu fir #rear uititm*. If %\\t$ 

Midi drmnn, r. rdry k* f mAm, dut lejn the wot km tif his day 
flow dm 5 *# wn riLrnvr, ITe Im^me X\ IMw, hr jww 

|ni|r mk hi dr 4 i mykn alt hi* Imive or^mi/ation of 

wet In v, InrVy n *rdrt dr b dkd rt4 the ttmkilled, and making 

pro* n< n ,1 < r,r:: n U /r! hi hr mb, bmlin itumaft/fd 4 mUm- 

it?a§ v nh vdr 4 m/ h dr rnr ur inwimdy tamdiar n 

the 1 *r x ;>r r \ 1 * ‘Ad 4 s V mrtmm.TU irp.unt m at! major in* 

doMiM* T 4 ; J* TwT fit j)r 1,5^4 Wllhn#Uevi Ilf Ilttlllfl 

|r,*4n ’* m t t hi, ^ h ’<i * v'-A f h nV 4 b many i>! rhm own * n yym/4* 

flMir bt r r s r hi * ’ “*> i ** | 3 ; > t , S nm 1 nr rrar foi’ 4 ‘ 4 firjr h,imU|\, 
vTam y h - ' . n/,r n l >* .f Ia dr in ni S,mk 4 < Th *h» this ill 
Ian Fn n* 4 m 4 ; n ( n nr* ; bv nr»? dr Ihhi !, »4 ftr rmjdtnrn* 
4 : r r/»% n 4 , f 1 - J m ' <u r»! if m hu umturmu*v I»hi4% 

Wii 4 HIHnh' i /l'H ! hn } j A l nnbbilf 11 nflnfsf Hh' Amrf I* 4 ll 

V; 4 * rn v * n- t ,r>4 » f r 1 unr»n 4 *?»4 ffidnrty Stufii ftir 

tmiirr *iv.‘ if. r IMr ?Si 4 f ' ilr h .ijaidrr# Srivr Malm utir 

mm»sa T 4 i» ! r ^ 4 .iiF 4 m \%h\b mi v ,m*i liitdrn tivrr 

111 .u4, f)f.a M ?hr tnar r, ?hr VV^ilrri vmm flir lift 

tina.i a “ Ih- ?!rt di‘ ;h *4 dr # vramn!i minify wanted 

flmin. a | ijydr ! r H HidaHr, nav! HiHHiiiMtanl 4 fu ififlt Ilf 

the lywmvam?, Tdfda m %b 11 wn- nrriy |r^a!|/r 4 ftTttffy* 
and tmt dr lin^n^n; *4 dr * r rntn *, hi n?i taan mtnnn llir iivnifirfli 

minny hr A 1 ’ hr <* 4 , w.r, *‘dr }iwn% day, t«* nit hr n the 

dawnifr; r| dn- ' 'nafni it 10 ndi 4 *i>d 

Thai fjr^iv V*.n 4frt lijiMii 4 tirlirl’ «nf iifimfllfiiril 

liliut trlna Him % dm dr HAUW\i\ 14 I^iyrifiifiify 1 m 4 lirnf 4*a*rd» 
•Iff4 '« hnrA If4 4 !! ?mr ill dr t T?.f^4 ni.iirn "Tier 4r#n Wilt it*4 npfi 
4ft4ilr 4 Ih| Irditr fhrta |nr,nr dan,irsilfla rf .illihninn M4lfi^ flirfi Ut trad 

tlr j4r 4, 1 4 N* 1 t IP MU il t dirAHIn 4 * 1114 tr hmi huifi fifty pan 
latrr* fmnfm avrsnd* ,ln 4 un% f 'rsryr, ttr |««if S rn ti twiy, tmyhf 

ll4Vr lira Im hr uniTiit rf Sir^ miHRi, ri t-I 4 irdrjaUMU at' tilUtmii till! 
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he would have had no opportunity to become the builder of Home¬ 
stead and the founder of multitudinous libraries. For, .is London con¬ 
tinually emphasized, the old myths which were the heritage ol the 
American boy in his own boyhood had ceased to iv valid’’ 'I h.uti-.h 
Jack London’s novels were, for the must part, unblushing ti.uisctipts 
of his personal experience and adventures, he scents never to have 
recognized that his own career illustrated the continued validity, in 
American life, of the ‘old myths” which he sought to discredit The 
rise to wealth and fame of a wharf rat and hobo was no less impirss.vc 
than that of the poor Scotch boy—ami London himself exemplified die 
persistence of an opportunity in which he professed to disbelieve. 

As the years passed, and his income approximated that of a sm crystal 
capitalist, Jack London’s taste for luxury increased, his sdf iiuhilmicr 
expanded; and Ins faith in the common man, the high destiny of the 
proletariat, dwindled away. Like others of his genet .nmn, he had w.tne 
under the spell of the mechanistic philosophy current at the time. Hr 
began to feel that man faced a universe brazen with iuddiemme to 
ward him and his dreams, that it was good lot htm to at f,„ r 

value the cheats of sense and snares of llesh, since, in ,mv ...sr, all lives 
lost the game m the end. “Sometimes 1 wish I had „ rvrr thr 

books, he confessed to a friend. The ideas derived horn ins' vomhltd 
reading still haunted htm; hts own existence began m . j 

could not be at peace with himself. ' 

Always the most industrious of writers, he came to hate the drudm-v 

debt which h s extravagance pded up. He anmmmcd, pubh, | v tit „ [ ir 
had been trying hard to get out of the suiting \ IH 2*** 

from rl W r C - 1-' 0 ^ P cn * wratc ^‘ n K ft* good. At length, hr msiVurd' 
rom the Socmhst party, to which his adherence iiad added consider tide 
prestige. He gave as his reason its lack of fio- , , I, i 
emphasis on the class struggle. He h id alw ivs h *1, ' ^ ‘ M I' 1 

- *, _ Jrrt'issreri-c*! 
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! ; “' f U 'r: 1 ] v ';'••• 1 rlv «> J*hi|^ n ,hk4t temhm« 

%n ; u |,A 3 * 0,1 ■* 1 •» at the* .ny Ot t.utv he 

' • ' V“ / ,! I ,„.««««* 

rf T ( nv:i> '- - l s "- 11 • »u lr,a the rum-me of 

’ V !'-4 ytat.i.nl every mate 

rial ‘ ••• i ' • ■■ hi - «u,i nev.-i «.tjmr,i a V jisr ,,f |’„jf,j| u 

m«»t, 1 3 * 1 : ■' * : ‘S”! 4ts,t h,i U) e«l my iHuhtieht oil 
l * ,r ‘ 1 ‘ l * them, iwueni. 

1: '' - J "'' !ii In Mmm> hii*1’ rr.tt-i, hr kul 
• r '"" ^ .*h ’.hr.,-. hr H.H unr.lv Mllmmml 

' • ' ' ’.. iru It i«i }vn. t,, u .,,„ rn [»J 

A f vr, V' > 4 v,ul uri«**l 

wl ' u,t •’ turn, am! mn-.-h u-r.e 

' fiU ‘' v ' v *' : 'V:-, .-mi..,-,! a-, , }« fl) iuu .,ml a 

1""!'t r ’: ■’ hh.;hrr.l hy , amtahx Mitirtv 

in ui*j. n ** <* » 1 ’ . ■' .. »• vk 
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'"’ n 7'‘ ' ■ 1 ' ' ' m- -’v.'-n loj.-tK,, I),r,v» watj 

! \ Its, *( ls,-s . j. wri 

■■ n ' ‘ -r V..U.1, wh.i hr),l a n- 

• ' 1 t '" ‘ .• i'-'i! !,-h r.V,* I;.- iv,rt rvacti.u; his 

■' _/ ‘ _ t ’ il ' ’■ *> j4 Ji ’ ‘ HVr ,.ttt a i aim’ for 

‘ ' r;!> i h !,t Nr tv VoiL. It wa«i 

thfxus, )>’• i his. 

Ji:, ‘ '*'■ • 1 ; - 1 '. ro!;-!. !*■- h «) mil away fmm 

1 1 |:; ’ ' '■ ; ; U •■! ,m; j,, 5l „ t },r 
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to all provincial Americans. It had the hard, bright glamour of a 
chromo. At the lower end were the Fifth Avenue Hotel, the Hoffman 
House with its celebrated bar, Delmonico’s. At the upper, there was 
the new Metropole, with a vast restaurant open to three streets where 
stage folk congregated. Between, the broad avenue was l in e d with 
theaters, expensive shops, luxurious hotels. Lacquered carriages passed 
in a continuous procession. The sidewalks were a promenade for pretty 
women and prosperous looking men. 

To Theodore Dreiser, this scene was eloquent of wealth and power. 
It impressed him as pruned of almost every trace of poverty or care. 
Ihe hand organs were grinding out Paul’s ballads—“My Gal Sal ” 
On theBowery,” “Just Tell Them That You SawMe”-and passers-by 
constantly hailed or stopped him. Everyone recognized him. He knew 
everyone of importance. Theodore Dreiser observed this admiringly, 
with a touch of envy. He was poor, unknown, still seeking. An out¬ 
sider, hungrily looking m on a bright world. When had he not been 
on the outside, looking in ? 

Paul told him about the banquets and balls of the wealthy, at Del- 
monico s and the fabulous new Waldorf. Theodore, he said, ought to 
write about these things some day. Out in the Middle West, people 
chdnt know what was happening. The rich were gaining control of 
the country, and presently would own it. Theodore ought to show up 
what was going on, make people aware of it. Theodore listened, felt 
the challenge. Some day, perhaps . . . But, just now, how could he 
secure a foothold in New York ? 

cnl T ^ City A W f! ^ £asdnated him - He explored the shuttered 
plendors of Fifth Avenue. Wall Street, which raised images of mil- 

hnns made in stocks overnight, of yachts, orgies, travels. Printing 
House Square, where the great dailies were located. He stared at their 
buddings with the eye of one who seeks to take a fortress. City Hall 
Park, its benches filled by those whom the huge, terrible city had 
broken Bums, loafers, tramps hoping for a handout, waiting for the 
bread hnes to form. There were zest and security and ease for some, 
cheek by jowl with poverty and longing and sacrifice. Wherever he 
turned, he felt a sense of power that had found itself and was not 
easily to be dislodged. There was an indifference to ideals, however low 
or high And there were huge dreams and lusts and vanities being 
gratified hourly. Everywhere, he was aware of a terrifying desire for 
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which accompanied a lack of means.” Money. Success. Power, Social 
recognition. Were not these the very stuff of the better life, the fabric 
of the American dream? 

In Chicago, Theodore Dreiser was shunted from job to job. Order 
boy in a wholesale hardware firm. Driver of a laundry wagon. Clerk in 
a real-estate office. Canvasser anti collector for a company selling cheap 
furniture on the installment plan. 1 ins |ob he lost bet'a use, needtuu an 
overcoat and having no money to buy one, he luisihed his collections. 
The dreary search for work began again. Finally, after many failures, 
he was taken on the staff of a newspaper. 

Long afterward, he was to write of Chicago, by its shimmering lake, 
as a king of shreds and patches, a maundering yokel with an epic in 
its mouth, a tramp, a hobo among cities. The eitv that he knew was 
crude, primitive, vicious-but it sang of high deals and higher hopes, 
and its fame already girdled the world. It was a city of violent, be. 
wildering contrasts. The fetid slums, where Miss Addams hoped to 
inaugurate the reign of social justice. The arrogant new palaces of the 
new nch, whose foresight and ruthlessncss had captured railroads, gas 
works, stockyards streetcar system#. The flat monotony of jmyluult 
middle-class neighborhoods. When the titans of finance dashed over 
a ranchise, or the possession of a public utility, the issue was decided 

by pdmaan, who «mm,U„1 ,ho ball... a ,ul „1,1 ,l,„„ ,|, c 

highest bidder. In these contests the people- both the middle class am! 
the enslaved poor were mere pawns, disposed of by forces whi, h they 
could scarcely identify, still less expect to control. This was dcmua.u v 
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that the culture was obsolete and the practice savage was tu invite the 
hatred of those whose interest it is to support the one in order to protit 
by the other. 

He had not learned the elementary literary lesson that so successful 
a writer as Mrs. Wharton, at the age of eleven, had been taught by her 
mother. She had shown, her first story, which began, “If only I had 
known you were going to call, I should have tidied up the drawing 
room.” Said her mother, icily, reading no further; “Drawing rooms ate' 
always tidy.” Americans preferred fiction which putrayed life as it 
was displayed in the parlor—where, along with the piano, the hit, a- 
brae, the jar of pampas grass and the copy of Dr. Cantwells heartening 
Acres of Diamonds, they kept their ornamental Sabbat h fait Its. 

Dreisers novels had the effect of shattering these pious convictions. 
For they compelled the conscience of middle-class Americans to face 
the actual stuff of American existence in the raw. Here was the common 
enterprise of getting on in the world. Had it not given birth, in some 
fifty years, to a unique civilization--an age of vast industrial combina¬ 
tions, enormous concentrations of capital, more anil better tbitu’s for 
everybody, limitless progress? Here was the potent religion of success 
which made the progress possible. To keep the whole incredible 
mechanism running smoothly, Americans had had to find an ethical 
sanction for their materialism. So they hail invented the dogma that to 
accumulate or manage money in order to achieve good, or needed scrv- 
ices, was a worthy moral principle. Of course, everything depended 
upon your definitions of good, and of needed services. Culture im¬ 
posed one set, which you used for ceremonial occasions. Social practice 
taught you another, and if you hoped to get oti you adopted them. C >ue 
of Dreisers characters, gazing at a bank building, thought of it as ,tl 
most partaking of the nature of a church. This was not a comment oti 
architecture. It was a profession of faith. For Americans were qumiv 
ruled by conscience. Had the American conscience been duped? 

The evidence that Dreiser accumulated indicated that it had. True 
he presented American civilization from odd angles of vision or so’ 
they seemed to readers in the first, decades of the new century. A simple- 
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The Tuan, were more social history than fiction; a ,study of the open- 
tion of the new finance capitalism, in the form of a biography of one 

of its outstanding exponents* 

• Yerkes or as Dreiser called him, Frank Omvpmvood, was a true 
product of the American divorce between social coma turn and s.vid 
praettee which, as William Graham Sumner said, led to moral an.uvhv 

quickness brain T f 'T V!*** ^ W ' ,ld luul ' C, ’ U »«’“•»“! 
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American gospel of success. This man in the ca rl i ■ "“!* h ’ wl 
power, disrupted the economy and .U,,’, l i i M ‘ ° ,Us tu 
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part of our willing and doing. Respectable folk ‘ k \' Vhu t h ,trc M “ 
were “amoral.” Perhaps they were' In, r k w ‘ ul ! ,ut lm 
Practice which they \vcrc following lv”'l 3‘f'""jT'’ 5 " 1 “« il1 
pointed out thac the practice had no' relation n, ti T- 'T "” l> ' 

This was precisely what made bim •. i K oihual social code. 

X wnat made him seem dangerous. For m:my yc;lrS( 
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tall, grey, lonely man whose appearance was as awkward and anxious 
and earnest as his cumbersome novels : Honors came to him late 
among them, with a kind of irony, a medal of merit from the Atm-rh 
can Academy of Arts and Letters, custodian of the otiirini insignia of 
respectability. The official arbiters had long subjected him to deten¬ 
tion. But, as the critic Howard Mumford Jones pur it, when he died 
it was as if something primary had disappeared from the American 
scene; as if a headland crumbled and slid into the sea, 

[5] MIRAGE 

Shortly after Theodore Dreiser left Pittsburgh to seek a reporter’s job in 

S eW X°n^ 7 ? Un ? W ° man joincd thc *» Pittsburgh newspaper'. 

Miss Walla Gather had just graduated from the Umvorsrrv of NVbratk t 
She was not seeking a career in journalism. Though Urn twenty year's 
od, she had long since chosen a profession. She was determined to 

become a writer or fiction. 

For some ten years, Miss Gather worked as 4 journalist, and subse¬ 
quently a teacher of English, in Pittsburgh. Sire .spent holidays in 
Europe, in Nebraska, Colorado and Wyoming. She (tied fm lurid , t 

tendon of if Mri^ t ’7 ° ,K ‘ ,rf thor ^ *■ 

tea don of S S. McClure ami when, in must of the bull,am orwb 

na! stall of his magazine resigned to launch their own publnanorr he 

invited Miss Lather to an editorial post on hhClmr'i, Six \ rirs 1,’tcr 

having meanwhile become its managing editor, she retired iron, the 

c“rs“ d from iour ” ium -*• -»• - ..-1.: 

“ Jiorf rr ^ 

or miss Sarah Orne Jewett, tire distinguished writer of r,„ 1 1 

to°receiv W e J^ she w f ^ 

you can. One must know the world m ‘/M r m<%lntmr ' M 
parish.” But Miss Jewett did nor V ca “ b»ow 'be 

diction. It was not until xom w i, ^ 1°/*° * * C ftdf *^ mn,r be, pre- 

year, that Miss Gather began’her brig" C remrd‘ li f ,r,U ! hl,IM ^ f " r,irfl ‘ 
American life. By then, l 
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come; the pioneer was replaced by the successful farmer, the small¬ 
town businessman and banker; the culture of Main Street had been 
established; and a brief, inarticulate dream had been forever over¬ 
whelmed by the gospel of materialism. 

Looking back over this process of change after it had run its course, 
Miss Gather found it no matter for rejoicing. Had not the inexorable 
needs of an economic system destroyed much that might have been 
fruitful for culture and society? Natures that resembled a rich mine 
of life like the founders of early races were vulgarized, or forced into 
dull, conventional molds—and the result was held to be “Americaniza¬ 
tion. The morality of the new order amounted to little more than 
the compromise of cowardice apologetic and sneaking-to it, any 
righteousness, alive and burning, was dangerous, and so must be 
extinguished. Vast, impersonal economic forces had shaped a society 
appropriate to their ends. To the achievement of those ends, standard- 
izanon and conformity were essential. The free play of individuality 
had become reprehensible. The only incentive which society recognized 
as meritorious was the making of money. Such was the final term in a 
process which had begun with the vision of the pioneers-whose dream 

,*■ tay midst ° f nf. 

This verdict, implied by Miss Cather’s novels about the past, was 
made explicit by the few novels in which she undertook to deal directly 
with the United States of her own time. In them, she studied the for- ■ 
tunes of characters who inherited the pioneer vision, and found them¬ 
selves m conflict with an environment that no longer afforded it 
genuine opportunity. They were those in whom the old belief flashed 
up with an intense kind of hope, an intense kind of pain-the convic- 
lon that there was something splendid about life, could they but find 
it They were idealists out of harmony with a materialistic society, and 

fits W g Tw ° f 12161111 ^ hCr ° ° £ her s^y of le 

First World War, was typical-a farm boy, born in a coarse and pros- 

pemus environment, tormented by the discrepancy between his own 

realkv ln °ih ^ 1 ^ ° f ^ 3nd 4e surrou nding unlovely 

in Fmnre h' T 'T ^ ** ^ with which became familiar 
hu^And T 6XpreSS f d 311 that ^ United States had denied 

bmn T? WaS J Simp e: “ Men COuld stiU die for ai * idea; would 

burn all they had made to keep their dreams. . . . Ideals were not 

arc aic mgs, beautiful and impotent; they were the real sources of 
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power among men.” But it was a moral which he had never found 

exemplified at home. . i_ 

In Miss Cather’s books, skepticism about the American present too 
the form of an elegy on the American past. Her vision o 1 e was no 
prospective, but nostalgic. She spoke, not for some uture, 

for the hopes of vanished yesterdays. And, because o t is, s e see . 
the most melancholy of the major novelists of her generation. °*- 1 
her work America contemplated the victory of industrial civilizatio 
and material prosperity, and the defeat of a dream. 



CHAPTER VI 

Seven Tillars of Wisdom 


C 1 J the national 


GADFLY 


still wrTr;? ean ?°T S ’ b ° m i n the America of An drew Jackson, was 
wa 3 f 1116 Africa of Henry Ford. No longer widely read, he 

s^emld tt , h ° n ° “ kst ° ric figUre ’ survivin S fro “ an era that 

ofTdfsrfnT t e< fr f e WaS di$tant * And was he not also the last 

whidT ( 1 hf ? ^ ° f Irving ^ the coun ' 

y had never lacked a man of letters who, speaking for the whole na- 

sp °ri;' n o 7 f Q r 2 e n ted h - t J? * C Wh ° le world - When Howells died, in the 
spring- of 1920, this high succession became vacant. 

hat it was filled almost immediately was not obvious at the time, 
n the autumn of 1920, Sinclair Lewis’ Main Street swept across the 

the So^ ^ Whlr W T d ° f C ° ntroVers ^ which soon carried it around 

maior nnv 1 TC ? ^ atC f’ h / Ving mean -while produced four other 
major novels, Lewis was the first American to be awarded the Nobel 

nZ Z LT i! teratUre ' By I930) therefore, world opinion accounted him 
, y 1 e , most emment living American writers, but the most 
neJ nfT Ve mterpre f r ? American life and culture. As to the correct¬ 
ed these appraisals, the sanction of his countrymen was not unani- 
,mous« 

Nevertheless,it was as a spokesman that Lewis, in accepting the 

1S ^ SSed /c me aS f CtS ° £ the Hfe of his g fead y Moved native 
, The U ^ ed State ^ declared, was as strange as Russia and as 
omplex as China. It had passed through the revolutionary change 
from rustic colony to world empire. Possessing billions of money and 
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inns of f.ii'h, it « .h un.i*-»!.ii*Sv vital and rtijiriimcntal. But, speaking 
mth an 1 tunkne*..;, 1 r«a questioned whether 

the Amen. «s t h>d <.-p? pa.r wnh murjul pt ogress. Must Ameri- 
i-.tit*. iwt -ma ibut even wtitris ‘.till feared any literature 
whs. h .!■-! » a 'a 'hr national faults a-, well as the national virtues, 
Srit'*'«s uui.t, a,i,l aiti.rs wrte condemned t«> work alone, in con- 
[mts'it, *,up;,| ,»n!v !«>, thru mtrgtttv. oppressed bv a sense that their 
w«»d d 1 1 w<’ snam-t, .usd ?ht? dt*-v dul nut count, in a land that pro 
(ht,~<1 rights Inj'.Hitu-,,, nt.tf.tts hv the million, and wheat hy the 
htihun* of hi'ah-B. l.rwn drj hm-d the dmnee in America of Intel* 
band l;te uom -ill .relvon, a mdatds id' itupirtatue and reality. 
Though M 'hr ».? Atit-'iu hi liter nine hr had every hope and 

r\m e,i,,;-s h-b<s, )»,- ,ona.l-i.-d (iri .Mutiny the most contradictory, 
thr i,: a ; •; i -, ■>) on o' mom.; m flu wot Id, 

Th). >:: nrh di'ttiud die on;'cession of America etuv 

!•', 1 U !u' ‘x.-n-'in 'hat, m some <jiuttm, he was 

VM*} „• •' ;s d hsept-m who h id * nusts'rtttlv hilled sacred 

II<» ,, *A I. hr. i hi! -a ’>r}> tr 'h-- eve . ot the Wot Id, it ailed his own 

lira, !r. < r * 1 1 11 m ! ' 

tjjit Cfi , . Adi •,! i I( ,n dm?* tn .»•» a ma}i«r novelist, Tall, 

1 ,an •_'!( C, •■* ! /, • >,, hr y 'i a prodigious l.dl.rt, a ulmied mimic 

and, ms, • ,,, f i, ,•, id! > 1 1 a 1 1.1, 1 .tisl 1 v lone." The son of a <otm* 
tu d , ■. -, h- ,■ up m a ,Mmt>r'..a.i tot vvhn h Ins later affec* 

tion w, J,.,t , .uvjr, !*, Ilf went to 't.dr, at a time when the move 
itKte },ii 4 and s,„ sal let,a:n the tide oj lihrtahsin was rising 

tn m , t A10 ,, <■■,? U-i •„, talc.iii, he made a hurt stay at a lommunis 
tic solom, *.5,uuiu",-J bv I f pt,a» Sim l.nr, set vine; as janitm with as great 
de„ oiof, •;> ■/, 1 lavdomr lu-! Alt whui tr tiding the m.mutr pile at 
Biud. l-.-iiii. Ur h.ed, jor .1 v. ht?e, m tlu slums ot New Voik ( lity, like 
a ton-, nt'a, ui'"IS: grin piohiaum, 1 ,.»fei , he hrt ante a * hartty worker 
their, Ihrtr he w a, a O'poitrt m t dihloim.i, woiked on a titaga- 
,'ilir m WVdiUK'tMii, ami held V at ions jolts with puhltsheri itt New 
York, 

He h id hrgtin win in.; while at college the hist study for Main 
Sfnvf dated to,ill that pu,,d and he lottiimird, dming his years of 
Uuiei mt t*,l« holdutg. A*, a ct'-.nts ot pun lia-ntu; his iree.lom, he sold a 
oumSt*'* i■! ,ioi s pii-t'i to fad, l .oiidoti. d lif intention was nut teah/.rd, 
hut the pha, svri r poiluhis ip■>4 ot their kind, lor hotidott used nine 
n( tlirtn. t uadiialh, la'Wts' shoit stones began to apjtrar in m;»H;t/4»es. 
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By 1915, his work was being accepted by The Saturate Keening Pint, 
and he felt able to strike out as a free lance. When he began wt-nug 
Main Street, he was the author of six previous hooks, the of whah 
indicated his discipleship to H. G, Wells, whom, he s,h.i, Iks -eona. 
tion had adopted as master and teacher. 

Lewis submitted the manuscript of Main Street to James fj, ,,tu U 
Cabell for criticism. Cabell was in the limelight, for the postal .uifhoti 
ties had attempted to suppress his Jurgen, hut he was not .1 p u , mtuner 
of realism. He ranked realistic fiction with dancing and The lateen 
Digest and golf, as aberrancies of dullness. Nevertheless, he stt ; j; rsted 
changes in the novel, and persuaded Lewis to delete hum it "an av.,, 
lanche of constructive criticism.” For Lewis, a hhn.il and a hummi 
tarian socialist, was at heart a reformer, bent upon imp«,vm. ; less in 
instructing it. * . . 


indeed, Lewis had already published a constructive ui'nLm of one 
facet of American society, perhaps the most si-imticanf. In u, hr n 
pressed the boundless confidence with which hbrt.d thtui.n„t he. 
generation-such men as Herbert Cioty, Walret Ltppm.m,,. 

if' the fu£ure ’ bcfore American entry into the F'nst Wot Id 
War. Whatever their reservations about the .,cnu! state of 
saw change at hand, and they identified it with prug.rv,. d !„• d, 
of Woodrow Wilson had given liberalism ati offi. ui status, . H! d « ti i.. 
spread social reform appeared to be guaranteed by his I ■• W 

Trcedom. Seldom had the true American gospel ot vnurd 

more warranted by the immediate outlook. 

Sinclair Lewis, pondering the new America of 1 fairy F,„d, « n urn 
per urbed by the fact that it was dominated by business. Hr m honnl 

? at b r ll f ^ WaS bcinK ami was ,r,, vui ,< 

ng itself-as ruler of the world, and was mlmim; to the »,.le ,4 its 
servants the egottstic arts and sciences and <hcu!ogi ( ,, h, if , ^ l HtI 

snrlrv 1 was rd n- ming its uuu **"*' iu,5t hrtt ^^ 

he vision of an altruistic efhciency was ah early dm nmole m the- 

could be a? Sin T S T an ancl ! hc l-‘i«*r leader, fndmd. hmutrs., 
odd be described as a valiant effort to unify the labor of -be wot!!’ 

ff adLdT 3W ' C r Pl ? ***** ia ,hc ptupoa , 

gammed business from the increased produuion „f sou ,, h, l , 

7”'“oa r „ the increased prodj,,, A" !' 'itm- t' 

utopian diange to be brought aiwur? By ik, iliiiinir„ii,ti, ■ i\ ‘ 

that would crawl slowly through nr.rtii.1 t • , "“ ‘ ‘‘ 1,,K 

y mrou S“ practical cducauoit and Hr preadutm 
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o£ kinship, through profit sharing and old-age pensions, through scien¬ 
tific mosquito slaying and cancer curing and food reform and the 
abolition of anarchistic business competition, to a goal of tolerable and 
beautiful life. 

A tolerable and beautiful life for everyone was the old American 
dream—and liberal reformers thought it could be realized. To adopt 
it as a practical objective was, in their view, neither utopian nor vision¬ 
ary. And, being their goal, it also became their criterion for judging the 
immediate state and prospect of American society. Beginning with 
Main Street , Sinclair Lewis’ most important novels were to expose, 
with savage humor, those facets of American society which contradicted 
this ideal. But his moral scorn often obscured for readers the fact that 
their pitiless indictment of failure was dictated by passionate faith. He 
believed in the genuine possibility of a personal kinghood, an educa¬ 
tion in brotherhood and responsible nobility. The basis of his indigna¬ 
tion remained constant. He became, as it were, a nostalgic gad y 
tormenting the nation—himself tormented by its repudiation of his 
exalted youthful ideals. 

For, even as Lewis was writing Main Street , the mood of the Ameri¬ 
can people underwent a drastic change. With the end. of the war, 
idealism collapsed. A cynical view of life prevailed. The aims of liberal¬ 
ism looked foolish. Social reforms went out of fashion; the people 
wanted not nostrums but “normalcy.” This was the America of 
gangsterism, political corruption, the big business boom, Billy Sunday 
and the Fundamentalists, the Ku Klux Klan. The gospel of democracy 
and the democratic way of life were under heavy attack. H. L. Mencken, 
the most influential critic of the day, pilloried the American masses as a 
“booboisie ” The War Department, in a training manual, defined de¬ 
mocracy as a government of the masses, asserted that its attitude towar 
property is communistic, and warned that it resulted in license, agita¬ 
tion, discontent, anarchy. At the best universities, scholars like Paul 
Elmer More and Irving Babbitt were calling for an intellectual elite 
to assume leadership, since the democratic order, in their view, had 
thoroughly debased all civilized standards. Among the plain people, 
mass conversions were made to a new religion of prosperity and free 
spending. Its gospels were “service” and “efficiency” and the ethical 
duty of keeping up with the Joneses. Bigger-and-betterism would issue 
in genuine success. Earnest Elmo Calkins, a specialist in public rela¬ 
tions undertaking the role of seer, announced in words not very 
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unlike those previously used by Sinclair Lewis- that the wuth that 
religion, government, and war have failed in must hr dune }, business. 
As Calvin Coolidge was later to declare, the business of Aiuni, a is 
business. Most Americans agreed with him. Disillusioned, hut mm,mi- 
ing a liberal, Sinclair Lewis found himself ,1 counter revolutionary, 
Lewis staked out as his province that bewildered rntpiie tailed the 
American Middle West. This was the old "Valley of I irtn, via, v," now 
become the nation’s center of agricultural and industrial piudunion. 
With few exceptions, American novelists had described its vdlacrs as 
the domicile of a pure, simple, kindly lile; its cities as pleasant, hteudlv 
places. Lewis saw it as a land of dairy herds and exquisite lakes 
new automobiles and tar-paper shanties and silos like ted towns- t l’ ltu | 
where ernes thrust shining shafts into the air, and ringed thru, with 
smut and slums* “What is its future?' 1 he inquired, "The ,un uin m dr 
inequalities, or something different in history, unlike the icdums n ,, 
tunty of other empires?" Would it hree,I umrage to salt d u ~ Ullltlllft! 
hes? Would it justify a hope that is boundless? ihs novel-,, cx.imumw 

the present by which its future would he determined, furnished m 
answer. 

His study of the small town-"Muin Street is the dimax of , iviii/a- 
tron -exploded a cherished legend, added a pejorative to the nation ,1 
vocabulary, and exasperated many a patriot. Gopher haute was .o„, 
placently satisfied with its unsparing unapologctic u-,;lmfv„ „id us 
physical appearance reflected the state of its soul. I, was en.nomv 
parasite in a region of fertile farms. I, was a citadel of pluhstmism 
hypocrisy, and intolerance. Its people thought nut », ‘ 

kodak 111 K P m<>t0rc ; lrs -ready made dothes, id.,, 
alfalfa, kodaks phonographs, Icather-uphah.crcd Morns du»,. bud-- 

prizes, oil stocks, motion pictures, land deals, unread sets of Mark 
-a spinster h»dlea.,al athttr, 

Medlir^f t propcr f- of IiKht - I{ i‘d 

The goal of life m Gopher Prairie, Unvis reporte.1, "is contentment 
• • * The contentment of the ciuiet ,,,1. 1 , , tu ntmrm 

for their reeefa walking it U™ "" 

virtue It is the nmMK't' j , h atlnmz.c d as the one posmvr 

18 ^ Pr0h,blUOn of I* « slavery *1»* Jhr and 
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selfdefended, It b dullness made Hod / 1 The mot of Main Street's 

tmuMe, Irm Vi dr! oed, was sgumul and tio League or Patty amid 
nu* t 4 frfnrtn/ in y t odem udtet tlun dumping grounds. Still a 
rrtotnin, hr m^rinr! mint Mold hr doue about if, and anti hided that 
otth otir 4 4 1 *mdd hr made: ’Soft %m\ keep on looking at otic thing 
afwt awdvs at vmt h*>me and dttttdt and bank, and ask why it is* 
and mb* ura In,! Amu fiir 1 uv that u had to he that way/ 1 
The Tur/i oi M.iai Sum, m Prwid vir\s\ was the tremendous ctb 
ctg* m tH meHt.a ii!iuli gaw n power to itiijiow its own ideals cm 
Ammo m rdmtr arid * mh/aonu, lit a srme, tt was a hirer seeking to 
dimmer dr /hu dr M Smr d mrlh st bullies other civilizations. , , . 
Sudi a ‘4 r.w ton, mms admuabh in dw large production of cheap 
an'of? 1 hr>n A aha n u, hr »> mtd adre 14401-4, fltit it k not satisfied 
torn the ruiMf rr !d *!.*» adonu ftiti ihe end and joyous (UiifHisr of 
living 11 t« die m flivvers, to make advertising pictures of dollar 
urn hr >, .md hi dr rrJr;hf o* ot odium not of love and unit age hut 
of dr .-jse nrr r ».? ? i/ur,/' In a Liter novel Lewis pungcntly 

Miuua * ^ ny r e A/ 1»’' j m tu *4 *n mhn it Mna htiert, 4** misMtiiuiy, 
w.. 1 r l , u, h< 1- r * r Tr %r !4 U n u a dnologt* al belief that it was 
IirtH-r mu; 1 m! m hr - mmi pmdt ear tidily rung Up on a cash 

tr r H,* h< (Hr h * r v h a mm 11, /teed, 

thrum; v m’ fr ! mi 4 nwa amide >otmocmy by his rrjiori on the 
vjil nn% Irrri wru »»n hi jurouytM the iLituir of tiff ttt a Middle 
WfHnii iH, lu vnjHro % hr espbird f}r nifni of four tepresema- 
live iHH/rir, ,1 l(m.»u m t^ru, 4 s iruna, a spellbinding ilrrgyman* 

a mdbnunr iojmfuuuir? rt 4nn?ue*lnlfs, dliotigli llahhiff* the first 
tif ffr‘*r # u ^■* ?o hum Ann n an I* 4 lLie and pumdr ctir liugitage with 

a ww 1! rgMw Hum, thr r # v ssSuri Lrwr mfrd svas mote ittr 
|rr,i f a d s rn ^ns of w * mli./int.utfs, hn ti dluarated alt tltr idivrs which 

mi o- di sgiii/ \nrtH Mi v f. 

San! ,? I 4* 4 r;fi \ishm, *4 /cuiilt; *1 hatr yoitr rify* It has standard* 

i/rd ad thr Prams out of lira tt is one hig unload sfatioti widr all the 
jtni|-lr ti!,mg inlets i*n fir brsf trmetrMrs/’ Tlir rmln;d lawyer fci 
sv!i»*m hr vrti Amy affidmfrd flir* nlru not to standardized 
men 11{ go«his h, Inn m ataieliiduntUoll of tlionghl* and, oi c otltsr, the 
it,ifiifioii oi ioiu|rriUni4, The itnr vdkmis, hr dnlaretl weir the dean, 
Lut,S, m'Insfntifis l.ifiidy tiinn i 'omunmitg an dfruive majortiy, they 
svetr s<»* tolly mrtruiig jur* t*Ay Irrmsr ft try wnr m good and, in 
itinr maul at bra, mi ttifrlhgent. 1’fns made it ddlkulf to hale than 
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properly, and yet their standardized minds were the onemv. But -!ud 
not the vast efficient mechanisms of mass production itsdf ptoduccd 
the human type which it required in order to iutk tiun sniuothiv ^ In 
relation to the great machine, this type was a witling oh; and a ready 
consumer. Was not the surface of his life, what he believed to be his 
individuality, determined by the great national advertisers 5 Their wares 
-toothpastes, socks, tires, cameras, instantaneous hot uater heatm 
were his symbols and proofs of excellence: at first the signs, thru the 
substitutes, for joy and passion and wisdom. 

In Zenith forever hustling for bustling's sake, this emergent new 
American, the child, servant, and beneficiary of tcchtuiiotbi ai on,cress 
and industrial concentration, could dwell at peace prov.drd that hr 
neither thought nor questioned. But sometimes, incautiously, he wis 
led to expkre the meaning and values of his mvu edsu-tuo, ( V.taiu'lv 
6 ha *? ^? ne L a , tilc thin £ s wlhch his environment required ,md 
proved. He had supported his family, acquired a good home and sil 

cylinder car, built up a nice business, joined the rhun h an, I tU, . . 

try club, associated only with good, decent fellows. Why. dim, did he 
find himself dissatisfied? Why was he forced to , ,,nf. T 
never done a single thing I’ve wanted to in my wlu,|r | l>r " } 

ould it be true that "we hustlers, that think we’ie so all tiled ., M> 
cessful, arent getting much out of it"? In a flash „f uTdlmus m .-h- 

WhnT w AmenCa t might f C his wa >‘ u{liir as >»' rcd.l.lv tue, q’ 
What were its dements? "Mechanical business a husk srll„, ‘ ( ,| 

from^he ' I lT' " «* ‘!*y. hard dim,!,, !L„\j 

froin the real life of the streets, inhumanly respeuahle , H , h,t 

Mechanical golf and dinner-parties and bridge and mums ,bn,, ” Tip,' 

towt fH-, ..".1," 

mkht be l ’ , SPrCa 1’ ' hC « rCat 'Vhit h supported rcistrUi e 

%ht be seriously crippled, perhaps even wrr* i it , 

,Wit'IK'” "f T^'T" “>■ >«- fh.i.ful lil.m 

m e tetol He, if anybody, migk llt ^ |>f (1b 
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lit*iftt! imMwitisn: of dtf yjrM iiuvhmr, iIr wan {Hiked at the apex 
‘ the no. w! md iitutu td pvumud* fir fftiphu indeed, dream c»f motors 
ke tlinn IrdwSm a% pom \rs* modem than himself miphf dream of 
atw and mm and mmphn In a pool Hr mtpjtt have a Ltn*o house in 
fadwm.thr auvt, a mar m rmbmt's an acquaintanceship with the 
mis o-t Mao. d Iboim, an mmstotul susiepulhlity to the music of 
rrfbnmt, thorn* ul power mid wn wi ptrsfiqe pemttfied him die 
isms 1 \ the*0 d'vaf Urn wbar about the ioiifetit of his life? 
f Ir wo * Pa f»! wi k lfiow|rd/,f flwt tinttr of his industrialized friends 
1 /.man wmr \m mm h mouesfed in anythin}*, They hat! cultivated 
ittwott mad dirv It a! Me ?be powe $ fu hr interested, As for himself, 
c w as "Jrutsol h% rvrfv ttimid who had made life agreeable hound 
af to da*■ 1 ^a ^**r *h'*m, Hr u 'ah JuiUrt! by rvrt y dollar hr had made, 
,m asadd- fir had Manuf u wised they meant a duty to his 
ear, Hr n.o - Tear i b\ esrr v horn hr had wot bed they had left him 
nh ‘.pitf dh Tony on d i ir, i.m, was in bondage to the preat 
ladame V o Won, i‘o * e osvw r, hr w as abM to dlVovrj almost no 
mou s-a thud,uu, 0 wmdmhdr, Although lie wan oimtnoti seme 
1 a! j o . *!, ew a’ hindy Joturl hiniwlt at odds with the mh iety oi 
lie h h - w o r p Ta 

Wo vy,1 m 1 k a, s i Ue/* a iiip thtt, jrnlprd by the standard of 
♦ftitwei v ,w» \mas osi r.i k f U nude no sense wlufmrH Mam 
anew an, o> unJn om.I hou, and tins w e* whv » an a bishop of the 
p$*i»yd t lee U a knowlrdeoh tits timrls caused a pood drat o( 
arls dm ; ij;iww die oldri mm ul the *otumv, inn bin novels re« 
mm! flee dir Wee o? tiuteml sUmWm scan spuitual fnistuttoti. The 
ailne an fo, lead w? mu to subdue a Miurmntt itt Older to achieve 
hwo hlr, 1 hey fiM a i ofunhshrd ?br ^ oU*|ttenr of their physical 
'tusemiwnt, \\Vie flew toSw-muf die vruinis, taihet than the masters, 
t fhi'ii line pie (, n :!wmU» 41 ^ 

This was f!w *piramu at whoh trwh Irpt hamttirttnp in fits ttovrk, 
w Inn jw nor »a Aoeor an hte twjMiidrd, it Sr* ante obvious that he 
ad ante tp.Urd mans of die * me luvoun latri 1 Mated by oh ial st mmisK 
i *au h andsr, as %UJdkiAu n amt Middlri^avn m ld\mdmnh Thottph 
ever ptoirsMiip ?u hr a so,; il tfisfnfi.ttu his bools truitdrd the results 
f 4 nw ;t r „ dtatisafr i lnii;y ill I fir Stir ot inn t'rpjun, thifitip Lewis 1 
onhood atid vaidn the pn?p|r i »t the Middle \\ rnf sfill in the main 
inurein had hern jm^irvave in tlinr ditnlmp, had furntnhrd leader 
tiff an well an sttppn fo ail tiiovrtitrtitn for poluual, noi'iat f ami eco^ 
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nomic reform. But, in less than the span of a generation, thev h.ui 1k;- 
come the country’s most obdurate conservatives. In the new bewildered 
empire, Middle-Western farmers, experimenting with ads.uued tech¬ 
nological methods, steadfastly opposed the jxihtn.il and social vintages 
made necessary by scientific progress. Middle Western businessmen, 
applying experimental methods to industry, bitteily contested their 
application to the national economy and social situation. Lewis’ picture 
of Middle-Western life made clear the etfccts of this repudiation of the 
liberal tradition. 


A moralist and a reformer, he could not rest his case on a mete pic¬ 
ture. He kept reminding his countrymen of the grim (.hour that 
confronted them. I hey could submit to the s.n red institutions imposed 
by their industrialized society. They could putt base the pra.eiul rn 
joyment of prosperity at the cost of their souls. Or they could irsist 
the group pressures which threatened to reduce most oi them to the 
condition of a machine for digestion ami propagation and obrdtettte. 
Zenith “will always try to bully you, and tame you down.” Did 
Americans have courage enough to tell Zenith to K ,. t„ ihr devil? 
Lewis’ most appealing charactets weir quite aveiagr Aun ti. am, who 
became rebels against their environment. 


ras mtanmg was explicit, lie was old lasrti*med ruoit^li to irlirvc 

in the efficacy of a will to liberty. It w.tild he misted' to stid.r , 
balance between necessary social constraints and desiuhl.- prison t 
independence. If Americans could revive «, they might mover thru 
country and reclaim their own lives. They might even, he hinted 
once again become aware that “it is an advriituie tiiat wr have heir the 
greatest in the world -and not a certainty of mantlets in an um ataimy 
of the future, like all of Europe.” 

This, however, was not the notion of the at credited itm-llr, ttu! 
arbiter of the nineteen-twenties. So [invasive was his iuflt.rn.e, so 
immense his authority, that the gay and gaudy dtv.ide . ame to A- 
called by his name. It was the age ufll. L. Man km, whose ml.b.itv 
exceeded that of any previous critic of the national i ultute. Mn„ Lett 
was the pontiff of the rebellious younger generation <4 wnim. He 
f C r P a Ct * collegians, ,0 whom the latest 

flask, Angt AmmC ? n r Mtratr y wa * hnltsprns.iblr as theit lap- 

u£n mM 11 hC r ) C filVOri ' C di ' SfH ' m '' r of “>«• p»(isperotts 

tSZT C ! a * S ’. wh0Sc : ‘T pCti ' C i(,r ( hsesteem frotn high quarters 
0 ^ otton Mather, Mencken, the archenemy 
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f all pmsMtmnit. vv,ti humid! in««r pmitanic.il than the 4 puritans 
tli,,in hr d,-!id.-d. Hr was, «.u tu speak, the Satanic Mather of a 
trkrvnl n.t ivlm ii. wim; itr.tilv evmdmn* topsyturvy, understood 
its gospel o! due M -.,th.ui<at the new damnation. 

With Ins to'jr.ty.ur Jrm Nathan, .t ciitic of the theater, 

ilriukru tji.««!r thr Ah-*, ;**r the liveliest atul most turhtilent of 
intent ui4,,.Mmra monihh national insult as withering in its 
tfr.t as thr sub nn„ lime gum ol g.mgsfrt v, .t pn iodic jeremiad de- 
ivrtfd in tots''. *4 saidoni, glee. hdifnit.dk, it held that progress was 
n dhi'aoit and d-utt**-. ta. v a p**ot jute, so for an intellectual elite 
here trmamrd, ->nU the sophs *fi. atnl p'easme of amusemetu at the 
ntns 14 'hr iojitutm bn-!. !>. pages lormed a treasury of the ab¬ 
ut,1 mo*:-*, ,,{ tV "i.ho. Alarm urns'' whose intelligence intighly 

.ppiovmard j*'' .* <■! s m,*n\dU Maided thdd, attd whose sorry 
ajirts tdrimi;-■! b/u w a mrmh't ,4 the "nidi," or thr "bihle licit 
•'utnimiru!.,! to.- Mm ,» native ot lUhmuur, and Nathan, 

, n.ffur o', la ’-Oi,, d *»[..■ ! j '* t <*» ! II, ! tli Mil 4S uu'.ttul Mlf, 4ltd, like 
otuOi.m I hv.t; *■■!' »);•»■ die it.iiurufs ol thr wn l.rd in hell 

ho'.sid W no . .*',!i 4i .a - t to fur ■,n!ir, m heaven. Hell, tor them, 
vas *hr v )._(;• (• , 1 * ■■ j w,-n o* dir 1 hid a ui, vii'h ot the ! Satiety, 
nirth -‘3 do- H.o!-o,. | Soi h-n-ii l.j, ra awaid, J,nm the Adamic, 
i’ilrj ss (; r .»r d -itds sj '! (’Hal r span Mies as l lent V l.tturs, whom 
|lev ir■>r?;dik'd m lim,.-, pri m arjulv ob*,e V .nt by 4 defective homeland. 

Mem km .oil! r i Sums it a hitvi and tmm.ihlc s.olln at demur 
',t< y in all o i i ■ 't j m. 1 !»e iiesriimg si it oi the l tuted States, he 
twifr-l, was the u./.oi*.d hafn! oi tinning ititrllruu.il lomrpts into 
■motion d , o)r rj*i; dir iii/ oi otgsasn» and mSlammafoty flunking. 
Vt a |rKill, - il,-jr W a. no oldriiv .(ltd ill* tloll dt Wulkttlg otlf ol the 
tmd.tmrni.d pn '.il-s-.o A turn. an so, sr*v, ‘l line was only an eternal 
umb.tt ot iia.es, l ot tlos situarti at, Mem krtt hlameil the Atiiej it an 
a,k o{ an intrili’/iiaf ans'o, i a, s sound m its minim ai ion, 'ikeptic.il 
at its h «tai *.t mmd .aid, abo*,,- all, 'raiir in its position and authoiiiy. 
Ml, h an atisim i .a \, posses'.,-,! hv ail t ivdi/ed * uuttlues, would iiutmh, 
:tr lietU/.hi, a n.em.d x.tsr.itvr ol ’Vuihmaasitts hoiu lielmv. Hilt 
ill the l,'lined Si (*■>••, hr saw oitU' two toot s, eijualiy l<» he despised, 
I'hetr was the p■;e, imnr poweiltd than in any other laud; more 
,ap.ih!*- ul puiioi,; m’o e ,<■, uim.t ns "tdiotii ideas, mole eai’et to 
follow* "plauuidmoir. me.a.diAmi their w is the tiding plufotracy; 
igiiotani, la,sule to lU'Ptuv, tvtamma! m the even tse ol its power. 
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suspicious of all ideas. Between them, in a kind of middle ground, 
Mencken could distinguish only an indistinct had of “intellectual 
eunuchs,” chiefly professors, who were often quite as stupid as the 
plutocracy and always afraid of it. 

Mencken’s assertion that the American people had a pathological 
susceptibility to messiahs was corroborated by his mvn vogue. Never 
sweetening his contempt for their stupidity, he insisted un'the urces- 
sity for an intellectual elite, an aristocratic leadership, to redeem them 
from the damnation of their contented barbarism. The ironical 
result was that his readers invariably xupjH.sed themselves members 
of his Nietzschean superior order. His rtFcct, like tint of Sinclair 
Lewis, was to fortify the complacency of the upjrr middle class i-V, 
although they acknowledged that America was a wilderness of the 
booboisie, some divine grace, operating up<m tftrtn as individuals, ftad 
unmistakably designated them as among the elect. The member ship ,,f 
every club might be Babbittry-but what man recognized the Babbitt 
in his own mirror? 

However akin in method and effect, Lewis and Mcmi.cn were 
radically unlike in social outlook. Ians is never relinquished his faith 
in democracy, though he unmercifully castigated its uirreut f.ulmes. 
He retained his earliest vision of America as an adventure, possibly 
the greatest the world had ever known. But Mencken saw, j lt Arnrrit.t 
only a ludicrous, hopeless experiment in imbecility, lake Lewis l 
moralist at heart, Mencken genuinely wished to preuth to his tommy’, 
men, convert them, perhaps even save them though hr was Troth a! 
of salvation. But he succeeded best in ente,turning then. Wuh the 
onset of the Great Depression, the cult of an imrllmual due lost 
much of its appeal, even for the very young. Am! the Nin/schc.m 
doctrine of an aristocratic leadership-dilustrated by K,, w Italy 

influence 1 German y- < ‘ xcrcisc ‘ 1 ;l diminishing attraction. So Mencken's 
influence as a social critic, abruptly dwindled. Meanwhile his Sins, 
trated, indignant love of his country ,so seldom disrimmishubte from 
hatred had found another outlet. His preouupntkm wit It the Ama- 
jean scene had early led him to explore the Atncrir.m LmmU Zl 
his continued masterly researches iti this field seemed likely to become 





Sarn Vtlhrt of Wisdom 145 

fddtibnbed fiini, V t u»nrndv Aron traits would always hr willing 
1 hmS u h*< t> 4 ! dirts? wtdt wuiklent dngmatk assuumv * 

i # n what they mjinrnl itimt was to In? saved from themselves by the 

4 f s.niunum hmde? 4 np 41I a wit mtiNi musty mi|ww iur dass« 

21 ram it hit 

!n 1 it 1 dm mwUn> nma, a*. they wnr tailed* ware celebrating the 
Jvni? m a gum:* m w Amnitiii witter, torn sophisticated readers!, 
[i*4Te4 in die finimMinn, u%«nved 4 nasty dun/k, Sherwood Andcr- 
m'% fi m-im inflamed thru nnnal sense, bruised their 

*v l Hi//, t lee f An A ,4 \ln Uwsjret n village in the eighteen eighths 

dm %e§A at 'harv limn tommumtv life* Herr were only 
w jt: • h km-A, n mvd Aumr uddrn* and diivett at last 

, „ti ,,/^rV -T id AmmoArw t tld fashioned irttlm uvoilcd 
1 diM/.a dm* um dr adrut vtsui', mot hid, thuha!, and mtainly 

dr,r st .,,?m■ n-n \f,;•/??. .in r\jnnnmr, 1 hrv umld m anrh be ex* 
rnA, H' i- Am* dm b< **K cm add b/j nmr t*ur t*t the most hup*»rtaut 

I AI n A i •*; t n \m'u, ni irAma w 1 tuna ut that, twenty five 
rii A a i , t , .mms s ~ m Mywmr wmhH It\ upon Aitdmnu'n village 

*.» 4 t Li • / rAA * a bn Amm m nu 41 mm id 

’) hr \V ill ' 1 nn;,; WaM'» ttr?r Aud/f sMld fnllttll U«»L lie had jHtln 

Silled ie - ? a; v% dtfrr i ’"4 4 v r.uSirw a? the age 4 it tufty, A la l ge, fit it b 1 
ii.ai t Ik !ui! ,m ?n *«! pa inamm pnplexuy, and sretiird always \u be 
iufan/, ! vanr ni-'/urug ilul hi lu\ aiivietv and rx.isgeraduii ^ 

Indu'd h;ai, It/ 1 /inhbd 1 ar *4 !n,s «iwu iltafaMrts t»t wltum lie 
,-gMjr-d da.a nr ^ r? d, ! lie sw > ^rd lit gemug what he watltnl ultt til 
ga at ! !e* d 5 I ?!«/ kia si idnf hr named, hair in life, he spAr tff 
r. ,n \ amal .un^rni, Ur |m 4 fiegsti tn wiifm hr said, tmiy 
rijiar h ‘ n as ! ^l hi A/a i ^Knu funs iu himwlt, thaifttally all 
US be^ s s n/faAA !ie 4 m>fr%* 4 Ul elhai ft* iMiltr snIIW geUrtal and 
iim! un^U tumt hn gr$ a and rvjzritrfHf thr r\j»fiki4ir ul a liibhiff 
t tails svah Ins mu, irMUfieitl , 

dhr »*as Ml a h ud dtisdnti*: hiitess maker ;md sign |Mtntrr, 
\n ? !ri ,nii Irnrsv Midv b:ffr| p^vrity diititig Itis fhlldhiMiit in tlir 
Alta,/ mi iAvdr, i ijitM. fk mm. -nrd lilllr n linuliUg, Ufitl his mtfthnh 
h/fSi -at Jam .idnts at lbr age t*l fMitttrrin b*u \uinv yrais hr 

Vaudej/d At*alt as a f satM|% 4 i asUal lab**tf r *iUtl 1,1* fury hand, »t 
etlflr !^y At Her fm l>, Hr ridurd tor the Shmidt Ainrikaii War, 
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and returned with an ambition to make money, I,ong afterwards, 
he said that he had always been a rather foxy nun, with a foxincss 
which at times approached slickness. When he entered business, this 
native shrewdness served him well. Presently, married and the father 
of a family, he was the owner of a prosperous paint factory in b'.lyria, 
Ohio. He was conforming to an unstated and hut dimly understood' 
American dream by making himself a successful man in'the material 
world. 

But, though about to become rich, he had become dissatisfied with 
the tenor of his existence. He turned to books, finding in them a kind 
of refuge from the tangle of things in daily life. In secret, he likewise 
commenced to write. Was it not possible that a great main- of the 
writers of books had been visited by jtist such thoughts as he wis 
having now? The nature of those thoughts was, for*., businessman, 
peculiar. For Anderson had an overwhelming fcelim; of uncleanness* 
his thoughts got fixed upon prostitution; he was sri.wd by the con’ 
viction that he must quit buying and selling. One dav, when du tatine 
a business letter, he calmly walked out of his factory, neve, 0, u-tuili 
either to his family or his business. It was, he confessed later, mel„- 
dramatic and even silly enough. Hut it expressed his tepm-namo to 
a society m which the attempt to sell goods had become'., sou of 
madness. He went to Chicago. There, he supported himself by w,iti„, 

copy for an advertising agency until, after some years, his bo„U 
furnished a livelihood. * 

oftistr’ 5 aCt 0i rrf r , dH ' llk,n W:iS ** ■** criticism 

of his environment. In Ins books, he tried ,0 rationalize and just.fv it 

and to set forth a standard of values persuasive enough to prev.ul ov‘ r ’ 

the standard of the society he hatl fled. He spoke of himself ,* •, 

sTarinTbotf' m a , COnfUSC(1 WwId ’ :uui hc imuhlv in 

stating both his perplexities ami his failure to solve them. In doom so 

he spoke, perhaps, for many Americans who, having accepted without 

question the social values of the majority, came to di i y t 

yet found no others to which they could pin their faith. For ill n 

auate* h f -rf rc ^ I0n * 0 ^ l)i KK«Mncl 4 )eticriMii proved iiiulr* 
quate, but a plausible substitute was lacking 

rr r h r 

every one had come here for gain to mow ri -h , 'r'' M ■ ,a * 

^ . h,v ins brought . curse" upon l 
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I’nimfiv. thmaa wo,- in .t >,*<«<»'•! deal of ,1 muddle, “Everywhere 


, H 4 U - lived •*. pnipuv.u Mm and women either NjH tul their 

's in and mu she ot h.uiM-i ,uul t amities or they 

D it;11. !■ ■{!.". ,mt! ih~\ hw i'iwu lives .usd liud themselves 
|,r,i 1.. !nv. droit and thr <01 i of h»r wu limit h tvtm; lived .tt all." 
iVlut Im.S t .’,’,5 .,-4 individual htr to Wane *>0 tut tic and empty? 
ii«*iv»n i-lnn.-t! dir .prat mdttau.d expansion that hail oatawl 
iiiu; lux own v.m’U. 1'Jir. »ri 4 .r rd die , laltvinau hy the m.uhinc 
jo l Andn ho, in,.; won tm timlnm hv painfully learning! 

. a ,,| ( M r tro.; u ■ r !■,, was - 5 , -4 to : d.c a tomantn view of the 

|.|,, .»,} h.mdw.-f *. -t •. he sent, m thmed tumi « 1 i»1 ,1 IwkhI. I le sotnUulcd 
it uhm % 1 *u •,»'!. to. >st nun the • nntttm; o! the hatul, the oppur- 
ttn to or h, , k »i.-w h-Hto sn matetiaU, you made him 
po/,-n\ !■:.!•■, .*• ! "< t )t ,h hr >a«v a-, uc*-.sa«it\ a standard 

,11(111 nt ':>;»■ ■' <" ’an 1 v h'lil hid tallied it to Its 

,4 vis-!, \> *>-!■„,, 5 4 ,*.! hr!) a. the ptrat Idler of the aj»e. 

~ I,, , ot i ?t ' o i v stoid i o o r ,t n.t. tt m,i' hitw movm^J 
wh • .vst i /:<■ * , uJ i\-!<<>.-,' tisu'itt housei to the ri^hi atul 
, ■ 4 , h on, Midi all the l*cM minds 

,j, r ,h, ,-i , u;„ .1 vdt •'1. out of wa-itr iteivspaprrs and 

itlhclH. wtitrx nut *»t »rsiilr mix. 

lie pn a * .* ,■ 4 *",•.( ,:a Am ■, o a ot ',prrd, hmtted w*itkmamtup, 

f ,iji t v *n ,,, h . J«>• i.. ,,' 1 til -*1, )m as t tints tti < heap h<‘lives, i ity 
ai!!is'"!i' h- 'll . ‘ t; ■ ’ • Jm'I'O > ■■ >'U Hoofs, die hold, the l Welt 1 

'll i ! i S ' 1 , Vi » let h at, the movie’.. What he 

1 wu an Aoiro ,i ,'or*. !,*',)■, oj a>. a Itviiti! Inimemal.itty; 

Ik. thn had ,» It,' aro-M up >i:e ti.tsou that .mvfamj; wntth while 

ttld he v .’ h., hi ;ts.; nt a host';, h*, I trim; 'll dim n* h, hv IteittM 

etrlv On;, fU t !; ■ *, s', svo ..*, to t ,! tit,.; it UMo Isentp, rv.rpt hv teaih 1 

4 ..V.U da t ,41 *h- hod.'U U»t,nf .ff.*m«tHtttv o! modem life 

s(t •* ot ,4 < < l , t >:>. v.ht-h ntltme ‘.pttm.v His gospel, in 

c etid, ifdn -,i < , tu> att;•; d:<- » f" t. 

Hut, ,ir, !:>• ; ■ (i !'t •• i d'. • s4 rv o' and the ptM, Atuirt a»!t saw that 
. hmd. M.aM h.vr M s-mlfd tnuh-t ..ml tmfhn luslward. 
H , 10 All;'!!- t, v /'or dito.; Went W 11 ’I tv, HI tl»C 1 trptlHHIlp. Alltel iv altv 
id ir.iS!', su'-'u !nt h a! hit,; a i *u I <0 5hr f,i*«<y ol Matt, had hern 
r.un-a m d'(*ui ut'.-iUto > ,r, fhr ntrdirv.d !• tcn-, it who limit the 
i’he«h .<! «a t h,o'sr t i,i lisr ,;haot < >od, t ottSd it he that the affati 
i)v hf-w up m ih' {fi-,,01 privrrtr,!. I in. alive Man, even the 
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brave and free Man, is somewhat a less worthy object of glorification 
than God? During his boyhood, Anderson recalled, “there had been 
a great and glowing faith in Americans. It has weakened since. That 
is the obvious reason for the puzzled uncertainty about liu* j„ 
America.” 

To the young intellectuals of the years after the First World War, 
Anderson seemed an authentic master. Though few of them shared 
his cult of the past, most of them understood that it expressed nothin-- 
but his despair of the future-and this, they shared fully, lake Andcr' 
son, they were adrift, and knew with certainty only what they did 
not want. They, too, were in revolt against m'atet ia'listn, mn tunics, 
business, bigness and prudery. They agreed with him that it is only at 
rare moments that we live, and they were no more clear than was he 
about the nature of such moments. Hut, most of all, they responded to 
his resentment against all social dogmas or, as he called them, man. 
made truths. For they felt, as he did, that the moment one of the 
peopje took one of the truths to himself, called i, his truth, and tried 
to live his life by it the truth he embraced became a falsehood. 

[3] THE GREAT LIQUIDATION 

vervTnlik?? ^ TT*x *"‘*7 “ f ,ht ‘ llUwh ' en Cities "‘ere 
very unlike Sherwood Anderson. Though his radicahsm of frelm- 

made him seem contemporary, his point of view was actually that of 

an older generation. He spoke for those Americans whoAl'/it,; 

1 f°w ^ 5° efl f CtS of ilulustr “‘li*ation, still wished to dim!, their 

stcZdt h W S h h \ n ’ t0 °° k ^ WhUt “ » «•#»>« »«* have 

aif averiOT- ?“ f^^^ant chiefly because they recorded 

. !" a S e ■American s bewildered effort to find some mrauim- in his 

f p , >fcm Sd ‘ l “"’ ,,a ' urrc ‘ l “• Si. junta,. M„„ „( 

was “ d “ rep “ ,e - The an,hon 'y p« h*t i,«„ rL 
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ample of pmrdrw was htuvily discounted* A structure of values, 
»uvh huk and kmj ra kbdtrd* had swsiily collapsed, Familiar 

Scab had 4tr l«T m| VI ! dhunoiw ili.il atr dead f< never/ 1 The new 

rtumumn wi'« dunkm; about Ammmft life in a new way, 

{kw Ml O'* kadm.; ry/^anifs later tmnvittg \m own career, 

rwtdv ! the wrmV oi «hr w n grin anon. Life, said F% Scott Ptfw- 
ruhl, ua> ! ur/h a pwsonut iinitrs* Thr main problem was to 

Iilil lit btkfto- 4tc sriwr of tStr fmduv at cifoi! attil the sense of the 

rrrvatv ro *lw **mvMu-n of tlir attn tfabilhy of failure atul 

;ill ?!t* T ? miit:toant in Vimeml 1 * atnl* mote than these, the eon* 
ad** mm kovsmt the dead ham! of the past and the high tutenthms 

f ?hr forum 

fan wetop am, 4m wo, a novel wav of facing their futures* 

f 4 d t/ n% gf ( *a'-c, ( pmoo mt m oitf upon life assuming eifort to lie 

aide ok m/uur mwu'bk ’ } lot uns» c vet Itrlote* gotte tttlo b title 

muot -o,• ?^ Aoreek d,*o*n.rd m Si mhntfrd weapons a 1 * sftong 

§ 1 ru 4 1 ot ; 4’ r,'b , < no a eis -'Uc! uiifiur appk able to ev 

^ r ,4i r, - r |M ( \ * t ,r i Jco Vw i moJ S k* ,t|»|no\iitiafe4 in living* 

‘hi , ^ " h n su w Voo 1 car ?b o k‘ ! brmt kmdrd hi ohm weapons, 

,V \ kr 4 n j k; ,,o Vd rr: o1 m si m tr,4if v , The truths they 

U i4 \in 5 > * * / * V, n * J *1 * 'i * in ! Oiu!.lfi‘t svoik The sam uhnl 

,duw hk 4 < sr k"i tiououo, 1 hen o hr it mu had bent wottli 
( -v„ )!,; 4 : 4c, ?m 4 n hoc - ! n n haultHgf, "Thin was thr dr*ul 

uitid of ?h • p ; a , ( j! ! u h^d hc.urd fhettn 
P ^ 4 <k” .. pur con n is mukil raflwr than rrvo- 

urn-amp h .* * oh- f .a Oir.j! t ,ofv‘o h %\ j f * * ipahlf o( it*» mote than 

rJiosi mo* 4? oh. of nr -? 4& m4opi.ar u» *so it led no intnrM tit jioltttis 
t f at! and ir*U‘o 4 0 * hr rt« t a*d ah; rtf ihr vm* t il attd noftfattlC ptoh 
rue, .otUoiUOnp 4;r locotifW Ahrts red hy file |arV*tilitiff older* its 
Vtit, ratt i; udrd o, 41 juop.am 1 a*kttp to j Intrr our, dltr whole 
piin »rtiat % .r, Ui .t war *4 ii r ‘ivoU“i aliiitttliSioit* itof uuhl+e iltat ot 
tig mi:r- Ii4t:n S 4 k Ur * *4 ,* Hat, h watUrd sinm oi the national 
a hr, 1 Iww i a nth *4 tg' p-ono J droaftii to Ik amused. 

As hr ward atwisemk nrhtkc H.uft fhtppnald was pushed into 
hr imnUoii mu onk of sptTrvm.m b*t thr tttnr hut of its tyjmal 
aoihcu ! I - t* a« k d idr!<uc ( nsriuipla with a novel whnh made 
lilt t fbr ap^»l * k ( i f# a f he Ian U r vprM aVC i H i\ V IU IliStoiy flic f 4 /W 
V//* ulor n aar hr suited,, lai? lain it bn aiur krai that hr was 
ImI so utu h fhe apoffhpst as the scaiat hisloiiau «4 the pfiiod* He 









150 Postscript to Yesterday 

was twenty-four when he produced This Side of Paradise, the hook 
which, in the phrase of his contemporary Cdcmvay Wcscott, hatmtal 
the decade like a song, popular but perfect. It expressed the revolt 
of “flaming youth” against the dead hand of the past -against tribal 
mores and ancestral faiths. It expressed that resentful cynicism which 
found outlets in the new insolence of flappers and collegiate slickers, 
in necking parties, booze fights, casual sex. And its popularity ob¬ 
scured the genuine significance of Fitzgerald’s subsequent work. For, 
as the years passed, his writing matured and deepened. In the best 
of his books he was a vigorous, forthright, and damaging critic of 
adult American society. 

A native of St. Paul, Minnesota, Fitzgerald came of a prosperous 
Roman Catholic family among whose forebears wm the* author of 
The Star Spangled Banner.” The war found him at Priineiott. He 
enlisted, became a staff officer, failed to he sent overseas. Hr began 
hrs first novel while in service, finished it after his demobilization, 
tound himself famous a week after its puhlii.ition, comparatively 
wealthy within a year. Thereafter, for fifteen seats, his hie resembled 
one of his novels. Perennially youthful, he was blond, green esed, pale, 
handsome. His time was passed between liutope and the turned 
States; he was perpetually in movement before an mu hanging 
ground of Ritz hotels, where the same barmen and head w.uiris had 
different names so that guests might, identify the ritv they happened 
to be in. Fitzgerald knew the odd expatriate circles that flnumhed in 
Pans and along the French Riviera. He dipped into the equally 
strange society of Hollywood. He frequented the fashionable md 

SI,° ^ ° f N 7 */ rk ’ thC «««*•■*• of Long liU Z 
q me colonies near Washington. His existence.prodigal, footl««»se 

as dhetimJdefin 77°"’ mUally spt ' ct;u ' ll! ' ir '•amplified sms ess 
as the times defined it. It was, to many, enviable. 

It furnished Fitzgerald with all the material of his fiction But in 

Depression cameTt Vf uns « wri,l « 1 y- Wh ™ »»’«* <i«cut 

hedth gave w"v For^ S mc P te f""" -‘'‘a l'»-„,l y hi, 

tholl°n th 'l rC TJ £ °f l,is 1 m “ tor,ul “ ! --<l>"«-' iniirrcut !„ hi, dur.u in- 
7 ' h ', t aaaa “ f »»■! >Ik' lumn- „l ,1,; 

- o£ m Y or cam,,Thi, w.„ i !t .|„.,| „ 


grave mistake for a writer who also knew that M | 
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iontlm if liiiii, and nndlv want in ptratlt m people in some lie- 

jpiable lofrrii rjfStrr than i« ciurriiin tbetnh 1 

Horror and votii|us*nm were wha* Ihi^gerakf quickly came lo 

ct tf >1 die -mm-mw ii Amr n ,m MhU'iv Sir those to explore* These 
grnenw ttn; m nnnnv m fimr claimed by Unity fatties and Mrs* 
button, bm A w wem eqmdU irjndciiumr. Tliry cxhtbtffd the 
ny m drhhorT* adapted bv ihmr who were absolutely free to 
loose, And, whdr dow mpidrmrd the frailty of only a vny few, 
sey. aim t.-pmrmmd for mmMtton of tSr umhv« Almost from the 
fit* ill b 1 ! bvfi pienv a tv ite tint ti\tut: wasn't the mkieti, 

tie lev* liueao, *hrd prm A * 5 »* •tight. Aud» m even his earliest tala, 

'MU 1 *'* 4 1 }e f m i I e * 4,-0 * be: W H ah\ On 4 to tin It of disaster “the 

% 4 % %**>m mm-rm U4 *,.*/ u r *A ( wm* in ruin, the diamond 

intiiiuin 1 til iiif ihoff iiof in blew tip, tny tmlltcitiiircs were as 

niiiilul .uuI damned 41 Thomas Hardy** jic.isaiifib* 

I *.»mm ■ !, h *» 4*o,e rtloii was ttifilf and failure 

irvitahir, Kiel only liriatHr lilr was meaningless su ivit.it flic hell. 

linos* without rweption, 1 hr hereditary rnrttib-rr.s ol im/gerald's 
n.n» v* bb - be, 1 f ! - .eve?/,. 4 ! mm,. o! beat, Their was in 

mi a a* -A. ->1 bo, * *. b ormA s, math limit the absence rtf 

§mrb jo: vAti b oM'ib I A- m-tmA hunun it-* dramyouh between 
10v* ,* m 11. v,;'■. it a b o</ibi Uw t ,m 1 those wlmh will destroy it. 

f 41 a no, '-ei *, m »' J . : , 444.4! ?,rar } These people were sojv 

:*rlnl, att'il insulated, by vast .titimiiihiiinrts of |Hivvcr f apparently tll- 
ihiidv! n-mbd \‘i .»• tb.e ties iouM always tiny their way nut 
f any situation, the kiinl of nimumt iliry got ititft w,ti of no con- 
4 |iirn e V i-Od -!- 1 A.;; nt .10 I }*ii/ 4 ;na|*! iuoun! that this was 

irti ait.itiiilr, I* or In in* it *lit! more than > turn rrn/e fir piivilrgn! 

I odd V* ot Ameii .in It dptfVdl f |\r tietiotwl frame of mitui 

sinm: 4 ynh ! aleu the tore mm of national ftinspntfy tomnded 
nil * lie r . f* iii" f nn, n <! o, mpmau 

If iVri ?!t- ,-Mjn ibed 4 *4 fbdr two Ln tots wtifalt* III the tdlirferiO 
vrun- j je a j r, m 22 oi i» 4 s r to Aukiv ,m htr, In tuf/vrnild, if pm- 
ilmd niie hr , sd *a e* 40 aht,im/, diemtf, an aniHMoU)» toward the 
riiir Avo imf dvr >^i$m non o| 4 t, u 4 nfi*imu but thr %moItlrfing 
4tt»il 14 j, jiMoiiJ, \Jtfie j m at-. U, hr baited Was iiltrllu fnal and 
10m! I s v: 1. bar or-oaOrrm n I a h ain mff!iie/uf Atlirinati mighr 
avr fell jinn r xy* * >',nr St, afid dnaShraoil bv» tlr ivortd tie had been 
ird to n rod, fair mo a mob Hr t lass Aurtn aUS, tuf/gefald had been 
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shaped by an environment in which the acquisition of wealth was the 
sole test of worth, and the ways of those who possessed it the sole 
criterion of excellence. Two of his novels showed the disastrous re- 
suits of these standards, when deliberately applied or stiesesstully im- 
posed. His hapless bootlegger, Gatsby—a poor, highly imaginative farm 
boy—was led to his doom by single-minded pursuit of the stereotyped 
American dream. Making quick millions by alliance with racketeers, he 
succeeded at last in entering the American world of presumptive ex¬ 
cellence and worth, only to be destroyed by its degraded ethics. Kqually 
destroyed, in a society of decadent expatriates, was the brilliant psy¬ 
chologist Richard Diver upon whom these same standards were arbi¬ 
trarily imposed by marriage to a woman of wealth. 

In Fitzgerald’s view, there was something inherently evil in a 
society which elevated as models those who were so demonstrably 
rotten at the core. Was not the average American being deceived and 
ruined by what his environment proposed for his emulation ? For, like 
Gatsby, did he not, in utter innocence, account himself a son of God 
who perforce must be about His Father’s business? And did not that 
business, so imaginatively conceived in grandeur, turn out to be, at 
best, the service of a vast, vulgar, and meretricious beauty; and, at 
worst, the service of cynical, pmvetful corruption? I ala the "little 
people” of his friend Ring Lardner’s stories, Fitzgerald's ‘'outsiders" 
were pathetic victims of a myth. The (unction of the myth was to keep 
prosperity going. 

To this society, traditional standards and ideals were absurdly if. 
relevant. Like most of his generation, Fitzgerald discarded them. 
Unlike most, he did so regretfully and reluctantly; for though Ids 
mind rejected them as false, his heart clung to them as noble, i !e was 
therefore morally adrift, and his dissatisfied awareness of this um 
dition sharpened his moral vehemence. In his last, and most significant 
novel, left unfinished at his death, he was attempting to fuse in a 
single picture all the most characteristic clumuts of the American 
society of his time. He saw that, almost without, exception, they con¬ 
verged in Hollywood. 

Hollywood exercised a curious attraction for Fitzgerald. As a man 
of letters, he believed that the talkies were rapidly making literature 
archaic He was convinced that they were providing for Amemaus, 
and perhaps for the whole world, whatever culture would supplant 
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t it aAue ‘sm! mtr slut tin! ?iiii!i!niSv Ivtnmr nbsilfic, I lolly wtmd* 
elf m t tnAmin u ^ m <he hmmrss ui mwmmg and mmhaudmng 
c attitudes t«» Uir* tt'ir utikul values, which would enable big in* 
hii\ |m ; - j*tuav ‘bmiM!.»n met Amen*an Sickly* It was, in 
o\/m44\ \i~\\ t a near //;j f tr*;u,n ,t r # i«r»wr ptwci than had ever 
tom r\uv4 m sAm - and -mine the maw numl^Ilr proposed, 
mlmA m pmien e i* ?V‘i d mdusts, an cultural fcouree, and as 
ml phr.t* uwm 11 4 % -1 *n w !m*e fantastic ways nf litV tlrtct mined 
c touunm 4 m 4 mmn m tltr Arnmcau people as m an earlier 
f y f thmr HnUma A m>- ! m 4 r mot not Nrwpott and Idi’ih Avenue* 
«* it- pv/*! mmo/J mu iir fmumm of the las fvcoun youngest and 
ns! vulr m *-5 4m him ».s hank pmtret v Oi' lowly hitth, Ulirdu- 

irit, 4 A m ’ > < '•>* m 4, iiiliurc nr ilir influenceof contemporary 
cast, Am m <4 <; .* 4 j u* < A -i *; umn and in<lomiuhtr faith in the 

,\Uxnr . < 4 i>* * ««<■* n Mh.unun, f AS f rbionnf both in tits rugged 
dn *Au \\\‘U\ .ail 4’ * ,* »'»■:mAma norm!*- towatd lus giraf enter* 
Vif % Sn 'A. * c \ ’ * , ? ? * " t h Iw fbtre |s«wvt fill tone* ill the 
Hint'* 4i r* !i\>* -nr, II* a .* » s ? An o J A.- ?<i the nuam ot t apitul ill 
At! v. m, 4 a e; 4* ,s *44i»*S m ihr film*, as of oilier 

4 ?| /is ; m m< I * r -a v a < : . ,»m *' 4 !'!«»!» ^Irlrt mm r d fn clliilUUlC 
dnsu 1 4 ] a -n A vn, ? r h~ rur/n jur%-4irr nt tlir rarkrtrrrs, 
»n,afi $4 h / 1 , A v4^ n - >i in ?hr smraejr hn mastny 

hi U |* 4 /.'/* ,44 ; 4 . y n* !, in r V fhr |nnSu|*Ie devr|upmrnf, uf 
j4S^am. t n Sj l w/4, hv An ISr nl Jin Ivnanu 

Wit.a v ntn- n h 4 -A "dm ftniai" wrs intjdti if in Int/^rralilA 
4iui4 v^4\, AinnHr h 4 4 n> 4 ^ 4 v u«ssr 4 u% gtrat nji|MKtuiuty* 
jm mil fit u v«r-* » h n h s -n4 ml must Snid* isirsiUibh, t* * a f Ilf lit r 
?rit U!mI 4 *nnr4< 1 Isi'U'/* imriti Jt.n'r Irrii dilfnrnS fm Alilftka 
id me <• hrm "ih* SuV- m-l „ 4 t rn.i »>s imm.m dirains; Un a tuiratnry 
u lun #i ’4 4 mmrnm ? itn mua h hrfd hi\ btrafSi in tSir jnrsrmr ut 
in iMiiun m # *, *>ti!*^Ih'd ni4? ,m ,^-dirm umtrfn|#hitifin hr neither 

Il 4 rn,m 4 I1M1 itrsinnh I.rr m },;«f Inf tlir I lit lUUf III fuSnt y With 
?llir! 11 hi \ * nmisinisuntlr n > Itn $ 4 |mUV An WntiderA But ?t*r j» 4 St 

•41 \vr u ?<n hai AfiA > ;:i !m nisithtnl tint tmvrl lut/gnald 

ill fiiiiinl lii»|»e in a vagur kind id ««aa!mii» tit tmd4le agr hr had nu 

itili 111 1 hr m.■ "n 1 i jtk''* Iff,;h isi f rHtii»m i*«u 4 flie futtue* hrmn 

11 st a m» a 4 ? m nt«! 4 h "4 fm-nui, lit that he * h|i! 4 alliitu *t% sjutitually 

icfut was tlir witc and tragic seine ul isle. 
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[4] SALVAGE 

In Paris, during the nineteen-twenties, that majestic sybil, Miss 
Gertrude Stein, observed the young American writers who were con¬ 
gregating there. “You are all a lost generation,” she told Ernest 
Hemingway. His first novel, carrying this verdict as its motto, trans¬ 
lated it into a slogan. To readers in President Coolidge’s America 
remote from the adolescent tempests of the Boulevard Montparnasse 
the compensations of being lost appeared gready to outweigh the 

Hemingw^intended^ 60 ^ gratifying ’ was not d uite what 

staff nf g fh d p k ’- SqU r re ' £ea ? red A y ° Ung man ’ Hemin gway was on the 
s aff of the Pans edition of an American newspaper. A native of Oak 

Park, Illinois, he had graduated from high school but had not gone on 

to co lege. Instead he worked as a reporter in Kansas City, and 

before the United States entered the Great War was driving an 

ambulance on the Italian front. Presently he enlisted in the Italian 

infantry, was severely wounded, returned home with a platinum 

kneecap After the war he spent a year in the Near East for a news- 

paper, then settled in Pans. An inveterate sportsman, he passed his 

mdl ay L m ntr W1 ?J- tr °c Upe ° £ itinCrant buU % hter s. Meanwhile, 
under die tutelage of Miss Stem and the poet Ezra Pound, he was 

producing his first short stories. 

The characters of Hemingway’s early books struck a new note 

artmdTof deTT A-t S hard ' b0iled - The y tried to maintain an 
attitude of defiant indifference. They boozed and brawled and 

wenched with a truculent heartiness-but, in the cold clarity of 

tude, they often wept. Distrusting all mental processes, they could 

™ ? nt Though they strove to live only by in- 

Tnd T ^^7 C ° Uld n0t extin & uish their minds. When the 
mind asserted itself, they were miserable. It showed up the fallacy of 

worth and knowing when you had it. For they weren’t enjoyiL 
theTbh7 ^ M UCh ^ they Pretended; and > ««Pt when they bougk 

money Wff fe* ^ ^ ^ ^ g0t ** 

moneys worth. I did not care what it was all about,” one of them 

acknowledged, recording his attitude to life. “All I wanted to know 
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II hm m !kr in $u Xl^/nt a u»tt umul not lit m iti live In It you 

irnei! from that what 11 waa alt ahmii" 

ilm dmara wm j \nwtu .m, ihu he w%m\\ taking life 

prnmenedh. }'*• do* «rn?$ in* hr w*,k taking it tlesj^utrly, with an 

illy Wlh>yw-j \e e lU t%rueh It \wp4\i a good, *ti even att op|*ommity« 

vut m ha endmed, a lain! ot prtukv* You salvaged 

i»i!n i urn mud, atau,,; M the bump y**u gut by learning about 
tm> pi in arar m r, m In r t!aia; < hawes, or by money* What you 
I 11 o urn dk in* wma dm nntLw ltmnngwavh rluraitm were 
yj»?r•*! u hm ihe% w • Jm .<■ j f« death, nr wtwr resembled death: 
km Sr, m ; br bud un.*, mi dir }»u„v mig, «tt in a dnmken Stupor* 
tic aa Mourn 1 W ht-.n w o%f that Iloumgway''« vision of lite 

mair ui m:pe:su! amunuuom 

JMm ' ,0 i> no m[ i*’ e an* von husak The cause* which Ilftn* 

A <w #1 t * > M a r, ,0 , ' S Vrsii m aukIr i»l faith; the worth 

id tk'.u't, a bo a - *! "i ’ 1 id, Hr 14 w rriiitlrrn snort y, quite* simply, 

4 om . :n i i f -km o 1 a rmmh* otfun 1 ivtliaafioit had 
n da -m ' he-', 5 bo n ( !: , 1 r \n m* nUnt \u avm! hn will, to 

km ’a, o? h . mm ■ «»♦< of, <r wa totnhmmrd to dflrat* 

4. r >* air,* a -o h? - o b l- n j o l n< jd/uht v hid aheady reduced 

HI im roo ^ ai a 1 > ah a- .* c> mou ■! mao, hr ualild urvrt a< llirve 

-vi hit,- -- r h*. V<"a, ni ; jMjivun of luppmrv*? 

| Iron a a, a n m h r\ . '• i a - a A-cm a .?a uk lit 4 Mot V wltH \\ was 

in 4 v * ‘U)*, I 'Of j •» i ■ 'Pu ' 0 ' a Hiiimb m town t«# kill a man 

if| have nrvri trot; the vutttu, waniril, ktu»wi fiial ^tlierc Hill t Stiy - 
ung 0« ? ‘/A ?a *o, ; :;o--)a< H a Io*ia lied, walk dovut ilr dark 
irrf t \ad S m ' n^,cim .04 ' 4 c/| da *f ^uus, t luHtgh expiewd 
10, OMO n* *0 ^ ? mkm ,, doci %!u« r\iMni»r ialiif to for ttif 
I,hu !a d a Sir U ,50 v/" f Saar* sc limn dcMunnoft by 4 lliMtlf 

ivnotusme t 11 meu/m * Uj * 1 tii rf ,1 uaivi-uinii that if ought to be 
hnvrv*, |u ^ <* c *c > "Cv ;hr mdr*cin.d wriild g k rt alt even break# 
t> hi nnr"cr; dor'c* *, diMa**;! 1 hr had wuftcfl right tmoks anil 
iti arjonr! 4 rd*.cMt.d oya*mmi, tSna was all fliaf Hemingway 

III ?o '*,4^ flat Iwm r'O'aUi < I f, r dr **dr alicfnl hss view of life, like 
tans ate dm hvrm rwrMUu lu was In ought h,n k to flir Utittrd 
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lack of livelihood, most of its population on government relief, a 
microcosm of the universal social sickness of the nation. For Homing- 
way, it provided an eloquent demonstration of capitalist irresponsi¬ 
bility. The novel that he wrote about what he saw was not only a 
blistering indictment of free enterprise, hut an oblique statement of 
the necessity for some form of social collectivism. In both respects the 
novel gained force because Hemingway used, as his protagonist, a 
member of the middle class; a small businessman by conviction thor¬ 
oughly conservative and an old-fashioned individualist. “1 don't know 
who made the laws but I know there ain’t no law that you got to go 
hungry,” Captain Morgan reflects, amidst the wreckage of his economic 
order. And it is only his determination that “my kids ain’t going to 
have their bellies hurt and I ain’t going to dig sewers for the govern¬ 
ment for less money than will feed them” which launches him’ on the 
desperate lawlessness and crime that eventually destroys him. Morgan’s 
final conviction, bursting through his delirious death agony, is* that 
“one man alone” stands no chance. 

The outbreak of the Spanish Civil War inevitably took Hemingway 
back to Spain. Some of his earliest stories about Italy after the (heat 
War had expressed his hatred for Mussolini’s brand of fascism, .md he 
was one of the first American writers to grasp the implications of what 
was happening in Spain. Sinclair Lewis had produced a prophecy ui 
the advent of fascism in the United States, as a result of prolonged 
economic depression; Hemingway, in his superb novel of the Spanish 
Civil War, used that conflict to project what he conceived to lie the 
major issue of the century—the issue of a society dedicated to human 
rights, or dedicated to the perpetuation of the dominance of privilege. 

Hemingway once again used an American for his central character, 
thus focusing upon American society the import of a omllia ou urrmg 
m a foreign land. And, for the first time in his work, this 4 tuui frr xwn 
mentally mature-a man who neither distrusted intelligence nor sott-dtt 
to evade experience in one of the various forms of perpetual ,mmhiia- 
non. Robert Jordan, an instructor in Spanish at a Western college and 
a volunteer with the Loyalists, is aware that he is taking pan’ in a 
crusade. He feels—m spite of all bureaucracy and mefiteicucy md patty 
stnfe-a sense of consecration to a duty toward all the oppressed of the 
world. It is a feeling that he has never known before, and the reasons 
for it are so supremely cogent that his own probable dead, beum.es 
completely unimportant. “But the best thing was that there was .some- 
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Meanwhile, the conscience of the South was itself troubled. “By al¬ 
most every gauge by which a culture or civilization can be measured, 
the South is still at the bottom—in literacy, in crimes of violence, in 
productivity except for children, in social legislation, in per capita’in¬ 
come, in public health, in working conditions, in housing.” This was 
not the verdict of a “damyankee” investigator. It was the sober con¬ 
clusion, in 1946, of Hodding Carter, Southern-born editor of a Missis- 
sippi newspaper, one of an increasing number of spokesmen for a new 
attitude and a new direction. Over two decades a quickened conscience 
had found outlet through a substantial literature produced by Southern 
writers. Fiction, especially, had been rescued from the nostalgic senti¬ 
mentality of the Lost Cause, the standard regional props of crinolines, 
camellias and chivalry. If Southern novelists were, in the main, facing 
the life of their region in a spirit of criticism, events in the South, high¬ 
lighted by national publicity, were partly responsible. 

For some of these events, equally shameful equivalents had been 
found elsewhere in the land, but to the troubled Southern conscience 
this offered no mitigation. The brutal excesses of the Ku Klux Klan, 
revived after the First World War, were matched in spirit, if not in 
degree, by the cruelties visited upon labor in Northern and hiidwestern 
industrial centers, as exposed in Congress. The travesty of justice in the 
Scottsboro trials in Alabama was scarcely less than that of the Sacco- 
Vanzetti case in Massachusetts. But for other social symptoms, there 
appeared to be no adequate parallel. 

There was, for example, the tragi-comedy of the celebrated “monkey 
trial” which, in 1925, drew national attention to the State of Tennessee. 
This was a planned case, to test the validity of a state law prohibiting 
the teaching, in public schools, of the Darwinian theory of evolution. A 
teacher named John Thomas Scopes offered himself as the victim. The 
Fundamentalists, sponsors of the law, accepted the services of William 
Jennings Bryan—old, embittered, and fanatical—as prosecutor. Clar¬ 
ence Darrow, the great agnostic, liberal lawyer who had made a life¬ 
time career of defending unpopular causes, served as chief counsel for 
the defense. The issue on trial was modern scientific thought. It was 
overwhelmingly defeated. Twenty years later, two spectacular scientific 
developments had taken place in Tennessee which might have been 
expected to change the cultural situation of its people. The greatest 
American experiment in socialization—the Tennessee Valley power de¬ 
velopment—was being successfully operated; and the atomic bomb had 
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played for thirteen years—and God's IJttk Acre, he focused a lurid 
light on a form of existence bereft of hope. I Its characters were sunk in 
squalor, degeneracy, misery, imbecile shiftlessness. They were the prod¬ 
uct of a social situation in which ignorance and incompetence sought 
to cope with exhausted soil, peonage, and an attitude that valued the 
welfare of animals more highly than that of the human beings whom 
it exploited. Apart from his proposal that the sharecroppers organize 
in an agricultural union, Caldwell offered no ptogram of action. Hut, 
in his books, the troubled conscience of the South became articulate. 

Meanwhile, in the Capitol at Washington, Southern legislators were 
opposing enactment of an anti-lynching law, a minimum-wage law, 
legislation to prevent racial or religious discrimination in employment, 
and to abolish the poll taxes which, in certain Southern states, pre¬ 
vented both Negroes and poor whites from exercising the suffrage. 
When resistance to the passage of progressive social legislation did not 
avail, its purposes were frequently defeated by the historic expedient of 
local nullification. These things, too, colored the picture of the South 
£01 med by the rest of the nation, flow much were they offset by the 
efforts of a growing minority committed to the necessity lor sorial 
change? Was there any solution to the enigma of the South ? 

This question, in its broadest sense, underlay the novels ami stories 
of William Faulkner. A native of Mississippi, Faulkner .grew up in 
Oxfoid, a small town interchangeable with and duplicate of ten thou¬ 
sand little dead clottings of human life about the land, lie attended 
public school, but did not graduate from high school. He served with 
the Royal Flying Corps during the first World War, returned to < h- 
ford, for a while took classes at the state university. I fe spent a winter 
in New Orleans, and another working as a clerk in a New Yutk City 
bookshop. One year he took a long walking trip in Europe; he nude 
several sojourns in Hollywood as a writer for the films. But, fur the 
most part, he remained at Oxford, writing in isul.ition, a shy, solitary 

man with a taste for wnat he described as unditccted and imeurrelatcd 
reading. 

Certain features of Faulkner’s work suggested that it originated in a 
profound need to account, to himself, for the retarded condition of ud- 
ture and civilization in the South. To some extent, therefore, his books 
recorded an exploration, a sustained and consistent effort to arrive at a 
coherent explanation of the nature of his environment in his own time. 
His exploration was imaginative rather than purely historical. His pur- 
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tion were incapable of applying it to their new circumstances. So 
Faulkner, as the critic Malcolm Cowley pointed out, saw the present 
only as a period of moral confusion and social decay. 

Behind the enigma of the South, as Faulkner implied, there was not 
only a tragic social history and a profound guilt. There was also the 
land that had made these inevitable, a land where everything hangs on 
too long—“the rich black land, imponderable and vast, fecund up to 
the very doorsteps of the Negroes who worked it and the whites who 
owned it; which exhausted the hunting life of a dog in one year, the 
working life of a mule in five and of a man in twenty—the land in 
which neon flashed past them from the litde countless towns, and 
countless shining this-year’s automobiles sped past them on the broad 
plumb-ruled highways, yet in which the only permanent mark of man’s 
occupation seemed to be the tremendous gins. . . To this Southerner, 
the social destiny of his region was still implicit in the land—opaque, 
slow, violent, shaping and creating the life of man in its implacable 
and brooding image. 

[ 6 ] THUNDER ON THE LEFT 

During the decade o£ the nineteen-thirties, a new school of writers arose 
barometers of the immediate social situation, weather vanes for the 
stormy winds of doctrine. Like the President, they addressed the 
American people as a stricken nation in a stricken world. Like him, 
they were convinced that only a foolish optimist could deny the dark 
realities of the moment. But they were far from sharing his confidence 
that plenty is at our doorstep.” Their appeal was to social conscious¬ 
ness, and because most of them studied the causes of failure at the level 
where suffering was most widespread and acute, they came to be known 
as the “proletarian school.” 

Of this school, the most industrious, and in some ways the most 
powerful, was James T. Farrell. He was a short, stocky, owlish-looking 
man whose dark hair was usually rumpled, whose expression was 
habitually serious, whose scholarly air, accented by thick-lensed spec¬ 
tacles, scarcely suggested that his boyhood ambition had been to become 
a baseball star. He was a native of Chicago—the city where John Peter 
Altgeld had gone down to lonely martyrdom as a champion of social 
justice; where Miss Addams, after nearly fifty years at Hull House, had 
lamented the failure of her effort to make it prevail; where Clarence 
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aristocracy. His trilogy of Studs Lonigan exhaustively analyzed oik: of 
its typical and normal products. Studs was the end-product of Ameri¬ 
canization, two generations removed from Irish immigrants who had 
come to the United States as to a new world, whose lives were dedicated 
to work, to advancing themselves, to saving and thrift, to raising their 
families. They and their descendants rose in the social anti economic 
scale. The second generation became owners of real estate, ward 
politicians, small businessmen, boss craftsmen, and the like. Because 
they exemplified it, they believed in the American myth of success and 
advancement. They believed in the dogmas of their faith, hot their 
church was a sanctified institution; it had little real connection with 
their daily experience. They sought to educate their children with 
homilies, platitudes about faith and work, and little fables aln.ut good 
example—to the end that the children might advance so many more 
rungs on the economic and social ladder. 


For Studs Lonigan, as for most of the hoys in his neighborhood, the 
important institutions of education—the home and the family, the 

church, the school and the playground.quickly break down. } fittne 

is a humdrum boredom of nagging correction and artimomotts bicker¬ 
ing; even affection is tainted by moralizing; intellectual exchange takes 
the form of reiterated prejudices or platitudes; it is a plate' to he 
escaped from whenever possible. School is tedious dtudgrry. to he re¬ 
sisted. Church is irrelevant ritual; a form of punishment.' The play, 
ground is supervised by feminine or effeminate do-gooders. What re¬ 
places these institutions as educative agents? 'Hu- streets, the gang, the 
poolroom, the bar, the house of prostitution, the deserted parks at night, 
*" 6 joint. 1 he mental life which these produce is as barren 

as a bald rock—and discouragingly recognizable! hut there are a few 
lichens: group hatreds of infiltrating "kikes” and "dmgrs"; a cult of 
sexua 1 prowess; a group itch for money, ami those material goods 
which represent social status. The moral life which this education yields 
is not even rudimentary. The outcome for Studs Lonigan is ddVa't ami 
frustration by a total situation which is characterized by spiritual 
poverty. His impulses are essentially good, hut his values are the values 
of his environment, and they furnish no positive or compelling toms 
for his capacity for allegtance. He is crippled by paralysis of function; 
he has no genuine relationship to society, no object for his loyalties, no 
valid incentives. He is, as Farrell claimed, a social manifestation--a 
clinical specimen of preventable social wastage. “Given scope as a boy, 
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given a pattern o£ values bearing some adequate relation to the life 
around him,” the critic John Chamberlain declared, “Studs might have 
been a fine citizen.” But what Farrell describes as the making and the 
education of an ordinary American boy is a preparation for atrophy. 

If the inward decay of the lower middle class is obvious on the level 
of relative prosperity, what can be said of the level more exposed to 
economic want? Farrell answered this question in his tetralogy about 
Danny O’Neill—who, like Farrell himself, driven by an exceptional 
personal endowment, escapes from his environment. The family, here, 
slips rapidly down into a fusty existence of incessant toil, privation, 
squalor, and squabbling. The flat has “junk all over, the dresser in the 
corner piled with it, rags, clothes, junk, and the table on the left with 
a slab of grocery box in place of one leg; it, too, was piled and littered 
with every damn thing in the house.” Danny, like Farrell, is rescued 
by relatives whose income, though small, is larger than that of the 
O Neills, who regard as a windfall the damages received when one of 
their children is run over. 

The tribal doctrines are familiar. “The possibilities in this country 
are endless. America is going to be the richest nation in all history. 
Why, we’ve got everything here. . . . Resources? They are beyond 
calculation. We are coming into an age that is bound to be the wealth¬ 
iest the human race has ever known.” Can it be doubted that every¬ 
body in America who’s worth his salt ought to be rich? How? One 
way is through salesmanship—it doesn’t make any difference what the 
product is. The cardinal principle is “the irradiation of confidence.” 
People want to have faith, they’ll pay the person who’ll give them con¬ 
fidence, especially when times are bad and they think they’re licked. 
After all, good salesmanship—and all good business—is based upon the 
power of wishing and concentration. This is indefeasible, for isn’t it 
the true kernel of wisdom in the teaching of Jesus? Anyone who votes 
for the Republicans is a damn fool; if the Democrats get in, maybe 
they’ll give the people some things; the Socialists will never get any¬ 
where—they’re lunatics. Of course, any decent soul will believe in God, 
the Holy Trinity, the Pope—who is too far off to matter—the parish 
priest, sometimes too inconveniently at hand; will hate all Jews and 
Negroes; will take as gospel whatever the newspaper tells him to, will 
grouse that he isn’t getting enough, and be sure that he is going to get 
more. Among those who were later to be described as ill-housed, ill- 
clad, ill-nourished—if one could believe Mr. Farrell’s portentous ac- 
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cumulation of evidence—the American dream had become a tawdry 
and meaningless myth. 

In Farrell’s view, the people of his stories--whether of the exploiting 
or exploited class—were the natural products of a competitive social 
order in which material acquisition represented the highest good. Their 
human failure, to the degree that they were brutalized and rendered 
both spiritually and socially sterile, flowed inevitably from the culture 
which an acquisitive society had imposed on them. As a novelist, Farrell 
reported the mores of an economic jungle. Only those who read his 
critical essays realized that what he assailed was the “folklore of 
capitalism”—the body of creeds which, as Thurman Arnold argued, 
men do not consciously choose, or intelligently appraise, hut auto¬ 
matically absorb through the loyalties and enthusiasms which hind 
them to existing organizations. Farrell was no reformer. {le was an in¬ 
tellectual convert to Marxism. His solution was seldom more than im¬ 
plied in his novels, though he developed it in his criticism. For him, the 
“dark realities” and the “pervasive spiritual poverty” of American 
society could not be eliminated within the present social order. For 
regeneration, for restoration of genuine social function, only the 
Marxian revolution would suffice. 

[7] FIERY GOSPEL 

As the Great Depression settled over the nation, calamity fell on the 
central prairie lands. This region, extending front the Dakotas south¬ 
ward, through Kansas and Oklahoma, to the Iexas panhandle, formed 
the national granary. For decades, intensive agriculture had systemat¬ 
ically depleted its soil. Droughts and dust storms had timber eroded it. 
In 1933 there came the black blizzard.” When it was over, houses, 
trees, farm machinery were burietl under dust and the topsoil had 
blown away. Ruin had arrived, at. last. 

Fewer than one third of the farmers owned their land. Another, and 
larger, group were so heavily mortgaged that, in odea, they hud be¬ 
come tenants. Still lower in the economic scale wete the nomad share¬ 
croppers. All three groups were deep in debt, and the end of the black 
blizzard found them virtually bankrupt. Foreclosures and wholesale 
evictions resulted. The absentee owners—banks and coiporutiuns ■ took 
over the land, to apply large-scale methods and mechanization. And a 
whole population was suddenly homeless. 
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rndv, there began ,1 mass migration such as had not been seen 
die days of 1 he pioneer srttlrix, Hundreds of thousands of fam- 
ium ot them almost penniless, took to the mails in their jalopies. 

, had been spread that these was work to he had in California; 
for cvrtvoue who wanted it, in the orange groves, the vast 
ok on the 1 am hrs. And so the great trek commenced, setting a 
c adult on the highways, toward the promised land. 

1 in California a young writer, billowing the progress of this 
[tion to its tiagic, tmihle end, determined to tell its story in a 
Ahrt a long apprrntkeshtp to littioti, John Steinlieck had al- 
won a wide audtrme with two novels, and the play whielv he had 
1 from our ol them, fie was a native ol (.alifornta, hoin anil 
•lit up in she town of Salmas, where his fattier had been county 
tier and he. mother had taught school. After graduating ham 
school, hr had attended f.eland Stanford University for one year 
spr.t.d student, dm r loping an infeiest in marine biology. Thctc- 
, hr hid woi l.e.l a, a tepo.irt, and had begun witting tiction. ilis 
‘hter bools aot.i. ud little af'.ruuon and tailed to sell. Mat tied, and 
- t | in M.-ovto-s, he managed to live on a monthly imnine of 
iv use dollar., ,md toomtmue suiting, uuut, in ins middle thirties, 
let with stis'i 

ke moat tntf Ihgeitt Ament ant <4 his general toil, Stemhei k teali'/atl 
the tdr.u Hepirs.ion btought into i|Uestiott .ill the basic asstuup- 
1 of A met 1* ait sin trty. I hr single issue with whit It it tonfronttd 
a.tnon was one ot ptun.ity putpose. Whoh should have absolute 
rtletier the so. itl w-dtatr of all tiie people, or the maintenance of 
t i.d situattott in whit It, under tiotmal 4 irt umstanecx, the greatest 1 
if,I p ptoltt was availed to private enterprise? Most Americans had 
tys assumed that social well ate Was uumugrttl upon the ptmperity 
mate rmetpnse, hut the tdrai Deptcssioti genetated a widespread 
it, »m dr-.pirr the oi.u ulat ptouomnrmcnts of statesmen, bankers, 
mdustttahsts that tins equation was not an axiom handed down 

1 ihr two novels whit U hist won him an audience, Strinheik studied 
, al situation wht> h hi ought the issue into vivid tclief, the girat 
l mdttsitv of Cahmima was .lotamated by a lew |Ktwethii coipora- 
s, with h imposed thru will upon all mdependem ptodu. rts thtot.gh 
stem of trade .issot tattoos. 'I he industry required the existent e of 4 
;r pool of mtgtatoty walkers, available tor the brief harvest pcrttxls 
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but not employable at other times. In prosperous times, when this pool 
contracted, wages would advance. But when bad times swelled the 
pool, wages would be reduced, often to a level that did not support life. 
Since the workers, as migratory and casual labor, were not unionized 
they were entirely at the mercy of the producers whose interests were 
best served by the most rigid economy of costs. And since the workers 
were not citizens of the state, nor voters or taxpayers, their plight was a 
matter of small concern to the public authorities. It was to the advan¬ 
tage of the producers, and the local authorities, that these workers he 
regarded as social outcasts bums and hoboes by choice, parasites on the 
economy—and that any protest on their part immediately brand them 
as dangerous, subversive radicals to be summarily dealt with by groups 
of vigilantes. ' 1 


It was the signal merit of Steinbeck’s two novels that they exposed, 
not only the wretched situation of the migratory workers, but the' 
falsity of the social legend which had been hastened on them. The peo¬ 
ple about whom he wrote could be accused of nothing more criminal 
than failure under the prevailing economic system. They were derelicts 
lonely, wandering, cut off from all stability—the marginal human 
wreckage of an industrialized society. Was the fault theirs, or that of 
the society which had permitted them to sink into an aims of wretch¬ 
edness? Their most extravagant dream was identical with" the universal 

hope of little people throughout the United States.a basic security, an 

assurance of opportunity, a sense of attachment to some community 
They dreamed of having a little land of their own, a rabbit and a few 
fowl, things to live for and to cherish. Was there not something in- 
herendy wrong with a social situation that made such simple ambitions 
impossible? These people were not conspirators against the established 
order. They were the more pathetic for having faith in it, when the 
cards were so obviously stacked against them. One of Steinbeck’s novels 
dealt with a strike, promoted by communist organizers. The strike 
tailed, not only because of the superior power of the organized em¬ 
ployers: so profound was the antipathy of the workers to communist 

rddVk inStm . Ctlve * hcir faith in *<* traditional system, that, they 
could no bring themselves to subordinate their individual advantage 

to the collective purpose, 5 

Steinbeck’s two novels about the agricultural workers prepared him 
o deal with the epic subject of the mass migration of the “Okies"- 
the dispossessed families who trekked to California in search of a 
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n the land. In The Hr,spa of Wrath he produced a t went let h- 
rqnivat-iu ot' Te./r 7'««w\ C.tNn. For this story so poignantly 
;ed dtr «im''i inuf ot thr nation that there arose an insistent, tie- 
'.r swift remedial action. To this demand, the Federal j;overn- 
sjmnded With hypsiatiou in heh.dt oi’ dispossessed fanners. The 
fahtoinia made a Mated rlloit to adopt a humane attitude * 
lummy, the um;i.m<\ like dane.etom beasts, from one dread- 
-oveivdle" to another; toitiib the Mood fren/y ot its vigilantes. 
:esult'i vveie uitfostaui. FussiMv there was an additional one, 
,orc imi’oifant, thoUidr it could not he estimated. How many 
an*., h.ivun; mad Fee Hrapa of Wrath, were ponderin.it the 
ro ot the so. i.d system ttudri whnh they lived? Fur this was 
■omn tit a thund.-ied duoua.li thr hook. This was what it was 

n mu'.. . it was t Lmd ot .dlrpoiy, and the trek and tragedy of 
srs iri'ir.ented a ;;run.d soi id ptoi ess ot deteitor atioii oi which 
rat iirpjr istott was a sprt ?,!• uLu svtuptotn. Was the tabled 
.-an "la.U'j 01 oio.pe,/' uiro-K an illusion 5 A committee of 
..ppom'oi Sts 'jV.iTnt 1-MiiUm I>. Roosevelt to investigate 
tdiUt-n of Ai.t.-u a’s r ul'ma! population, tepottrd some dis 
, j), s, iV latU.-i. t? had itnojue a oneway passage 

time, m mti., hid Mm pirdommamlv in the duration 
.-m oeh.-i •Inn as. eni, l'otthetmoie, there was an inurasinj* 
sv toi the nm,. • ot the laddei to he.omr hats iotrtm; imptison- 
It 4 lived so. nti a itus loan uht» h it was ituieasiin;ly ditfuult to 
Alttl that these J .1. f s Weir rtpialiy biudmit Upon the iildlistlial 
is oi Amor t< .*0 -Uses, w i . also rs idetil, It had hi ell made dear 
h so- i>4> -d sin vrys as those «<indui ted hy the I.yuds. Stein- 
}oad iatmis v.In*sr an.estois had tuny, in m the Ameiiiait Kevin 
, and on both sides m dtr W 11 between the States were not 
VI, Itms oi a 111.1)111' hut an isolated catastrophe; they were 
.Is, Thru iottnurs imphr.l the piobable late oi a latpe sejpnent oi 
met nan prople. 

; at had made tins fate inevitable" In Steinbeck's view, the perver- 
,f the Amen, an so, id system. Initially dedicated to the welfare 
it had hrni svai Jtrd to srivr the mirirsfs oi a capitalist economy 
illnl by a few, and dr surd toi ptuely exploitative prodtHfii.n, 
nr irteirm e to vmal , unset pirn. es, I its hook piled up a massive 
e of the human foil win. h t< rxa* tnl, Nearly halt a million diic 
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possessed Americans, homeless and hungry, looking at the fallow 
fie ds which might produce food but not profit and knowing that a 
fallow field was a sin and the unused land a crime against She thin 
children. Carloads of oranges dumped on the ground—a million people 
hungry, needing the fruit-and kerosene sprayed over the golden 
mountains to maintain the price level. “Burn coffee for fuel in the ships 
Burn corn to keep warm, it makes a hot fire. Dump potatoes in the 
rivers and place guards along the banks to keep the hun^ry people from 
fishing them out. Slaughter the p lgs and bury them, and let the 
putrescence drip down into the earth.” Said Steinbeck, flatly, “there is 
a crime here that goes beyond denunciation.” The crime of production 
for private profit, accruing to a socially irresponsible minority. The 
social consequences were even blacker than starvation. “The great 
owners formed associations for protection and they met to discuss ways 
to intimidate, to kill to gas.” What did democracy amount to when 
countenanced and often aided by the forces of the law, the private 
police of the great.capitalists could bludgeon, gas, machine-gun l cold 
blood masses of Americans whose only crime was their poverty and 
th ° r F “. “»der tie American social sytsem th-f creat e™ 

mists could do these thrngs with impunity. Theirs was the Jower rnd 

Steinbeck asserted that he subscribed to no solution of social and 
economic problems so far propounded. But The Grapes of Wrath made 

donwLS n f 5 h u S0Ckl • thinking had taken ’ and this direc- 
n was significant if only because it was then shared by an increasing 

number of Americans of liberal oudook. The direction waTLwtd 

communism. If the established social system inevitably resulted in the 

conditions exposed by his book, better that it be destroyed. Betto Z 

;:ZZ f ^ eventual degradation of millions, their re- 

pm ked a wr 0 ^ ?“* ^ than ^h — had 
provoked a war. On page after page that blazed with indignation 

t ttTd Were n0t aU$Ptible - TheytoS 1 ^Srometard^S Z 

nt, and dangerous: if ever they move under a leader-the end”- 
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will hr dints, and .ill tltr /as, all the rifles in the world won’t 

r," 

,.,k's sinv .hat m>t peach communism as a political 

„ It pica. hr. I .oimmunsm as a fotm of' tflij;ion, a m yv//</«e. 
i 1 hr ottlv lotin in win.h it was a.vrptable to the American 
u\ and th it »t a till'! hr so pica. hr>l maile it genuinely ominous, 
uuv <<.mman.hu/, the /reatesi wealth atul pitaluctive capacity 
,*,I t, set l.uhin; to ptmide fm thr material welfare of a ma¬ 
ils population, it was perhaps natural that the most materialistic 
opines shook! .Miitr to seem the only altetnative for a spiritual 
t no k<!!;'/! m,-on'tS the helpless, lu Stciuheeks novel, the first 
AMS wmooh- ally a prea* hei who had k 1st his faith, and who 
m a ;,<i:n’ mm she uddriin-v> Id.e Jesus to try fitul out sonus- 
,e hid ,,.<»/ to fmd his soul, He learned that hr had only a 
e.e t.J a ,/e.jS hit; -old," an* l that it was Useless unless united 
j'o! .md nude whole: "a fella am t no /nod ah me. It was this 
; ut uti*r\ as a ptomor of -...Mai salvanon that appealed to the 
m n w a. a mysm al *oii< rpi, anti Steadier W re¬ 

in. ;<■ adet ■* that man alway s /lows hrwmd his work, walks up 
S u| hi*. <>•!!« rp! esa*-'t ,;rv ahead til In* .l> . otupltshmruts. the 
•id I nro-i • om.. No mho h .t .,i-ited, "when Mansrlt will not 
isd J«u a ..<me;>t" amt "when the Immhs plummet mtt of 
S, plrnrs on She matb-t (due, when |*u sot lets ate stink like 
,KU thr (iu.hr.I !»>‘hes thain filthily m the .lust" rveiy hotnh 
, nV r as po«*S that the spurt had not died. The day of wrath 
ml he mumiidit, hut undn the pit-sent soual system, it was in* 
!r f..| "m the sold. Ml thr people the /rapes of wrath ate {dim/ 
1 wm/ heavy, heavy i<<i the vmt.i/r, lhat, in esscttie, 

impoll o! Nlrillhi-k Ids epi. novel. 

i*i <1 to have pattern Ma Joad toll her sou, V^lty, l ****'_ ^ 
wdi /o on livin' when all them peoplr is /one. Why, Tom, 
itr people that live, 'they ain't pomt.i wijie us out. Why, we'tc 
iple we /o on." 




CHAPTER VII 

^Across the Footlights 


[i] MAN-MILLINER, PLUS 

At the turn o£ the century, a new residence picturesquely invaded th 
brownstone decorum of Fortieth Street, east of Park Avenue, in Net 
York City. Newspapers over the land were soon lavishing pages on on 
ot the most unique homes in the country, a building distinctiv 
in its facade and in its furnishing. Its five stories of severe brick, chaste! 
trimmed with limestone, were enclosed by a grill of Venetian iron 
work; a small terrace was embellished by two radiant figures of Cupi< 
standing in nonchalant attitudes, giving an air of defiant sentiment to , 

" r l h0U r; Y? n CVery 0thcr dc,ail o£ thc establishment, th. 
Cupds were delightfully appropriate. This was the home of Clyd. 

Fitch, at the age of thirty-five, was the most successful and celebrate.: 
of American playwrights. His annual income was said to exceed i 

tTneouslv in d f ars ‘ Four of his plays were running simul 

c j i W ^ 0r ^’ and °thcrs were touring the country His 
prestige had already traversed the Atlantic. Some American critics of 

thLerTelv £o W ^ ddbr ^ r: “« W'er need the American 

French Ind gL£T ? * 5 Upon the out P ul of British, 

trench and German dramatists. To actors and actresses of talent he 

seemed little less than a god. There was scarcely one whose career he 

Drew n 0 Effi°e r Sh° M:llldc Ad:lItls John 

and Wlf Shannon and Herbert Kelcey. Viola Allen, Henry Miller 

and William Faversham. Beautiful Maxine Elliott, and her husband' 
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adwtttu Thr radiant Itiliu Marlowe* Amelia Bingham* Elsie l)e 
ihc hot gowned aurrsx in New York, Kxquisire young Ethel 
Man Mamin mg, who had hern brought over from Eng- 
boi Bloodgond,, a 04 nut itom New Yoik Society. Even, the 
/u forum brant \ tal\ tattgin, the aging Helena Modjeska * * » 
rs lb ohm, 1 iii die t v v oou i*t the Aiiiniiati theater^ the star maker, 
l call on all * I km h\ gins. This was the true accolade; it de- 
‘lull to tlir rwiirnd level omtpird by the English dramatists 
mil 1 |am AnUm burn, the Btemhmcn Dontuy and Bataillc, 
mg Amnuiin had u*mr a long way since, a mere decade earlier, 
n Kt* h ud Mmwitidd lined Sam, tor a wrrklv stipend of thirty 
In voitfnt a irSmlr ns wlinli Mansfield would appear in the 
Brail Iltumuwl CAull anyone doubt the permanence of his 
iVv-mE h 14 pi no. wmuM be piodiii rd in fbaim of Germany 
y, PtrsnuE hr* hodmod fneu t, Ihotewot William Lvott Phelps 
^ I Ur .smnl‘lr warns SHo*t o! the women's chibs, would pro- 
}huh\ f ; m (tol II tth the (hern Ever the hurst exposition of 
1 mi-c t tf/rrVo, Wire woiidri that Amnn aus, pmud of this 
nrd %w.m, shad'd on l bins a obm t ot inexhaustible interest ? 
}r pesos!; as safov at Stmt at rb* pm, on his animal fftlttn 
anuj*r; ?hn looped to b* town house, to “\hnrn l oiurrA his 
ar * ounu y pis e m i Venn In m. As 4 sttbfcs i, lie I mill) *rwarded 
a oro Hr had a mid personality. He was AintmuifA and ah 
a I hion; in . hbdhuod nnldm thr ummal boy in Hot hex, gait, 
r* nows, Ititgit tgr, and vunr; as a collegian at Amhnxf com*' 
vri sr, i?roasnug his immui with 4 litr/r ot pink apple blossoms 
4 iWmpwwt Im lejouud, painnpafmg til dtamaths as dr 
fa rue panUm» pisnburi, pl.tSff ol Innate loirs* 1 Its pil/./lrd, 
m il t a dir i bard to male bun ait anliitnf, but thr buy knew 
,Uio?n \inl on, r v, » ante iptn Lly* 
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a horrified producer to send- to the nearest florist for a thousand 
dollars’ worth of fresh roses? He was, as his friend the playwright 
Marguerite Merington said, like a glowing patch of color on a somber 
day—small, slender, nervous, fine textured as to dark hair and white 
skin; warmly lustrous as to eye, and fastidiously appointed with a 
foreign accent on the decorative note. 

Even more than his public personality or his plays, Fitch’s home ex¬ 
pressed those qualities which the times were seeking, and which he 
sought to translate to the stage. Immediately upon entering it, one be¬ 
came aware of an indefinable atmosphere which made it diilerent from 
other houses. Men servants in blue and white livery performed the 
domestic functions with clockwork regularity and precision. One en¬ 
tered a dimly lit white hall. From one wall there looked down a 
Madonna and Child by Della Robbia. A marble mantel was garnished 
with five Wedgwood urns. A fountain sent up a tiny shaft of water that 
fell with a tinkle into a creamy marble basin edged with fresh roses— 
or violets, or lilies. Ascending the stairs, one passed a marble statue of 
the adolescent Adonis. Above was the drawing room, with its old gilt 
ceiling and crystal chandelier; its wall hung with Gobelins tapestries; 
its Louis XIV desk lined with old paintings of Watteau shepherds and 
shepherdesses; its grand piano of blond mahogany, which the painter 
Everett Shinn had decorated in eighteenth-century style, standing be¬ 
tween two yellow marble columns at the window end, against old 
crimson draperies. A fire blazed on the hearth. Above the Louis XIV 
chimney piece, a French Salome ignored the old gilt and needle point 
chairs, grouped in pairs, the vases of short-stemmed roses, colored china 
figures and jeweled and enameled boxes scattered about on tables. 

In the dining room, of California redwood, with red brocade hang¬ 
ings, tapestries and soft-shaded, old gilt candelabra, the table settings 
were beautiful: sometimes a gold service would be used, with Italian 
china and bunches of violets and red roses; sometimes it would he 
English glass with old silver. The English critic Clement Scott, on a 
visit to the wilds of America, reported home—with ill-concealed aston¬ 
ishment that Fitch s ‘artistic breakfasts are a joy to the soul. , . . He 
collects together the most intellectual men and, to his credit be it said, 
the most beautiful and brightest of women. . . . your cutlet, cooked by 
a Parisian chef, reposes on a plate of the rarest Delft or Spode or 
Lowestoft ware, and you quaff Tokay or the rarest Chateau-Yqucm 
Irom the oldest of spiral Venetian glasses.” 
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Yet Fitch wa.s never cjuite content. He worked, industriously in his 
green study above the drawing room, its book-lined walls holding only 
three favorite paintings: a Gainsborough, a Corot, and a Meissonier. 

As the years passed, depression settled on him at night, in his oaken 
bedroom hung with crimson brocade; and the three Watteaus from 
Malmaison, the tall silver crucifix once owned by the Empress Jose¬ 
phine that stood beside the great four-posted bed, could not dispel it. 
Had he fulfilled his promise? The critic James Huneker, reproaching 
him for the triviality of his plays, called upon him to accomplish what 
he set out to do—write a real, sterling American play. Better than 
Huneker, he knew that he possessed technique not alone the piffling 
deftness of a man-milliner. But, beyond this, was not something lack¬ 
ing? Sometimes he wondered. 

“I live my life in a mist of shams,” Fitch told William Dean Howells, 
who wrote an article warmly praising one of his failures. Maude 
Adams, commiserating him on that failure, had hinted at his weakness. 
“You are just at that age when a man has two dangers to face—a sub¬ 
stitution of an emotional enthusiasm for a real one and his resentment 

of criticism_I wish you could do some things that you’d hate to do. 

I wish you could give over for a while your beloved Italy and your 
admired France and go to some place where the art is dead and life is 
uppermost—common life. We live so much among people of morbid 
tendencies, neurasthenics ... and the like-that we begin to think 
they are real, and they are real of their kind but it isnt a red-blood 
kind.” In 1909, when he died, Fitch had been writing -for twenty years. 
He had turned out thirty-six original plays, twenty-one adaptations, 
and five dramatizations of novels. But he had s^rcely ever come 
within sight of the common life, or reality of a red-blood kind. 

There was, in Fitch, a grand couturier of genius. He could, wi 
equal success, either invent a mode or perfect an established one; the 
result was always certain to become the actress for whom he designed 
it. When historical romances and costume plays were in vogue, he pro¬ 
duced the best. When taste shifted to drawing-room drama, he was 
quick to excel in that fashion also. Howells complained that the 
American novelist was subject to the dictates of the American women 
who composed his sole audience; but the tyranny which American 
women exercised as a playgoing public stood greatly to itc s a 
vantage. Women of leisure—the rich, the new rich, and those who 
hoped to become rich-were the audience for whom he wrote, ihey 
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wanted plays about the world o£ fashion, and he provided them. They 
relished an occasional flick of the lash, and sometimes he used a silken, 
perfumed whip. They had a prejudice against unhappy endings; he 
spoiled a play by forestalling an inevitable suicide with ait implausible 
coincidence. “The sensitive predominates in his work,” James 1 luneker 
remarked, “delicacy, tact, and a feminine manner of apprehending the 
meanings of life.” One of his most characteristic and intuitive scenes 
showed two women bargaining with a just-bereaved widow for the 
new Paris frocks made useless by her enforced assumption of black. 
In some ways, Fitch understood women almost better than they un¬ 
derstood themselves. This insight accounted for much of his success. 

His best comedies framed a series of portraits of the American 
woman of fashion at the opening of the twentieth century. Their effect 
strikingly resembled that of the portraits then being painted by John 
Singer Sargent. In Fitch, as in Sargent, there was a puritan who, all 
too cruelly, passed silent judgment on his sitters—the artist rendering 
with marvelous fidelity the shimmer of fabrics, the glitter of jewels, the 
opulent background; and the moralist betraying him into exposing 
triviality and meanness of spirit. Fitch’s most memorable heroines, for 
all their presumptive elegance and fastidiousness, were apt to be deeply 
tainted. Possessive, acquisitive, exploitative, they were snobs, meanly 
admiring mean things; unscrupulous liars, monsters of jealousy, climb¬ 
ers ruthlessly pursuing social advancement; extravagant wasters de¬ 
manding more and more money, ever greater luxury, who drove their 
menfolk to bankruptcy, disgrace, and suicide. The flower of native 
“good society,” they were, fundamentally, what a later generation 
would describe as vulgar bitches. 

All this, the moralist in Fitch perceived and implied. The artist in 
him—fashionable painter of a fashionable world—sought to disguise it 
by sheer bravura, so that the “mist of shams” might seem to represent 
the solid substance of life. That his audience accepted it as such proves 
how closely Fitch observed, and how truthfully lie, interpreted, his 
world. For, forty years afterwards, Fitch could still he reckoned a 
master of scenic illusion whose drawing rooms were peopled by women 
idly chattering, displaying their vacuous souls and their delightful 
gowns, whose “society” queerly resembled a wilderness of apes and 
wantons. A very few critics, like Huneker, detected this at the time 
and, assuming that Fitch himself was not aware of it, charged him 
with accepting the moral values of a decadent society. They were mis¬ 
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temaikahle that he did not dare more, though his conscience 
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ing his freshman year, as the result of a prank. He never returned. He 
worked, for a while, in a mail-order business; made a gold-prospecting 
trip to Honduras; toured briefly with his father as assistant company 
manager; then shipped as a seaman. His first voyage—sixty-five days on 
a Norwegian barque—landed him in Buenos Aires. He worked at 
various jobs, but passed most of his time among the sailors, stevedores, 
and outcasts of the waterfront, himself an outcast. He made a voyage 
to South Africa, tending mules on a cattle steamer, returned to Buenos 
Aires, where there followed a lengthy period of complete destitution 
“on the beach,” and finally shipped back to New York. 

There he lived in a waterfront dive, with a back room where you 
could sleep with your head on a table if you bought a schooner of 
beer. He shipped out for England, returned, joined his father in New 
Orleans, and with him played an abbreviated version of Monte Crista 
in vaudeville theaters—appearing twice a day between a trained-horse 
act and a group of flying acrobats. At the family summer home in 
Connecticut, he found work as a reporter. Then his health broke down, 
and there followed a year in a sanitarium. Here, his mind got the 
chance to establish itself, to digest and evaluate the impressions of many 
past years in which one experience had crowded on another with never 
,a second’s reflection. When he was discharged, he had found his voca¬ 
tion. James O’Neill did not understand why his son should want to 
write the kind of plays he did, because there was no market for them, 
but he must have thought there was something to them-for Eugene 
ONedl was sent to Harvard for a year’s course in play writ ing with 
Professor George Pierce Baker. There followed a winter of residence 
in Greenwich Village; then the first productions in Province-town and 
New York. Ten years later, O’Neill’s plays were being performed in 
England, in the principal theaters of Europe, in Japan. And, in the 
interval, they had even become acceptable to Broadway. 

This was noteworthy. For O’Neill’s plays did not fall within the 
prevailing pattern of Broadway entertainment. They discarded all 
estabhshed conventions of the “well-made play.” They experimented 
with a bewildering series of technical innovations-expressionism; 
masks; stylized movement; the soliloquy, used to reveal the stream of 

emnwT/ C i mci0Usn T- B , ut thesc w <« not mere theatrical tricks, 
employed for their novelty alone. They were meaus-sometimes sue- 
cessml, sometimes not—to a difficult end. 

For O’Neill seemed confident that, if audiences were sufficiently 
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usually discovered that what possessed them was an illusion, or a 
reality that turned out to be worthless, or of a nature quite different 
from what they supposed. Those who sought something to lie lung to, 
found nothing transcendent to which they could attach themselves - 
and their chosen substitutes were insignificant. 

O’Neill was to acknowledge, ultimately, that he was not interested 
in the relation of men to men but only in the relation of men to trod. 
Like the characters of his plays, he lived in a society less godless than 
deprived of God—was this why he achieved, in his finest plays, a 
poignancy and power unique in the modern theater? Did he not speak 
for all those Americans who, requiring a meaning for life, could not 
rest content with personal satisfactions, material achievements, or even 
social causes for those Americans who, acknowledging the scientific 
mastery upon which their society rested, yet felt a profound need "to 
be saved from ourselves, so that we can be free of the past and inherit 
the future and not perish by it”? 

Writing for those deeply aware of the absence of God, O’Neill re¬ 
peatedly stated their pathetic need of an assurance that man’s timing 
life in time and space can be noble; of a new ideal to measure the value 
of our days by—only to suggest that all merely mortal dedications must 
m the end, prove inadequate. If men were to have an intensilial feel’ 
ing of the significant worth of man’s being and becoming, h would 
be achieved only through identification with something larger than ami 
superior to themselves. Thus, for example, the hard bitten men of the 
forecastle in O Neill s earliest plays no longer belong to the sea, as did 
their predecessors who shipped under sail. Yank, the “hairy am:” stoker 
o a luxury liner, expressed O’Neill’s argument ; served m its symlx*!. 
Yank is satisfied with his lot so long as he can believe himself indis¬ 
pensable to thegreat mechanism. Sure, he’s "at tie bottom” and "dcrc 
amt nothin father,” but “I’m de start! I start somep’u ami dc woild 
moves! But a chance encounter with a member of the effete, privileged 
class destroys this confidence. Thereafter, Yank is shattered by disrnv- 
ermg the ignobility of his true status. For the metropolitan world of 
luxury and sophistication, he scarcely exists. The world of radical laln.r 
the dispossessed proletariat of which, unconsciously, he has always 
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Sometimes the thing to which O’Neill’s characters genuinely belong 
is what they most despise and resent. They seek to escape it, on 
find that it possesses and defeats them—as m The J^ eror J ( !? rr * 
Anna Christie. Or, loving it like the two brothers o£ Beyond the Hor - 
zon, they may relinquish it in favor of some less cogent satis z.cio, „ 
their lives are thereby stultified. But, in O’Neill’s sickness of oday 
the abyss of misery is reached only by the contemporary mtellectual, 
such a character as the artist Dion Anthony of The Great God Brown 
Anthony has lost all sense of relationship to anything that traMce 
himself; and reason persuades him that the universe is emp y 
thing to which he can attach himself: the old God to whom ks^ 
turn! spontaneously has become the “Old Graybe-d of a sterile myth 
For hii there is nothing left to belong to-and he illustrates the plight 
of the modern mind. In the perspective of eternity it is not enou G h 

have merely loved, lusted, won and lost, sung an ^' e P t ' , , 

Never directly concerned with social criticism, O Neill nevertheless 
furnished an oblique commentary on the America of his day-Instudy- 
ing the various substitutes for a relation to Go t r ° u S ^ 
seek satisfaction, he frequently dealt with two which, in effect ’ ™ 
the normal, prevalent ones in the United S^: mtcnd 
personal achievement, or “self-expression. In 1S P a ^ s ’ 1 , j> „j 
as the most fruitless of dedications. When the ric rot er 
the Horizon returns home, the dying failure tells him: your gamb g 
with the thing you used to love to create proves how far^astray you ve 
gotten from the truth. So you’ll be punished.” Dion Anthony in TA, 
Great God Brown, bitterly forces upon Brown the realiza ion > 
though society accounts him a success, life has actua y P^sse ..1 
For O’Neill, Brown, the respectable man of business, is . ^ visionle s 
demi-god of our new materialistic myth—a Success bui 1 S 
of exterior things, inwardly empty and resourceless, an uncreative 
creature of superficial pre-ordained social grooves. ^ 

He carried this criticism further in Marco Millions, using t e pas 
a medium for ironical commentary on the present Marco Polo 
Babbitt, the spirit of American business enterprise. Wdlmg to incur 

great risks in order to acquire great profits, he is blind to a J. 

mystery. Wherever he trades, he corrupts life by his efficient, bligh g 
materialism. Yet he is courageous, single-minded resourceful in^em - 
gencies, and dedicated to the ideal of “progress.” Was ^or ^Kublm 
Kaan pensively speculates, that the word was made flesh? Through 
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such as Marco, can the flesh ever again become the word? In Marco’s 
colloquies about the soul, with the Pope and with Kublai Kaan, each 
ot whom represents a form of spiritual wisdom, O’Neill phrased the 
characteristic modern spiritual profession which, since it expresses 

nothing more than a hypocritical assent, constitutes the most devastat¬ 
ing of negations. 

The modern American dedication to self-expression or personal 
achievement O’Neill projected most fully in Strange Interlude —a play 
which, because of its extraordinary length, its use of the soliloquy to 
reveal the secret thoughts of the characters, and its intentionally dis¬ 
agreeable tonal coloring, bewildered the audiences who nevertheless 
made it a sensational success. Its central character was a typical Amer¬ 
ican woman of the middle class in the twentieth century; educated, al- 
ready emancipated, intelligent according to the standards of the time, 
and deeply ambitious for personal fulfillment. O’Neill traced her 
career over a period of some two decades, from girlhood to middle age, 
argely in terms of her effect upon the five men who stand in closest 
relation to her: her father, her two lovers, her husband, her son. She 
is a monster of unconscious selfishness and, except for the son who 
finally escapes from her, she succeeds in destroying, with the amiable 
inevitability of a praying mantis, all of them. 

Was it true, as O’Neill appeared to suggest, that the American 
woman of the protected and advantaged class regarded the men in her 
life as her legitimate prey; to be dominated, to be used, to be favored or 
discarded, merely in the interest of her own selfish purposes? Was it 
true that, in the United States, woman’s unquestioned authority over 
social life had resulted in a sexual relationship within which women 
were morally irresponsible, and men their accredited servants? Was it 
true that in women, as wives and mothers, as conservators of-the race, 
the dedication to personal achievement could lead only to social dis¬ 
aster ? O Neill did not answer these questions explicitly, but the effect 
of his play was scarcely to glorify American womanhood. Clyde Fitch 
had intimated that his flowers of good society” were other than they 
seemed, but he had portrayed them as they looked, not as they were. 
O’Neill achieved a portrait, not in the spirit of Sargent, but in that of 
Hogarth. Nina Leeds was presented as a neurotic bitch—-and her 
disastrous social effect was minimized neither by her ultimate frustra¬ 
tion, nor by the fact that her neuroses and her bitchcry resulted from 
her lack of a relation to God. 
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ammdnp was a!o prnrm; doat-lt potent only lor evil* for 
an tm * w? <p!r\ 1 wo, t i'\nll was able to titalr both plays 
dir-*; and 'hr I id. /m 0 d^v a 0 agads in fltr l irerk srnw\ tit 
*w, imbv,:. a\ ?<w woh lour and fhr lotnry wotKmy* from 
r indnulout v mb 

*,1 f » whs * in nv o pi • *, *, * )‘Xt dl wdnnrd 4 moot! elevation 
i ,m% 1 a Iv idi’ii .iw-m .4among?*uty bfr, Was then* not 
m hphi,not t V a\ find wumndet to ho* Ihtutan i huV 
ltd, Ut 4 rand Mmbr theyb raw 414d in the West htf! if haiti*! 
d, It I urn'? tm itir, I l nt twar Ins voter w at mo* Ittr agrtt tin’ 
siav mi tus satm. , , . I km Irrl I br itt thr palm t*’ ills hand* 
is giadm* mm Irk * n«*m t'v hawoimo now than r\ct it was 
I in fj Mm* okk land npr on thr bow Waal what d'ye 
«d\ hair w» h mb* hr ' 1 nd'^ turn! and loam«mrd And was 
g! mv Inn» blows ?v tti f auiiM Mauuoub druMuti to tilt 
rinrSl, u aiim thr farndy Simum on the altats ol her cjtitte 
i[inU 1 '111 hvr akair With sir tkntd, and keep fltrir sriirls, 

item hound nir, unoi the * ttfvr is paid tail and the List 
is Irf dir! I Intow firry will see fu if dial I hvr a long time! 
hr Nf.umons to ptiinsh flirnnsrlvr# tof bring boiil!'* 

Ira oi dr^r pko. ,» m fla iltosi, w.e* rlotpirm pioof that 
ihrnn sreomigly so mnair tiom iotitrinpoiaty Ametiian 
lilted a hong tour to many itioie pruj-ir than might have 
1 ijutfd. "lliry weie, piesittinbSv * thtor Anna u aits who had 
hod At mraiuisg Im hir" m any oi thr lurintfly offrml wth 
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stitutes for God—in the worship of success, the cult of personal hap¬ 
piness, the religion of a communist society; in any of the discordant, 
broken, faithless rhythms of our time, 

[3] THE IMP IN DOCTOR PANGLOSS 

In the gay, gaudy ’twenties, a coterie habitually met for luncheon 
over a round table at the Hotel Algonquin, in New York ( ary. Most of 
them were, for one or another reason, "celebrities”; and, as word got 
around, the anonymous public, and those who liked to receive a nod 
of recognition from the great, came to gape, Presently, there a lose a 
legend of the power exercised by "The Thanatopsis literal y and 
Inside Straight Club.” Was not the round table a kind of stock market, 
establishing the daily values of professional reputations? '1 lie author of 
tonight’s play, or tomorrow’s hook, studied them anxiously. Several 
members were popular newspaper columnists whose vndtets uttthl 
make or break. 

The members of this coterie had some traits in common. None of 
them, for example, was what a former mayor of New York had ir- 
ritably described as an "art-artist." The until.its had imdrtL.ken author, 
ship as a livelihood; the profit motive was scat,civ uitLiii>wu to the 
journalists. They had been highly successful, they uric highly paid, 
they relished the freedom and luxury withh their uuoiues primmed. 
They were exceedingly competent craftsmen whose wairs suited the 
public taste, who expressed what large numbers of Americans were 
thinking and feeling today, or would think and feel tomoriow; and 
this was no mean achievement. It indicated a certain soundness of 
instinct, a certain knowingness. 

They preferred, on the whole, to he thought knowing than to be 
thought literary. For scholarship anti litcr.it utr war in disifimfr 

Seriousness was a liability, not an asset. When the vogue was dearly 
for flippancy and cynicism, who would choose to seem pompous a 
highbrow, a sourpuss? If you were erudite you concealed it, and you 
played down your intellectual interests; if you were toned to admit 
them, you did so deprecatingiy, turning the juke on yourself. Mrs. Alice 
Duer Miller, author of best-selling light fiction, seldom acknowledged 
her private passion for higher mathematics and the more abstruse 
forms of philosophy, or revealed her seem: ambit ton to achieve fame n% 
a poet. In her historical novels, Miss Iirlna Ferlicr painstakingly diluted 
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with romance her const. !rrahlc scholarship in American history. Frank¬ 
lin P, Attains Litre to hvcomr a human encyclopaedia of the air waves 
—dealt only lightly with tamks atal it leas, I Icywoml Broun wrote of 
grave issues in the tttekvatu idiotu of sports. And there was Alexander 

WitollvnU. . * * 

WtH‘lkon» fhrir tin ling and dearest enemy, flaunted without shame 
one* trail whuh they .ill dumb If was licit! absolutely damning to any 
“sophist k air”: srunmenuhtw The rest of them disclaimed if, tried to 
disguise in But Wool hot! d upped it with die relentIcssum of Chinese 

water torture. I Cm in: a matt ahouttown, a stipmophtxdeaug he was 
ttm fi.nsr fn hr awatr Slow wave he was. Hr hail the tongue of a viper* 
bur the !fmj*rf4iiir*ii of a nttootgiil; he wisecracked cruelly, or he 
gushed. I Was wnr lud wmOc in Ftitiimh Canada, die remote A mer¬ 
it an Ntiidmrsf and \Wu!lotf spdjed onto paper Ids peculiar brew of 
poison, lira* k, and lean., I lr exemplified our phase of the times; for m 
any iiiglit * Sub \*>n *«*n!4 wan h kdlm weeping whenever a tonh singer 
hiokrmif well j numbe* aliMisf "Mattttm4* 

All these dr»un.;*u 4*nf tel!, h id, m unr h at to have, a connection 
with dtr dtrami, Af one ot auodin \ nor, srvna! of them took a whirl 
;tl planvof un;, Ihif mir ot dim mmihn was m wm outstanding stucess 
as a do-mumo, i Ha do* u»m Hu* dn a !r% die name of Crorgc S* 
Kaufman was m bo woe n t.muh n m A mm* am as that of any 
mcmhrt i4 dir » mow, I hr wav of fhmtmg* dir aftmidr to life which! 
in gene? ah po sailed in die wotl ot dtr t a hr is blew isr found ex- 
prrvaon in his plass, Aldnmgti, as time pawed, rath yea *\ Kaufman 
pity was as up m ,!ar as die latest ni»#iir 1 aitfomohdr* with few ex* 
erpfmtfs they all oi!r. "ol the spnaf ot dir mnrtrru twenties. Even their 
air ot Mirnuotts tip fo dafriiro mooted the iiitiod of that day, when 
people Srh obliged to * w loose tioiit the past, ami become eon* 
temporal v no uuuri h»»w; wbrni ptcoftgr seemed to depend upon being 
“on dir made" and f 'm dir know.” 

In all hut f>ic nun m» r $ Kantm-mS plays were co|!al*aradonw Some 
of Ins iolialaaaiMis, Ion willing indrprndrndy, fried to exploit Ids 
matiiiri and wm, Many odtn voting pin wnghfs, made ambitious by 
liil suo rw, drldwuatrly mutated hr* vvotk, And Imjurudy his expert 
knowledge of dtr stage was dialled to few*iff, to “dm for,” and to dim! 
die plays of less sldbul amhon, So, fiom dir Wriutrs into the dorfirs, 
hr was tair of the moo tmooif.oi! iiifiurmrs on dir Amrricait tiirafer. 

Hr soon Ics. ainr the .c *. rrdmd spolestnati of Ihoadway, Broadway 
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was “show business,” and Kaufman was a brilliant showman. He dis¬ 
claimed any serious intentions as a writer, asserted that his plays were 
meant only to amuse. One of his most memorable wisecracks—quoted 
by the critic Joseph Wood Krutch—disposed of the contention that, 
with his remarkable talents, he ought to aim higher. Why did he not 
attempt genuine satire? Said Kaufman: “Satire is what closes Saturday 
night.” But it was largely due to him that Broadway came to stand for 
more than show business. When he began writing plays, it was merely 
a street in New York, a congested thoroughfare. Kaufman soon made 
it a national state of mind. Not until the onset of the sober, earnest 
’thirties did unkind critics protest that its traffic of ideas seemed to be 
all fouled up—if not, indeed, permanently stalled. 

The nineteen-twenties, which set a premium on sophistication, 
taught middle-class Americans—who, just then, were touching new 
heights of material prosperity—a new attitude. They could look at the 
odd, the more fabulous, aspects of American society and find these 
funny; they could look at their neighbors and laugh. But their laugh¬ 
ter, made urbane by easy money, swollen profits and general optimism, 
was not inconsistent with a high degree of complacency. Perhaps lots of 
things were wrong—like gangsters and crime, political corruption, 
the nefarious doings of great capitalists—but these had their funny 
aspects, too; in any case one ought to be hard-boiled about them—only 
silly idealists would get morally overwrought; besides, all of them 
would come right with time. Who could doubt that all was going to be 
for the best in what was surely going to be the best of all possible 
societies? Only some despicable, subversive radical, bent upon up¬ 
setting the national apple cart. Not Babbitt! Babbitt didn’t object to 
cynicism and flippancy, so long as they kept to the surface of things. 
But let no one seriously question the soundness of fundamentals! His 
opinions were safely middle-of-the-road, which were what all opinions 
ought to be. Sure, he was as up-to-date and sophisticated as anyone. 
But, at heart, he was an old-fashioned sentimentalist—and proud of it. 

Kaufman’s major talent—it amounted very nearly to genius—con¬ 
sisted in being hard-boiled about whatever, at any given moment, was 
a safe topic, and, simultaneously, in being sentimental about all funda¬ 
mentals. His plays projected the funniness of things-as-they-are, and 
sometimes the ugliness also. But they seldom intimated that anything 
was seriously amiss; they intruded no searching, disturbing question; 
usually they proceeded to a happy ending, often highly improbable; 
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md llie opinion* that they expressed were likely to be safely neutral. 
They suivmrd amtempotaty American life from the slightly detached, 
slightly A meat %uuul|>* mt of those who had managed to play the 
game vner wittily atii! had tome mu on top; who could well afford to 
laugh* but would never trally lx* moved to doubt. 

Thus in tlir 'twenties after Sinclair Lewis had made provincialism, 
cite dultnos oi dull avmm, and the materialism of businessmen safe 
for laughm* Kaufman inltcuicd them heartily. In Duky % he extracted 
fun ftoin die dullness of a mm on, In To the ladies > he satirized Rotary 
bitfitpirfeerw mid came to the comforting conclusion that a dumbbell 
ttiisband amid alwav* hr saved I tom disaster by the native shrewdness 
of the hide woman wlto loved and believed in him. In Beggar on Horse - 
lwi(, he litiipootird flir mote obvious absurdities of efficient big busi¬ 
ness* took a Mile wipe a? w* riuxldv materialism, its cult of power, and 
i 1% tgftoblr tpannv but the play was 4 dream play, a fantasy, and de¬ 
spite the tit,nfes lv ttonv of miatit sprites, alt cattle right in the end. 
When die tdrai I h-pirVann began, and popular clamor arose against 
the failure ol fhr iiouvrt admnmuation to formulate a constructive 
pain y, Latnmaii omr again soar to irony with certain scenes in Of 
Thee l AAp;. Tim mow at, wt?h a vote by < ieorge Gershwin, was a 
tretnlum value on p*4ous dircifrd impatrially at the shady practices 
of patty immspnlatiMtn and thr political inertia of the electorate. Its 
cl fra was to make drums, tv y seem utekou without giving offense to 
anyone. 

As tlir t drat l Irpirvaon deepened- the national apple cart had 
upset, and Ilibbuts had Item mlttml to selling the apples on every 
street totttrt Kaufman ptodtn rd Von Cant Taf(e It With Yo/n the 
moral of wlinii was obvious in rifle, In this play, the mad family of 
Utattdpa Vandeifiof did as it pleamb instead of doing what society 
assumed to Sr iraxmubtr, It lived by whim, for Grandpa, who had 
retired fmm bmmrv* on a dependable income, cherished a faith that 
Tit’rb pretty simple if you titsf relax ,' 1 and was convinced that if people 
relaxed, there "wouldn't he f nitre like these .* 1 Life, he asserted, would 
lie "simple and kind of Irattttful tf you just let ir come to you. But, 
the trouble is people f01 get tli.ttA Surely the creed of Doctor Pangloss 
had seldom bmt more imtthmgly expressed! 

When the Srumd Wrnld War broke out in Fa trope, and the possible 
rise of an A mm* an f aw nan was fumbling many serious American 
write*s Kaufman dealt with the subject in The American Way, ibis 
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traced the fortunes of an immigrant German family from their arrival 
in 1896 to the year 1939- The father, a cabinetmaker, with the assistance 
of a kindly local banker rises, over the years, to proprietorship of a 
great furniture industry, and a position of eminence in his town. The 
depression wipes out his fortune, but fails to destroy his faith in his 
adopted land. There is a use for freedom even if, as his embittered 
grandson asserts, “it doesn’t get you anywhere." Freedom, he declares, 
“still is, and that is what does matter.” Few Americans could fail to 
agree. But few appeared to notice that Kaufman’s defender of freedom 
rested his argument exclusively on the fact that the American way 
had enabled him to achieve material success and social prestige. The 
patriotism of the play was admirable, but the reasoning that supported 
its thesis might have been derived from the propaganda put forth by 
the National Association of Manufacturers. And, as an historical saga 
of American life over a period of nearly fifty years, the play might 
have been adapted—as it was not—-from a confident, romantic, senti¬ 
mental novel by Miss Edna Ferber. 

Yet, as time passed, there were occasional indications of .mother facet 
of Kaufman’s mind. In him, along with Doctor I’augloss, there ap¬ 
peared to coexist an imp. The imp mocked at the rightness of things as- 
they-are; it insinuated that to jibe at obvious oddity was merely to 
dodge the serious issues of life; it protested that, although you could 
always get a laugh with a wisecrack, to do so wasn’t to get away with 
much. The imp got out of hand when Kaufman was writing Dinner at 
Eight. This play exposed the social decadence of so ■called good society 
—and although it expressed no deep sense of outrage at the corruption 
of the people whom it portrayed, it did not imply any hope for their 
regeneration. The imp took an even larger share of The Man Who 
Came to Dinner. In this play, Kaufman surprisingly attempted to 
puncture all the comfortable assumptions of his erstwhile coterie. Fol¬ 
ks central character, he used Alexander Woolleott; and Woolleott, 
despite some misgivings, was finally persuaded to act the role. His mis. 
givings were justified, for the portrait was savagely cruel. But, in the 
theater, the spectacular coincidence of character and actor monopolized 
the audience’s attention, to the detriment of Kaufman’s real theme; 
the indictment of a way of thinking, an attitude to life, which the 
character exemplified, and which the American public presumably 
approved. 

Once, and only once, did Kaufman’s skeptical imp achieve absolute 
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freedom of exprrvdon. SigmihantHg it did m in a play about a sue* 
etssHtl play wnghf; Mr*nlv ItV lv*// .IJhmg had the tune of personal 
conComou. it ii.Hrd the wimkmg m n y of how proud youth debased 
itself into dioTH msddK h dealt with a dramatist who, by entering 
to popular fw 4 r at the % n us*. a m !m pm son il and iutellettunl integrity, 
aelurww wraith, * Neb; n*» w*' *1 pimtn,r, An old ttinul upbraids hint 
(or I hr u»mpn»mw.w hr Inn made t*« guuty lm desit c tar these things, 
reminding Inn* that m P*mh he had wttihit a Ittir play. Says the 
tlramat isf: "Ah light, and w It at happened to it? Two weeks at the 
Pruv inert own 1*1 n T -use/* \nd hr g**r\ on so argue that if isn't wrong 
to hr mm rvUu!, tine degmr omr**., hr v an Mill wiitr line plays the 
fittest that t\a 4 ford in a week md mil, indeed* do so when hr has 
all fftr !iii 4 i§.m hr now fojfiar-, }!M hu* tiimd, who speaks Cor ccin- 
seteter* w onple able; 4> \ i \u * away hum tllf guts oC dungs 

into a whoh* nr-*- of pTm* « wow |( , * , besides ftr trouble with the 
playe A»ntg w v »u Xr{\ dan- Oup. Youhe gut to wtifr one a 
year* oj dwwS Muvt pat or nwr a hue, Hitl you watte one good 
pi as am! diudl! do , v , bmov w ho wo are/' 

Tea seas , -.ob-M ut bo * .n? ‘-a /b% 4>( ;r m fformwe K Kaufman had 
shown an i a-oh / u ana; a* a / •. g Pm a* baa bfranwn hupusuurd in 
the "'i Ad* t msi 1 , b d r * S V 5 p 4 oji v /* {}r r* *. u vmg a life wturmr* and 
jifetfis u * r. g <* u So or. ; 1* ( II 1 '* t.oi I 1 ',* die doot t d hr* odh II opens 
freels, If u as nesrt 1 m h *■!, 1 hr on a urn* mugme humrll dtr pmottrr 
or ihr stew- of an wwaww o a w, l*m hr w nut, Tltr sumotdrr III’ his 
tllirgiuv is i tnatfet * 4 p^n -ona i!o;,r, llinfut I* togli w» had notrwott 
to kuosv dm*; tan dm mgs doitbtrd tf, Non pnliaps* did CJrorgr 
S* Kautui.m, 

|b| | ^ **siw m \t ts m ,# 

It was dmutp di" d-o .e!- * i *Sr hwmors that dtamafb i’ittk's begun 
speaking Iwj^-lidly Vm *wu m dir Attirtnatt fhrateta d hr 

iltama had i$*wr s 1 Kg a ^ ,*<«- o sdi rhr adsairttot ov ol native 

lietnno Tlir n«j r f u# ! h -in ns ssith wloth Anne an novelists 

had pufUased Anna a* b®^ wnr seffuni npullrd by Ainriraii play* 
vvnghis, Jim tww a Arm.p m,u swung m, and dnur wrtr signs that 
the diafiu was *0 la a la” «amng a lulu A lew grneiatioU ot mntrts 
had sfoitlird tlnuflttas, and, %% nr a- ’«mg ^aispi noils vini'O. Sir It 
playwttghlv as Nninry iloWaitf iiroige Ihrlfy, and Mavtvrll Andrison 
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were portraying the American scene with an exciting vitality and fresh¬ 
ness of outlook. 

Sidney Howard, a native of California and a graduate of its uni¬ 
versity, spent a year studying his craft with Professor Baker at Har¬ 
vard. He volunteered as an ambulance driver in the First World War, 
later saw service as a captain of aviation. Returning, he coltaixtratrd on 
a book about labor espionage, adapted some European [days, experi¬ 
mented with the poetic drama, and won immediate recognition with 
his first play about contemporary American life. 

The qualities which made They Knew IVhat They Wanted so re¬ 
markable continued to dominate all of Howard's subsequent work. 
Unlike many of his contemporaries, he was neither a moralist, a senti¬ 
mentalist, or a propagandist for some theory of social reform. What¬ 
ever his private philosophy may have been, it found no outlet in his 
plays. They offered no facile conclusions about life, cither comforting 
or grim, though sometimes they posed questions about it. Fascinated 
by the American life of his time—by its variety, its ha/ardottstiess, its 
perpetual solicitation to adventure—Howard wanted only to portray 
it as he saw it. He saw it from a point of view pceuli.uly American: 
that of sound common sense, unprejudiced by commitment to any 
doctrine. Thus, he spoke for the fundamental sanity of the average 
man, who can take theories or leave them, who finds them usef ul only 
so long as they “work,” who is too absorbed in the experience of living 
to become intellectually obsessed by any rules for life, and who trusts 
to good sense to solve his major problems. 

It was about people who felt as he did that Howard wrote most 
successfully—old Tony, the owner of a California vineyard made pros¬ 
perous by prohibition; the gentle, lonely waitress whom he has wooed 
by mail; Carrie McCobb, confronted by the wreck of her tnarriage and 
the probable frustration of her hopes in the little lunchroom she has set 
up in the old McCobb home in Maine. What attracted Howard was 
their raciness, their integrity, their self-reliant independence. What lie 
expressed was their quiet confidence, their inexhaustible courage, and 
their instinctive unstudied goodness. Like the American pioneers, he 
knew that life is something which must inevitably go forward, what¬ 
ever the obstacles—and he so portrayed it in his plays. His most heroic 
characters were not, in the dramatic sense, heroic or tragic figures. 
They were essentially simple Americans, often bewildered and har¬ 
assed by circumstance, but usually tough minded, who genuinely 
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knew what tbn wanted. Stuh people, he implied, however bulked, are 
seldom d <n-d; dice ,tsr, s.. m tyc.ik, nit the side of life; they con¬ 
tinue, .HUl xtitvtvc. | inward was intelligent enough to perceive that 
the com .4 sot u\.d ts .>-. 1 : rh.ti :t m.n involve the disappointment 
of thr individual'. in.-,i d.-sars; tli.it it may entail compro¬ 

mises wht. ii he wmil! pmtoi imf n< nutun-: yrt the dim of Howard’s 
plays was to show (hat the in,hvuhu!, ,nt tin,t, short <»f utter surrender, 
a sultitu-n that wd! *e,oit. il" hi. spun in a wnihl he did not make. 
*1)mn‘ ugh:," saw t dis;.- "lulls fewer *n linin' wrung dues. 

Bein' mr!4*r h.wdct hi Ivin’ weak hut its a sight safer." 

Though 1l wi n d udv.m. no s.-nul,hunts fur the 'Vummun man," 
he su,,re.!r ! m .•vp!,-,.;n„; the Amen, m’s touvniion of the genuine 
worth and dignity «,f Ins existence, I’.ven the cagey, unscrupulous 
r.ttkrt.vr. I'.iiu- «VI '?a*t, ih.- uth.at pt,,’uh;tiun made "sit,,ess” .Sam 
•!»,- k4.-.i ; i.h. d !<*r, slum it am! gain mural 

staime he* au-.r m» ;\ And in VnV <«■ whnh dramatized the 

victory of Atnrncan imrrittsts over yellow fever at the end of the 
Spins-,h \nu-u u» V, It a.ud -;*>d.r tut the mmumii man 

in the . h u »a ‘hi- torn V,i:p< ptivuto. uhu vuhinirried as guinea 
pigs tut r l ,;>i':;>n •;,* "mu, 

It)!! 1 h",t 1 ! t hit; * ..hvo, !/■.?!) ! Its. pin , «M thr famines uf peo¬ 
ple m m<»l a , t-m '..a In iho-r pi tv., hr dealt with die lives of 
the weal'd,. \ h a -t v.,>t, hr n1 »*, punr,t wlut might happen 
shunt 1 do- 1 s'. • i v i'■ •>, ieiu-tiu iteuttul tit a seumd World 

Wat, and 3 ." pi- ”d dm. nvi.- i n the i,-.4m of wealth and power where 

it Would ..-11, *< ‘u. In Siti’n u.o t‘>':r ti/i-ut of Wmlfte ihjodh\ 

prttiiiii r. 1 a y rat ]>,-to:r Muss:- h, pu.'.rd piuphrUv ■ llmvaul showed 

the dil-msiu 4■! j.-h-vs,, at rv.f.t;!rt } muly of wealthy maim 

fan nut-. j .u-i rid pa hi.", ,4 pin Halts, ul iun-giiiy who, re* 

fusing h« mu' -■ ooijic--:)?-.,. mv iStvi t o nav. The trsitlt is widespiead 
tmrtiipl.ynviu .m-1 Mow tot ;)>.• wot lus whom thry are seeking to 
protr. i; .aid *be ismo. : s t*.>»<< ■! Uji m the teviv.d of ptusjvrtity that (« 
curs when, do- tuton iuuiit; b-m latitnhrd into war, the Sa, luiv gets 
into high .5.red pn.Jto fa n and ptoudo, join fur rvriyoiir by mining 
out the m«mmcr«s of death, 

In I.u>/;r Ajw \t. 1 l i.uvaitl .kali with the world of fashion, 

the eiuoss,»iu, Bad, Avenue . ak so. irty of piohilntmn days, Heir he 
Opjse.rd t dilou a A dt-, a tasuditais sophr.!i< ite, anil M< (lit vri, the 
naive, vuh;.u, m.' < , 4 .4 pi*'pi:<-t.,i of a night thth, an opportunist and 
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careerist. McCarver’s disgust at the social corruption of Carlotta’s 
world, his awareness that its vulgarity and immorality far exceed those 
which he takes for granted in his own, expressed the only comment 
required. In The Silver Cord —Howard’s most popular play—he ap¬ 
proached, but did not quite touch, explicit social criticism. This dealt 
with the familiar American female parasite of the wealthy class; the 
woman bred by our society to dominance without responsibility. At a 
moment when the theories of Freud were first becoming a conversa¬ 
tional topic with the general public, The Silver Cord achieved wide 
notoriety as a vivid illustration of one of them. Howard pitilessly ex¬ 
posed a “son-devouring tigress”—a woman whose perverted, fiercely 
possessive “love” for her children will wreck their lives unless they 
escape her. Popular interest in the play centered on this character, as a 
Freudian “case,” and audiences tended to ignore other aspects of the 
relationship. But Howard, with his usual common-sense realism, did 
not. He implied that the two sons were equally responsible—at least to 
the degree that they manifested the sentimental adoration, the un¬ 
questioning adolescent dependence which, among American men of 
so-called gentle breeding, passes for filial virtue and has the look of a 
singularly unpleasant and prevalent neurosis. In two senses, therefore, 
the play furnished a homily for Mother’s Day. 

Unlike Howard, who was seldom concerned with social criticism, 
his contemporary George Kelly soon showed that he was a powerful 
and caustic critic of at least one aspect of American society. His older 
brother, Walter Kelly, had long been a vaudeville headliner, a hu¬ 
morous monologuist billed as “the Virginia Judge.” George Kelly 
served an apprenticeship as an actor, then followed his brother into 
vaudeville, learning his future craft by writing the one-act plays and 
sketches in which he toured the country. He turned to playwriting 
for the legitimate theater only when the great postwar expansion of the 
movie industry indicated the swift doom awaiting vaudeville. 

Kelly’s first full-length play, The Torchbearers, was an amusing 
satire on the amateur “little theater” movement then sweeping the 
country. He gently ridiculed the cultural pretensions of a typical 
group; the pompous silliness of the professional lady “coach” who 
exploited them; the intellectual naivete of the audiences to whom, as 
missionaries, they were carrying the enlightenment of “Art.” But, im¬ 
plicitly, Kelly satirized upper-middle-class society in an American city. 
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He showed it as a rude form of female warfare in which personal 
vanity is the incentive and group envy the only possible prize. 

Kelly went on, however, to more ambitious projects and more 
penetrating conclusions. In The Show-Off , he considered the mores 
of “normalcy” in terms of their moral effect upon the middle class. He 
touched on all the principal gospels of the era: the obligation to get 
rich by quick and easy methods; the duty to keep up a front, even 
when no money is available for the purpose; the axiom that it is socially 
sound to mortgage the future for immediate material satisfactions; the 
dogmas of “service” and “efficiency” and bigger-and-betterism. Kelly 
showed the collective impact of these urgent admonitions upon a 
typically receptive American—a bluffing, back-slapping, breezy op¬ 
portunist who, equipped by his environment with no other moral or 
social values, assumes that they represent ultimate wisdom, and that 
their persistent application will eventually make him a tycoon and an 
acknowledged “leader of men.” 

As Kelly gained in confidence, he discarded the medium of satire, 
and he began to concentrate upon the role played by women in the 
American social scene. Presently it became clear that, although his 
social criticism took account of the significance of economic factors in 
shaping the prevailing mores, his standard of judgment expressed an 
austere, uncompromising, even puritanical moral sense. In Craig's 
Wife he studied one attitude to middle-class marriage which, though 
seldom explicitly acknowledged, is neither exceptional nor socially 
condemned. This portrait of a woman of the leisure class—Kelly drew 
her with cold fury and savage contempt—furnished an illustration 
admittedly extreme; but it represented a type so generally sanctioned 
by the social code that most Americans had ceased thinking of it as 
being singular or questionable. 

As Kelly presented her, Harriet Craig differed from the average of 
her class only in being more intelligent, more consciously aware of her 
motives, and more obviously ruthless in her determination to achieve 
them. She has been bred to expensive tastes, but she has no private 
fortune. She is without special equipment for earning her living, and 
she has no desire to work. She is superior to petty economies, and has 
no liking for a meager, shabby-genteel existence. In her situation, mar¬ 
riage must provide a way toward emancipation. 

So she has married—and with shrewd worldly wisdom—for “the 
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only road to independence for me that / could see, was through the 
man I married. It isn’t financial independence that I speak of partic¬ 
ularly. I knew that would come—as the result of another kind of in¬ 
dependence; and that is the independence of authority—over the man 
I married. ... I have a full appreciation of Mr. Craig-—he’s a very 
good man; but he’s my husband—a lord and master—my master. And 
I married to be independent.” What she wants, of course, is economic 
security, personal freedom, social prestige, and domestic power. She 
sets about acquiring them at the lowest possible cost to herself. She 
has no reason to believe her methods morally reprehensible; in the 
circumstances, they are merely intelligent. They involve perpetual 
chicanery, an inflexible domestic tyranny, and an occasional calculated 
prostitution when she finds it advantageous to submit to her husband’s 
sexual desires. 

Kelly showed Craig as typical of his class, and, in his attitude, typical 
of American husbands in general. Intelligent about his business, suc¬ 
cessful, respected, and likable, he is blind to what takes place under his 
roof. He loves his wife, indulges her, sentimentally idealizes her, is 
content to invest her with full authority over his home, his social and 
family relations, his leisure and his pocketbook. Are not all these the 
woman’s province? He does what he is told to do, and although some¬ 
times it occurs to him that his marriage is not fulfilling all his anticipa¬ 
tions, he assumes that the fault is exclusively his. Being without suspi¬ 
cion it requires a major crisis to open his eyes. When the crisis arrives, 
he suddenly realizes that his wife is capable of sacrificing him, without 
even a momentary scruple, to her peculiar gods. He turns on her, more 
in astonishment than in rage: “You’ve been exploiting me, consistently, 
in your shifty little business of personal safety,” he remarks. “What 
have you ever done, or a million others like you, that would warrant 
the assumption of such superiority over the men you’re married to ? ” 

That question Kelly did not answer, either in Craig's Wife , or in any 
of his subsequent plays. But the object of his criticism was obvious: the 
masculine surrender to feminine authority so characteristic of Ameri¬ 
can social life which, if it has made the United States a “paradise of 
women” has done so, in Kelly’s view, only at a heavy loss of moral 
and spiritual values. Again and again, Kelly showed American middle- 
class life pervaded by a blighting spiritual vulgarity, a moral callous¬ 
ness; and these he despised. Had women—elevated now to a power of 
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exploit arum unprecedented in history—actually cheapened the quality 

of American life? 

Kelly s plays suggested that they had. In Daisy Mayme, he showed 
the household of a prosperous middle-aged bachelor, whose decency 
compels him to assume, as he thinks, moral responsibility for the lives 
of his sisters ami nieces. They have long since reduced him to a 
bondage which he accepts as his obligatory destiny in the nature of 
things. Hr meets a shrewd, breezy businesswoman who cleverly puts 
the parasites to rout. Not herself a parasite, she is perfectly ready to 
become one. She will replace the others, and substitute her own form 
of tyranny for theirs. In Behold the Bridegroom, Kelly made an ex¬ 
cursion into the realm of wealth and so-called elegance, to study an¬ 
other aspni of the American woman’s emancipation. What were the 
moral consequences of her recent exemption from traditional sexual 
taboos? Kelly’s answer was the portait of a ^sophisticate”—smart, 
intelligent, charming whose casual, well-mannered love affairs are 
merely symptoms of the irresponsible use site makes of her power, and 
whose futile, sated life exposes her total lack of any genuine moral 
values. 

The career of Maxwell Anderson, contemporary of Howard and 

Kelly, was to show a greater diversity and a more restless experimenta¬ 
tion than theirs. After a youth in North Dakota, Anderson spent some 
years as a teacher, notably at Stanford University, then became an 
editorial writer on various publications. lie had already written and 
produced one play when, with Lawrence Stallings, a colleague on The 
New Ywi{ World, he collaborated in the writing of What Price 
Glory?, which met with sensational success. Dealing with the life and 
psychology of professional soldiers in the first World War, the play 
stunned audiences with its hard (toiled cynicism of attitude, feeling, 
ami language, and was usually credited with having inaugurated the 
**nrw” realism which presently made headway in the American theater* 

.Subsequently, Anderson was to rebel against both the mood and the 
mode which he had done mmh to establish. He was to become con¬ 
st nerd that M thr theater is a irligimts institution devoted entirely to 
the exaltation of the spirit of man. It is an attempt to justify, not the 
ways of (rod to man, hut the ways of man to himself. It is an attempt 
to prove that man has a dignity anti a destiny, that his life is worth 
living, that he is not purely animal and without: a purpose.” In the 
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light of this ideal, Anderson made a long, valiant, and often successful 
attempt to revive the poetic drama, usually drawing his subjects from 
the historical past, but in two instances seeking to express jxtelk ally 
aspects of the contemporary American scene. 

As a result of his preoccupation with poetry, and with the past, some 
critics accused Anderson of retreating from reality, ami possibly it 
expressed, obliquely, an adverse verdict on cuniemporary American life 
and society. Those plays in which he dealt directly with ht\ own tunes 
certainly supported this conclusion. For all Anderson's professed faith 
in the dignity and destiny of man, in the worth tit lite, his view of 
the immediate present seldom reflected any exuberant joy in it. Indeed, 
the tone of his plays about the present, rising front wistful me lam holy 
to passionate indignation, suggested a degree of disillusion and drsjuir 
that made his profession of faith sound very like a frightened whistling 
in the dark. 

Melancholy was the note struck by Saturday's C.kiUtm, a gentle 
comedy about young married life on a shoestring. Amin von lightly 
sketched the lives of an urban middle class family ut modest means. 
The elder daughter, by approved feminine wiles, has caught a tin .baud 
—and the hope of economic security. The younger daughter, a to 
mantic dreamer, disapproves both of the method and its objective. 
Nevertheless she is secretly terrified by the bleak future tu which she 
will be condemned should she act on her idealistic theory of combat 
for, failing to trap herself it husband, she will either trmaiu a stenog 
rapher all her life, or become a dependent on her family. So she tom 
promises and catches her man. I laving married, she finds hnxrlt 
tricked by the mores. Matrimony, which society insists m the primary 
purpose in a girl’s life, turns out to lie no less a tedious servitude than 
stenography. “What we wanted,” she tells her husband hittetly, "was 
a love affair—just to he together anti In the rest go hang and wh.it 
we got was a house and hills and general hell. ... 1 don't want a 
house. I don’t want a husband. I want a lovet.” Behind tins play, as in 
a spectral mist, there lurked the principle of economii drifttnitustu. 
Indeed, no Marxian would have taken issue with the view of sonny 
which it logically presumed. But this view Anderson scarcely even 
implied. The play stated no more than a conviction that, as vs »iy tv 
now organized, Saturday’s children get little dunce for any but a 
meager, drab, defrauded existence. 

But the principle of economic determinism became a factor itt (Suit 
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of the Lightning , which Anderson wrote in collaboration with Harold 
Hiekerson, and in which he turned to forthright social criticism of the 
American scene. Written shortly after the celebrated trial of Sacco 
and Vanzetti, it dealt with their case and their execution. This had 
unleashed a storm of protest, not only in the United States, but through¬ 
out the world. That the two men were condemned to death on in¬ 
adequate and possibly falsified evidence seemed probable. That they 
were punished rather for their political opinions than for the crime 
with which they were charged seemed certain. To Marxians especially, 
though to other social radicals as well, the fate of Sacco and Vanzetti 
was a spectacular illustration of; the perversion of justice in behalf of 
vested economic interests. According to the principle of economic 
determinism, such perversion of justice is inevitable in a developed 
capitalist society. 

It is not only inevitable, however, but; “historically necessary’—being 
one [diase of the process whereby society will progress toward the 
socialist state. Hut its historic necessity creates a dilemma for ail radicals 
having a tender conscience. Since they will hasten the advent of the 
socialist utopia, art* not such social evils to be welcomed on strategic 
grounds? Yet, since they inflict hideous suffering on the helpless 
masses, are they not to be condemned on ethical grounds? Here, logic 
atul conscience are at odds. Social radicals are notoriously respectful of 
lade, and usually fiercely committed to the principle of economic de¬ 
terminism, But they are seldom persuaded to acquiesce in such social 
evils as “class justice.” Though these evils may advance progress to¬ 
ward a better life; though they may be “historically necessary” and, 
from the standpoint of their ultimate consequences, seem good—social 
radicals, hlr other men, persist in denouncing them. Conscience con¬ 
tinues to protest that they are not. good, continues to declare them 
morally evil 

It was, perhaps, tins dilemma that accounted for one cartons effect 
in Gods of the lJghtning. The play was a powerful, embittered, in¬ 
dignant study of “class justice”.the justice that, acting as the agent of 

vested economic interests, extirpates men who preach doctrines inim¬ 
ical to those interests. Anderson’s sympathy was profoundly stirred by 
the fan* of Sarto and Vanzetti. Altering their personalities as characters 
in the play, hr portrayed them as innocent, victims; as martyrs whose 
drath was exacted by American capitalist society. Though he may not 
have sluinl their political opinions, he presented them fairly and force- 
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fully. But there was little doubt that he shared, with social radicals of 
all persuasions, a conviction of the necessity tor drastic t lunges in the 
form of society. He made a grimly eloquent plea tot sou.t!, as well as 
legal, justice. He spoke for an aroused conscience, to sue h good effect 
that the critic of the conservative New Votk Tima found the play 
cruelly disturbing in the theater. Yet, having presented the two "‘social 
rebels” as martyrs, he likewise suggested that then labors were tutile 
and their martyrdom useless. 

Was his conscience nauseated by the doctrine of histone necessity ? 
Or was this curious recantation the etfect of his disillusion with the 
contemporary scene, his despair at the Amernan society of tus tmir J 
“Upliftcrs you are, dreamers, reformers, thinking »*' male user the 
earth,” says a character in Cods of the U^htmn,;, ' I know you all and 
you are fools. The earth is old. You will nut make it ovet. M.m is 
old. You will not make him over. You are anarch!*,e., maybe, some of 
you socialists, some of you wohblics, all of you hrianm m pap. "1'he 
world is old and it is owned by men who ate haul. I J>. \un rhmk that 
you can win against them by a strike? Ia*t us Hi m ;e die -,;ow-itmient, 
you say. Bald They own this government, they vvdl i>*:\ govern ■ 
ment you have. I tell you there is no government mils bn ; md, in 
power who fight always for more [town! It has alwav *, hmt so. it vvdl 
always be so. 'Pill you die! Till wc all did "Pill them n i„, r.uth!" 
Pessimism could hardly go further than dm. I*; their tu, hope foi a 
better society, for social justice? If const inm* nuke*, m, hate oppirvaon, 
shall skepticism make us think tunic those who dedu ,ae dm lives 
to the long, disheartening struggle against it 5 

Seven years after Cods of the Ughtning, Amirivat irtiumd to the 
case of Sacco and Vanzetti in his poetic tragedy, il 'intern •/, lit it, be 
carried the story into the next generation, using a*, he, t i ntial t h o a> ter 
the son of a man condemned and exevtised under *.tjiidai tinum 
stances. The son lives only to clear his lather's u.mtr. i h- Iran is rhar a 
sociologist has discovered the existence „f a winirv, t,. the Mime who, 
mysteriously, was not called to give eviden.r ar the ru.d, He tomes to 
interrogate this witness. So, also, does the trial judge, ii,,w ( ,tnv i, me 
ridden and half crazed by having, as a hirdm«: •>) vested mferr*,t 
secured the execution of a man whom he knew to he inno,em, So, 
finally, does the gangster who was actually grnity or the tmmirr. ‘Phe 
tragedy springs from this situation, iiut Anderson added Imir m the 
soctal criticism made explicit in the earlier play. The judge defends 
his conduct with a specious argument. Justice was rendered, m a * Sear 
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burst of anger, righteously upon a common laborer, a confessed 
anarchist; furor would have rocked the state had the decision been 
reversed because the truth was discovered; the record had to stand, 
since justice holds the common good to be worth more than small in¬ 
justice, and justice, in the main, is governed by opinion. Finally, our 
civic rights can he maintained only while we are held to be the peers 
of those who live about us, and a vendor of fish is not protected as a 
man might be who kept a market. Beyond this, there is only the as¬ 
sertion that the glory of men is never to yield, to take defeat, to die un~ 
suhmitting: a man’s mind is his own, and his heart a cry towards 
something dim in distance superior to himself. 

Two days after the first; inauguration of President Franklin D, 
Roosevelt, Anderson produced Both Your Houses^ a play written to 
express his contempt for political corruption, and savagely arraigning 
the methods of lobbyists and legislators. It opposed a young progressive 
reformer who comes to Washington to serve the people with the hard- 
headed old party wheel horses who control such vital matters as 
appropriations, and who succeed in tricking him. Though the play 
spared neither big business nor practical politicians, its effect was to 
snuggest that the conditions which it exposed were, in fact, inseparable 
from a democratic form of government. Here, too, Anderson’s genuine 
indignation was tempered by a kind of disillusion or despair which 
made him infer that reform, being almost impossible, may be dis¬ 
missed as futile. Four years later, in High Tor , a poetic fantasy, Ander¬ 
son set forth what was probably his most personal comment on the 
American society of his time. The play dealt with a romantic young 
man who, hating the modern world and all its works, has found an 
isolated refuge from it, only to he dispossessed by the industrialists 
who arc* buying up the region. All that lies before him, therefore, is a 
further flight from the encroaching reality that he despises. It. is folly 
to resist the incursion of the new and hateful; his forefathers displaced 
men of another race, and these, far earlier, displaced the Indians—and, 
as a surviving 1 Indian explains, all that man builds makes, in the end, 
good mins! 

[5) PROTEST AND PROPHECY 

In the mid nineteen-thirties, as the Great Depression wore on, a one- 
act play by a youthful, previously unknown writer had a sensational 

success. It was being played in some sixty towns which had never 
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Odets went on to develop these elements in a series o£ full-length 
plays produced by the Group Theater. As a result, he soon became the 
subject ol an explosive controversy. Conservative critics denounced his 
plays as propaganda for communism. (It was the time when, according 
to the Lynds, prosperous folk in Middletown began hoarding foodstuffs, 
and preparing to del end their homes against a dreaded revolutionary 
outbreak by the disgruntled masses.) Communism was a bugbear—but 
party members found little to praise in Odets's plays. The communist 
press regarded them dubiously; they were tainted with “bourgeois 
sentimentality." Both points of view were, in the immediate circum¬ 
stances, entirely natural. 

In nearly all his plays, Odets asserted youth’s faith in the possibility 
of a better social order. Most of them began on a note of protest, and 
ruse to eloquent prophecy. But the prophecy was a form of mystique. 
The faith that Odets expressed was a poetic intuition rather than a 
political formula; it was a fervent, quasi-religious emotion, not a 
program for revolution, dims, for example, in Ati'alqe and Sing, an old, 
contemplative, ineffectual Marxian exhorts his vacillating grandson 
to "do what is in your heart and you carry in yourself a revolution." 
But, characteristically, the import of this radical counsel is general, 
not specific: “lie something! Make your life something good. For the 
love of an old man who sees in your young days his new life, tor such 
love take the wot hi in your two hands and make it like new. (Jo out 
and tight so life shouldn't he printed on dollar bills." This sounds more 
like Ralph Waldo Kmersnn than Karl Marx. 

The vision, or prophecy, expressed in Odets's plays was abstract. 
The protest was not. What aroused his indignation and compassion 
was the ellect of the immediate social situation on youth. Youth, be¬ 
cause of the < neat Depression, was being defrauded of its opportunity 
to seek a good life after its own fashion; its presumably inalienable 
right to "tiie pursuit of happiness," His protest; was directed against all 
obstructive factors, whatever their nature. But the times insistently sug¬ 
gested that social paralysis had been produced by an economic cause. 
In a prostrate society, all obstructions to a good life reduced to one- ■* 
the grim problem of money and livelihood. The existence of people 
who had never heard of economic determinism was apparently being 
determined by relentless economic forces. Odets spoke for his own 
generation in condemning a social order so indifferent to human wel¬ 
fare as to permit life to he printed on dollar hills. 

Few critics noticed that’ his plays did not deal with proletarian life. 
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But that they did not, probably increased their cogency. The people of 
Odets’ plays belonged to the lower middle class. In Awake and Sing, 
the Berger family, living in the Bronx on the wages paid to minor 
employees. A similar family in Paradise Lost. In Golden Boy., the 
household of an Italian fruit vendor. An office clerk and a small-part 
actress in Night Music. In Rocket to the Moon, an unsuccessful dentist, 
the girl who keeps his books and cleans his instruments, his prosperous 
father-in-law. These characters were the “little people" of American 
cities. Unlike class-conscious members of the proletariat, they had 
never questioned the existing social order, or their own place in it, or 
the truth of its official myths. They were the people who hail always 
cherished the American dream. They would somehow rise in the social 
and economic scale. They would surely attain—some time in the 
indefinite future—their individual ambitions, their personal visions of 
fulfillment. The Great Depression, prolonging itself year after year, 
confronted them with the collapse of the social order they had taken for 
granted, and the only philosophy or culture with which it had 
equipped them. 

In his plays, Odets exposed the pathos of their situation. He showed 
the bewilderment, the disquiet, the frequent terror in which a large 
segment of the American people, abruptly deprived of all their in¬ 
herited certainties, were striving to adjust themselves to an environ¬ 
ment which they no longer understood, and which for the first time 
they realized that they could not control. Kssentiallv, Odets had hut 
one subject: the death of an illusion. Like many of his generation, hr 
believed the old order to be literally dead, and he was convinced that 
its reputed excellence had never been more than an illusion in any 
case. His people therefore existed in a kind of purgatory between two 
worlds, one prostrate and finished, the other as yet unborn. The older 
generation, in his plays, pathetically ding to the past. The young pro 
pie turn to a future about which they know little except that it must 
not, shall not, resemble the past. Neither the old nor the young have 
many ideas. What they do have is dreams, ambitions, and allegiances. 

For Odets’ “little people” the bottom had dropped out. lie showed 
their state of mind as it really was—“with till its vadllation, dual 
allegiances, fears, groping, self-distrust, dejection, spurts of energy, 
hosannas, vows of conversion, and prayers for release.” The obstinate, 
struggling family of Awa\e and Sing, typical of the people about 
whom Odets chose to write, also represented a vast, anxious, restive 
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population grimly determined to survive, though it no longer had an 
official faith to sustain it, and had no goal except somehow to endure. 

As Odets portrayed them, no one member of the Berger family 
understands what any of the others want from life. But; it is clear 
that; each of them—-except, perhaps, the Marxian grandfather who 
serves as commentator—might have realized his modest; hopes, were 
it not lor the desperate need of money which compels them to remain 
together so that, individually thwarted, they may collectively survive. 
The family is dominated, and held together, by a shrewd, efficient 
mother who elitigs, pathetically, to the vestiges of respectability, and 
whose protective instinct, developed by years of stubborn ellort to 
keep her household alive, and her children decent, produces tragedy 
for everyone. She coerces her daughter into a safe, loveless marriage, 
never suspecting that the girl asks something more ol life. She compels 
her son to give up the girl with whom he believes himself in love; these 
are no times (or marrying ami, besides, the household needs his 
weekly contribution. She taunts her father— his Marxian ideas con- 
stitute a threat to everything lor which she stands; she has long anttci~ 
pated his hitter quotation from Marx, “Abolish such families!” Yet 
she, too, would have life other than it is; and to the welfare of the 
lamily she has unhesitatingly sacrificed the pitiful little dreams of 
her gaihood. hi smh circumstances of abject frustration, youth can 
see that existence amounts to little more than sitting around “with the 
blues and mud in your mouth," that “a chance to get to first base” will 
never come. And, resentfully, it feels that life must not continue 
being “printed on dollar bills." 

So, in Odets 1 plays, youth inevitably rebels. But Odets felt the need 
ol showing that purely personal rebellion the determination to achieve 
material satisfaction is useless; that if is one of the illusions of the 
dead world ol tlu- past, and has no relevance to the new world that; 
must be created. Usually, he stated this t lies is in the form of a 
contrast. In Awa^e amt Stng H die married daughter deserts her 
husband to run oil with another man who offers her excitement, 
money, comfort: but it is clear that this union, too, will break up. 

1 he son, however, sublimates his private unhappiness and his personal 
battle against poverty in a decision to take his appropriate place as 
a militant in the class struggle. Some lorm of collective action, some 
unified front of the underprivileged was all that Odets postulated as 
a solution. 
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He restated this contrast in Golden Boy, his most popular play. In 
it, a young musician, led astray by the old social myth that made money 
the measure, of all things, makes the wrong choice. He gives up the 
violin that promises him only a meager livelihood—“you can’t pay peo¬ 
ple back with music.” He enters the prize ring, which lures him with 
the possibility of easy wealth and swift celebrity. He achieves both. Then 
he realizes that he has lost his human identity; he has become a kind 
of commodity, the property of other men who care only for a quick 
return on their investment in him. His rebellion, being purely 
materalistic, is merely a form of surrender. But his brother, an organ¬ 
izer for the C.I.O., represents the alternative for which Odets always 
pleaded—action, necessarily collective, in behalf of a better social 
order, dedicated not to wealth and power but to the well-being and 
happiness of all men. 

There was nothing radically new about Odets’ vision or prophecy, 
except, perhaps the symbols through which he expressed it; these 
were furnished by the moment, and reflected it. His faith in the 
possibility of a better world was as old as America, and had seldom 
been absent from its literature. One heard not the voice of Marx but 
the challenge of all American history in the words with which his 
philosophical detective, in the poetic fantasy Night Music, bids farewell 
to a confused, frightened, truculent boy and girl: “You had the 
wisdom and foresight to born in the twentieth century. Go, go with 
love and health—your wonderful country never needed you 
more. ...” 

[6] GAY, BUT WISTFUL 

From the dramatic “renascence” of the ’twenties, there emerged several 
writers of high comedy. Surprisingly enough, they produced some of 
their best work during the terror-stricken thirties and the confused 
’forties, when conditions favorable to this particular form of art 
seemed conspicuously lacking. The intellectual maturity of the Amer¬ 
ican people could be inferred from the fact that, in literature and the 
drama, social protest and high comedy flourished simultaneously. The 
reading public acclaimed James T. Farrell and John Steinbeck. But 
it also accorded to the novels of Henry James a popularity which 
they had never previously enjoyed. Audiences in the theater were 
receptive to the indictment of society made by Clifford Odets and 
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more explicitly “proletarian” writers. But they likewise responded 
appreciatively to the plays of Philip Barry, S. N. Behrman, and John 
van Druten, who looked at life from a very different standpoint. 

The sharp difference in attitudes sometimes trapped unwary or 
partisan critics into foolish charges. One was that of snobbery, made 
by both sides. Was it true, as Lionel Trilling asserted, that writers 
moved to social protest by the dire plight of the underprivileged were 
guilty ol “inverted condescension”; that their “democratic piousness” 
was founded on a conviction “that the less a man is established the 
greater is his personal glory”? A character in one of S. N. Bchrman’s 
plays echoed that charge with a flippant question: “Why is a hook 
about unhappy dirty people better than otic about gay and com¬ 
fortable ones?” 

To critics in the proletarian camp, high comedy seemed the very 
acme of obsolete snobbery. What could he more callous, more futile, 
in an era of. extreme social tension, than to write about: gay and 
comfortable people *-as il to exalt the mission and superior merit of 
the dominant social class? To do so was to indulge in irresponsible 
frivolity; and such socially radical critics of the theater as Miss Idea nor 
Flexner considered it a kind of betrayal. For did it not merely eater 
to an exploiting class eager to escape from certain menacing aspects 
of life that threatened its hitherto unchallenged immunities? 

Fortunately, the American playgoing public saw the strong element 
of prejudice in both arguments. If the theater was to become a social 
forum, the public would listen to all contenders. They would hear from 
writers convinced that the principle of economic determinism furnishes 
an explanation of all human conduct. But they would likewise hear 
from writers who were convinced that it docs not. Was there not some 
truth in a theory advanced by Miss Rachel (Mothers in one of Iter 
plays: “The vital things of character don’t belong to anybody’s day— 
they’re eternal and fundamental” ? 

'This theory reflected the attitude common to writers of high comedy 
-which, as Joseph Wood Krutch stated, often haunts the drawing 
room because it is in the drawing room that: human nature .in the 
abstract can best he studied. High comedy, fixing on the presumably 
permanent elements of human nature, likes to study them in relation 
to the most evolved mores of its time. T his explains its preference for 
characters who are cultivated, who enjoy a relative freedom from 
material anxieties, who command abundant leisure. Such characters 
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are immediately credible as intelligent people who can devote them¬ 
selves to the cultivation o£ their intelligence, and who find the 
intellectual and emotional solution of their problems all-sufficient. 
Without people of this kind, high comedy is seldom possible; its 
special province is the play of intelligence on social life. 

To earnest-minded folk, the characters of high comedy may always 
seem frivolous. To passionate reformers armed with some universal 
panacea for the evils of society, they may seem highly irrelevant. Being 
intelligent, they are very likely to be skeptical also. They seldom 
surrender to prejudices, whether moral, political, or economic; they 
distrust facile formulas. They are enviably free from the pressures 
which warp the judgment of people less fortunate. 'Their virtue is 
to sec all sides of any complex problem, even if the problem involves 
their personal fate. Their frequent vice—and also their constant peril • 
is to do nothing whatever about it. Unlike most members of the 
audience, they exist in a climate of perpetual debate. It is precisely 
this unnatural atmosphere which makes them such admirable instru¬ 
ments of social criticism. In the ’thirties and ’forties, the plays of 
Barry, Behrman, and van Druten were as genuinely examples of 
social criticism as those of Odets or the proletarian dramatists. 

Philip Barry was born to the social and cultural advantages of 
wealth, received his early education from priests and nuns, wont on 
to Yale University and, after graduating, studied play writing under 
Professor Baker at Harvard. His first play, written while still a 
student in Baker’s course, won him a prize and a production on 
Broadway. For a brief period, he served the State Department in 
Washington and London, but thereafter devoted himself exclusively 
to writing. 

Barry exploited a talent for comedy in plays which, for the* most 
part, disguised a grave, reflective judgment of the social sc cue with 
a sparkling, sometimes brittle surface. Himself a “sophisticate" and a 
cosmopolitan, he wrote about people who, as the critic i I. T. Parker 
said, “need take no thought of the financial morrow, since their 
balances in bank are renewed like the widow’s cruse in Scripture. It 
is their privilege to rise up and depart, to sit down and linger, the 
world around, as impulse without obligation may prompt.” But this 
very freedom—as critics often failed to notice—was precisely the 
condition that set their problems. For there is no such thing as 
absolute freedom from obligation, and the conflicts in Barry’s plays 
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usually occurred between “modem” impulse and plain, old-fashioned 
sense of duty. This fact might have been more obvious had Barry not 
been a writer of high comedy—had he not, as was said of an earlier 
American playwright, considered it merely ill bred to be solemn as 
well as serious about human affairs, since this imputes to the human 
animal a dignity which he does not possess. 

In Paris Bound , Barry’s theme was the “fundamental,” or ethical, 
concept of marriage -winch reflects human nature in one of its 
permanent aspects in conflict; with the current mores, which favor 
individual “liberty,” casual love affairs, and easy divorce. Barry drew 
a peculiarly subtle, ami modern, distinction between sex and love: “I 
don’t mean to belittle sex. It holds a high and dishonored place among 
other forms of intoxication* But love is something else again, and 
marriage is still another thing* * . ” lie returned to this theme in 
Tomorrow ami Tomorrow, and again in The Animal Kingdom . In 
the first, there was a kind of paradox. Barry's definition of marriage 
posed a spiritual and intellectual union, with all the shared values to 
which such a condition may give birth in time. But, in Tomorrow and 
Tomorrow , the actual marriage does not fulfill the definition; it is the 
love affair that does; and this paradox sets the problem, which Barry, 
concerned here more with ethics than individual happiness, resolved 
in favor of intelligence and duty, rather than that “freedom” which 
the mores approve. 

In The Animal Kingdom , so far as marriage is concerned, the 
situation resembled that of Tomorrow and Tomorrow . But the prob¬ 
lem, complicated by another theme, is solved—legitimately, according 
to Barry by rebellion and freedom* The second theme makes the 
difference: it is the pressure of a materialistic, industrialized society 
upon the spiritual integrity of the individual, a pressure which, If he 
is tempted by the lure of “success” to compromise his ideals, is likely 
to destroy him. Barry's resentment of big business as a force in 
American society was scarcely exceeded by that of any playwright of 
social protest, though his arraignment of it was made on quite other 
grounds, lie despised it chiefly as a vulgarizing influence; as a tyranny 
whose gospel was the mean worship of mean things, always seeking 
to dragoon the individual into a cheap conformity* In this guise, he 
indicted it in Holiday, in The Animal Kingdom , in The Joyous Season, 
and to some extent in Hotel Universe* To its sterility as a way of life, 
Barry offered the alternative of a rational ethics, to the intelligent 
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ideals of which the individual, if he chooses, cat* 
conduct—though not, in contemporary Americat* 
paying a heavy price. As a critic of that society, Barry 
pessimistic than Howells or Henry James; if the tor 
was gay, its implications were none the less wistful- 
That Barry's view of life was essentially serious, 
was rather in permanent than in immediate issues, ^ 
two plays in which he abandoned the mood of high c 
Universe , he dealt with the power, for good or evil, of 
which so frequently shapes the individual's life. The 
symposium on philosophy, complicated by some e 5 C c 
“new” psychology, and some novel speculations aboi 
time—puzzled its audiences rather more than it ill 
In Here Come the Clowns , he dealt reverently and xxi 
contemporary American’s search for God. As if to an.s 
proletarian school who might allege his lack of inter 
mon man,” Barry set this play in the world of the lit 
theater. Clancy, its -protagonist, is a stage hand. Bari 
as one man ready and willing to go down in the 
which continues to be fought throughout the world, 
finds God in the will of man. Clancy’s expressed he 
may come a day when they, or their like, will be al 
more approval upon an earth which they may have ; 
With this hope, even the Marxian playwrights wou 
have quarreled. Nor, since their gospel, too, was a £o 
could they have logically disputed Barry’s fundamc 
that it is infinitely better to die in this struggle thar 
live in fear or in the questionable security which fc 
promise with all those things in government and hm 
we know in our hearts to be wrong. 

The early environment of S. N. Behrman, unlik< 
Barry, appears to have been shadowed by some deg: 
poverty. He grew up in Worcester, Massachusetts, a.r 
early passion for the theater, collecting autographed 
the leading players at the Worcester stock company. He 
write for the stage, and also to act. He fulfilled boi 
writing a vaudeville sketch, and acting in it. Subseque 
Clark University, transferred to Harvard and the d. 
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Professor Raker, went on to postgraduate study at Columbia. He 
began his writing career as a book reviewer, served as a theatrical 
press agent, and wrote several plays in collaboration with an established 
playwright before undertaking his first independent venture. This first 
play. The SWomi Man, won him instant celebrity. 

The society represented in Behrman’s plays—so far as it corresponded 
with an existing reality—had its prototype in that super sophisticated, 
cosmopolitan “set" which, according to the fashion magazines and 
other competent authorities, originate all standards of elegance, and 
inaugurate the absolutely latest modes in art: and literature. If Behrman, 
in his plays, attributed to them a greater degree of intelligence than 
they seemed to possess, he probably did not exaggerate either their 
influence or their often diverting irresponsibility. Like Henry James, 
he wished to deal with die “best” society of his time, in which the 
human spirit might he supposed to flower most liberally, and with the 
greatest graciousness. But the favor of an aristocracy involves a peril 
which even I lenry James—bom in the best society of the United States 
of his day did not fully escape. And that staunch democrat, Mark 
Twain-' -born on the wrong side of the tracks-'-also succumbed to it 
during his residence in Lurope. 

To a brmch writer, and perhaps even to an Knglish one, there 
would he nothing surprising in the spectacle of a duchess climbing 
five stories to visit his attic; Ids position in society is established by the 
distinction of Ids art, not by his financial success. Rut writers In the 
United States do nut -until popular success makes them lions--as¬ 
sociate in casual intimacy with leaders of Society. And such intimacy, 
should it come, is likely to leave them bedazzled. There was always, 
to 1 lenry James, something, tiiiilatingly glamorous about a duchess; 
and Mai k Twain, at the very height of his worldwide fame, wrote 
ecstatic letters in his astonished delight at the afternoon call of, an 
Austrian princess, Rehrman’s plays frequently suggested that he had 
never recovered from exposure to his first duchess, or his first Newport 
hostess. 

The standard of values implied in all his plays was that of the little 
Society which lie transferred to the stage; unlike Philip Barry, who 
dealt with much the sat nr work!, Behrman never viewed its conduct: 
in the light of any morality, or ethical principle, external to it. As 
social entkisnu therefore, Ids plays made an oblique indictment of 
that not inconsiderable portion of the social order excluded from the 
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best society; the ideal which he proposed for imitation was the mores 
and morals of the privileged beings who peopled his plays. “What 
this country needs,” the hero of The Second Atari remarks, “is a 
dilettante class, interested in art, with no desire to make money out of 
it. Why shouldn’t there be an amateur class in art, as there is in sports?’’ 
The people of Behrman’s plays were, in perhaps the best sense, mag¬ 
nificent dilettantes—amateurs not only of art, hut of morals, philos¬ 
ophy, politics; highly intelligent, fastidiously discriminating; who 
fulfilled their function by making wise appraisals, but who need not 
translate their wisdom into action. Their virtue, as Behrman saw it, 
was to cultivate intelligence, but not necessarily to practice it. All of 
them could have echoed the desire of the young girl in The Strand 
Man: “I wish I could do that. . . . Escape from the dreary exile of 
the actual world.” Or that of the hero: “I’d like to he f lenry James and 
live with you in England on a private income.’’ 

But, as time passed, and the “actual world” began to look as if it 
were going to pot, it broke destructively into the charmed and insulated 
.never-never land inhabited by Behrman’s characters, facing them with 
issues not to be solved by exquisite cultivation. Was it any wonder that 
one was driven to acknowledge: “Dear darling, life is sad. I know it’s 
sad. But I think it’s gallant—to pretend that it isn’t"? In Meteor, 
written just before the onset of the Great Depression, Behtm.m por¬ 
trayed the havoc wrought by a rebellious and disorganized genius 
who puts his intelligence to the service of an obsessive lust for power. 
Behrman attributed the responsibility to the American social order, 
which rewards its financiers, when successful, more abundantly than 
its scholars or artists, and hence oilers young genius no worthy ex¬ 
ample to emulate. He did not, however, conceal his repugnance to 
the achievements of finance capitalism commonly glorified. His 
genius’ major enterprise was the exploitation of a Central American 
republic—dominated in its politics and social order by his wealth - 
which is to be converted into a Utopia run by expert accountants, on 
the model of the American “company towns” to which a paternalistic 
capitalism points with pride. 

In Biography, his most popular play, Behrman, through his heroine, 
made articulate his ideal of the discriminating amateur: a woman who, 
required to choose between an opportunist conservative polituiuu and 
a fanatical radical, refuses both, defending the inherent wisdom of 
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cultivating the greatest possible tolerance for all points of view, while 
committing herself to none. But in Rain from Heaven, Behrman 
confronted a woman of the same type with issues less personal and 
far more insistent. In this play the conflict was between the repre¬ 
sentative of an American fascist-capitalist movement, and a liberal, 
driven from Germany by the Nazi persecution bent not only upon 
destroying his race but the culture to which he has given his best 
years. The heroine, once again, stands aloof. Whatever the outcome of 
the battle, liberals like herself will not disappear from the earth; 
when the cataclysm has passed, they will be at hand, and help to 
produce a society in which existence is exquisitely gracious, and in¬ 
telligence always tolerant. Yet it was obvious that Behrman himself 
had some misgivings about his quietist liberals—inhibited by scruple 
and emasculated by charm. They might be indispensable to what he 
conceived to be the good life, but they seemed scarcely capable of under¬ 
writing it. A character in one of his earlier plays had exploded, 
petulantly: “The trouble is, the masses bore me, democracy bores me.” 
Could one continue to feel so, with civilization threatened? The 
refugee in Rain from Heaven, about to return to Germany and join 
the underground, furnished Behrman’s reluctant comment upon his 
favorite world: “I see now that goodness is not enough, that liberalism 
is not enough. I’m sick of evasions. They’ve done us in. Civilization, 
charity, tolerance, progress—all catchwords. Well have to redefine 
our terms.” 

Intellectually honest, and himself an exemplar of that discriminating 
intelligence which he valued as the highest of virtues, Behrman con¬ 
fronted his own predicament in No Time for Comedy, a play about a 
playwright. Like his own, the playwright’s talent is for high comedy; 
but the age forces upon him conflicts and issues which the comic 
spirit is incapable of meeting. Shall he relinquish his medium, which 
compels him to seem irrelevant to all' the profound concerns of his 
time, or shall he attempt to deal with those concerns—which, alas, do 
not vitally enlist his sympathies ? As perhaps was inevitable, Behrman 
failed to solve the problem. In an ideal world, in which discriminating 
intelligence and tolerant liberalism would be sufficient principles, one 
might anticipate the emergence of a spirit and an understanding 
transcending the clamors and ferocities of the marching lustful mobs. 
In such a world, of course, the problem simply wouldn’t arise. 
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John van Druten was born in England, and was teaching law in 
Wales when—because of the whimsical censorship ot the Lord 
Chamberlain—his first play made a success, not in his native land, 
but in the United States. He promptly came to the United States, fell 
in love with it because, as he said, it was “a puritan land," for many 
years spent most of his time there, and eventually became an American 
citizen. 

It was not, however, until comparatively late in his career that he 
began writing plays about contemporary American life. Conceived in 
the vein of high comedy, his plays moved out of the thawing room, 
and out of the narrow confines of the “best society.” In Old Acquaint¬ 
ance, he dealt wittily with literary circles in New York City. In The 
Damas\ Chee\, working with a collaborator, he achieved an amusing 
picture of Mrs. Wharton’s hrownstone, upper middle-class New York 
in the first decade of the twentieth century, showing the impact upon 
its elaborate conventions of a character who not only embodies in¬ 
telligence, but practices it in conduct. In his most successful play, 
The Voice of the , Turtle , he balanced the mores of sexual freedom, 
which permit two young people to drift into what is to be no more 
than a casual love affair, against the eternal human hope for a per- 
manent union founded on love. 

But, unlike the gay and carefree pair of van Druteu’s earlier, 
charming There's Always Juliet, the girl and man of The Voice of the 
Turtle have no courage for love. They are, in a sense, prejudiced 
against it; they are afraid of “being hurt.” Says the man, “I gave up 
looking forward to anything seven years ago, and I've got along all 
right that way.” And, to the girl, “it can go on being fun” only if the 
man doesn’t “spoil it”—by changing the key of emotion. Though the 
playwright never made it explicit, there was in this fc.tr of experience, 
this frightened retreat from life itself, a pertinent criticism of contem¬ 
porary society. 

But, in another way, The Voice of the Turtle was a perfect barom¬ 
eter of the mores of the time. That the playwright should have been 
able—without offense to the American public—to have carried the 
physical drama of a love affair to a bed, the extinguishing of a light, 
and a passage of evocative dialogue: this perhaps declared the moral 
emancipation of the American stage. If the ghost of Charles Kliot 
Norton visited the playhouse, it was not heard to murmur his dictum 
of forty years earlier: “no great work of the imagination has ever been 
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based upon illicit passion.” Times had, indeed, changed; and van 
Druten, in more than one sense, had perhaps represented only “what 
every woman knows.” 

It was in I Remember Mama, founded upon a sequence of stories 
by Kathryn Forbes, that van Druten offered his most genial picture 
of American life. In this saga of a family of Norwegian immigrants, 
living in San Francisco, meeting with gallantry and wisdom the 
tribulations of lower middle class existence, the playwright expressed 
a profound faith in the common life. At a time when the established 
social order was subjected to attack from many quarters, van Druten 
suggested, with considerable force, that the good life probably depends 
less upon the nature of the prevailing economic system than it does 
upon the wise exercise of freedom, possible alone to the pure in heart. 
The suggestion, as the twentieth century neared its midpoint, was one 
that Americans could ponder. 



























CHAPTER VIII 

*Tbe Uses of 7\[ews 


[ I | TRIBUNE W THE I'KOl'I.R 

In ruthless war broke out on Newspaper Row, in New York 
City. 'Phis was a battle of titans, for the supremacy of Joseph Pulitzer, 
owner of the World, had been challenged, was in peril. Young 
William Randolph Hcarst, coming on from San Francisco with nearly 
eight million dollars, had bought the journal, a moribund sheet, and 
was prepared to pour his wealth into titc attack. He intended to outdo 
the World, to capture its mass circulation, to defeat it, and if possible 
to wreck it. 

Fascinated, the nation watched a long, costly, spectacular contest. 
It was destined to leave enduring effects on the American press. One 
of its by pjoduets was a new and scandalous sensationalism, soon 
described as “yellow journalism.” 'Phis raised a whirlwind of denun¬ 
ciation from conservative papers, the clergy, and outraged segments 
of the rcsjtcetable public. Nevertheless, it continued to flourish. Yellow 
journalism prospered and survived. Fifty years later, its style had 
changed, but not its formula; it was stilt being sold to the American 
people as a staple commodity. The dash of titans produced another 
journalistic legacy, equally permanent. 'Phis, too, was a by-product. 
It was the embryo of the modern mass newspaper: shrieking head¬ 
lines, multiple "features," comic supplements and strips, "magazine 
sections," bulky Sunday editions. All these issued from a struggle for 
power by two fabulous characters who recognized their effectiveness 
as weapons of war. 
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When taking up Hearst’s challenge Pulitzer announced, in a 
editorial, that he preferred power to profits. Probably a flamboyant 
declaration seemed requisite. This one happened to be true. For 
Pulitzer whose happiest boast was his total independence, was the 
slave of pride. So exorbitant was his pride that nothing short of 
absolute power could gratify it. Consequently, all his exactions were 
extreme. He acknowledged no limits whatever. He had, as it were, 
an instinct for infinity, and his visions were no less -grandiose than 
those of the elder J. P. Morgan. Every triumph, therefore, brought 
him a fresh agony; there was always a greater victory beyond, and 
another beyond that, and they tormented him like a perpetual itch. 
Brilliant, neurotic, incapable of satisfaction or tranquillity, Pulitzer 
drove his subordinates as remorselessly as he drove his own mind and 
body. In little more than a decade, he had made the World , in actual 
influence, the foremost newspaper in America. But he was already a 
tragic figure when Hearst threatened its supremacy. 

After one of the exposures of municipal corruption for which the 
paper was celebrated, Pulitzer was overtaken by a nervous breakdown. 
His vision, always defective, began to fail. In 1890, assured that 
permanent blindness was inevitable, he announced that he had re¬ 
linquished personal editorship of the paper. Thereafter, the World 
would continue to be guided by the ideas of the man who made it 
what it was, but by remote control. From his yacht, his town house in 
New York, his summer residence at Bar Harbor, his winter establish¬ 
ments-—at Jekyl Island, and Cap Martin on the French Riviera— 
Pulitzer lashed at his editors, reporters, business managers. He paid but 
one visit to the massive, golden-domed building on Park Row that 
dominated the New York skyline. It had been erected to house his 
paper, and he intended it to be his monument; but he never saw it. 
Sightless, he went on working far into the night, racking his sleepless 
brain for new and better ideas, crowding long journeys into days that 
knew no rest. 

As a youth of seventeen, tall, gangling, myopic, Joseph Pulitzer 
slipped over the side of a ship in Boston harbor and swam to shore. 
Born in Hungary, he wanted to be a soldier, and had wandered across 
Europe vainly seeking enlistment. The War between the States was 
in progress and, in Hamburg, a Union recruiting agent shipped 
Pulitzer to America. Penniless, he needed to collect his own bounty, 
so he jumped ship, made his way to New York, and enlisted. He 
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knew no English when he joined the army, and had learned little 
when he was mustered out at the end of the war. Finding no work in 
New York, he made his way to St. Louis, more or less as a vagrant. 
He worked as a feny hand, a hostler, a stevedore, waiter in a restau¬ 
rant. He spent all his spare time in the Mercantile Library, reading 
avidly, and so mastering English. Finally, he secured a job traveling 
from county to county, recording provisions of the charter of the new 
transcontinental railroad. 

This turned his ambition to the law, for which he began to prepare 
himself. Hut chance brought' him an opportunity to work as a re¬ 
porter for a t irrm.m laugu.tge newspaper. Carl Schura was one of the 
owners. Schurz and the Scottish philosopher Thomas Davidson, then 
in St. Louis atul later to become the friend of William James, rec¬ 
ognized Pulitzer’s genius, took him in hand, and trained his mind. 
At twenty two, he was elected to the Missouri legislature; served one 
term as a for of legislative corruption; achieved local notoriety by 
.shooting a politician whom he had denounced. At twenty-five, he 
acquited a proprietary interest in the paper for which he worked. 
Presently, he sold it for thirty thousand dollars. Thereafter, he traveled 
widely, 1 ampaigued for Samuel j. Tildcn as Democratic candidate for 
the presidency, irportrd political news from Washington. At thirty-one, 
having meanwhile married, he bought a failing St. Izmis paper for a 
song. Soon he uuuhincd it with another, as the Post-Dispatch. Within 
two years, the new paper was an assured success. 

Pulitzer nude it a crusading organ, continuously exposing political 
corruption and demanding reform. One of its exposures involved a 
lawyer of great local repute. While Pulitzer was absent from the city, 
Pulitzer’s assistant and the lawyer had a furious altercation; guns were 
drawn; the lawyer was killed. Popular feeling ran high, and the paper 
was widely denounced for its policy of personal attack. Convinced that 
he was no longer welcome in the city, Pulitzer put his paper in the 
hands of a former associate, and went to New York. There, in r8H$, he 
bought the World from Jay Could. In less than seven years he increased 
its circulation from under twenty thousand to nearly two hundred 
thousand; paid Could three hundred and forty-six thousand dollars; 
erected the World building at a cost of two and one-hah millions, all 
without recourse to any loans. When I learst entered the field, Pulitzer 
was not yet fifty, and many times a millionaire. The circulation of his 
morning paper was the largest in the country. Its Sunday edition 
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edited by Morrill Goddard, and afterwards by the bizarre Arthur 
Brisbane, both of whom Hearst quickly lured away—sold six hundred 
thousand copies. An evening World had been launched, and was 
prospering. 

This astonishing success rested on Pulitzer’s basic policy. This he an¬ 
nounced in his first editorials for the World . During his lifetime he 
never permitted his papers to deviate from it. His newspaper would be 
not only cheap, but bright, not only bright but large, not only large but 
truly democratic—dedicated to the cause of the people rather than that 
of purse potentates. The World was to be an organ that would expose 
all fraud and sham, fight all public evils and abuses—that would serve 
and batde for the people with earnest sincerity. His method of achiev¬ 
ing this object became clear two days after he took control of the paper. 
He wanted to demonstrate that it was to be the organ of a true 
aristocracy—the aristocracy of labor. So he "published an editorial on 
“Our Aristocracy” which excoriated the upper ranks of Society. The 
World, he said, believed that it ought to have no place in the republic 
—that the word ought to be expunged from an American vocabulary. 
Here, fully revealed, was Pulitzer’s cardinal principle: to create by de¬ 
stroying; to affirm by attacking. 

He never allowed his staff to forget it for an instant. Just before his 
death, nearly thirty years later, he was still urging a managing editor 
always to remember the difference between a paper made for the mil¬ 
lion, the masses, and a paper made for the classes. Every day, he in¬ 
sisted, the World should play up one distinctive feature, fight, crusade, 
public service, or big exclusive. And why not? This recipe, over the 
years, had brought him an immense power over the mass mind. It had 
enabled him to indulge his passion to be felt in the strife of public forces 
and to be heard in the consideration of national concerns. And, quite 
incidentally, it had piled up for him the modest reward of some nine¬ 
teen millions of dollars. 

Pulitzer’s policy may have had its original source in the grim poverty 
and hardship from which he suffered after his discharge from the army, 
and which began the gradual breakdown of his health. He saw that 
American democracy had produced both masses and classes. He judged 
their interests to be irreconcilable. He seems to have suspected that 
strife between them was inevitable. Certainly it was not mere cupidity 
that enlisted him on the side of the masses, where profits to a news¬ 
paper were almost certain. There was in him a genuine reformer, a 
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very real idealist. There was also an. extremely shrewd man of business, 
who realized that the strategy of attack and exposure would inflate 
circulation as a crusade tor a worthy cause might not. His policy recon¬ 
ciled these two elements ot his character. The tycoon played up profita¬ 
ble scandals, 1 he idealist tied them to a moral principle—whenever 
possible. 

He insisted, always, upon accuracy of facts. But he saw no objection 
whatever to the most sensational presentation of them. He asserted that 
there is only one way to get a democracy on its feet in the matter of its 
individual, its municipal, its State, its National conduct, and that is by 
keeping the public informed about what is going on. And he had a 
renal lor those who accused him of debasing the press by cheap and 
vulgar sensationalism: “There is not a crime, there is not a dodge, there 
is not a trick, there is not a swindle, there is not a vice which does not 
live by secrecy, (Jet these things out into the open, describe them, at¬ 
tack them, ridicule them in the press, and sooner or later public opinion 
will sweep them away.” This should he done, of course, with “good 
taste” “the kind of good taste which demands that frankness should 
he linked with decency, the kind of moral tone which is braced and 
not relaxed when it is brought face to face with vice,” The formula of 
the moralist left the door wide open for the products of the tycoon. 
Some of Pulif/erY scandals particularly during his long, arduous con- 
try with l hurst wrte juicy, sulphurous, nauseating. When public 
clamor arose over this aspect of yellow journalism, and circulation be¬ 
gan to suffer, Pulitzer himself decided that they were degrading. When, 
having spent most of his seven million dollars and established himself 
in New York, 1 learst proposed that the contest be called off, Pulitzer 
relinquished to him the more disreputable provinces of yellow jour¬ 
nalism with evident relief, I Its pride was embarrassed by having been 
placed in a position of indignity. 

Over the yeats, his most spectacular achievements were exposures of 
corruption in the realms of politics and high finance. The effect on cir¬ 
culation was always prodigious. The effect on the public mores was 
seldom what Pulitzer professed that he intended. His debut was an 
exposure of the “boodle aldermen” of New York City, who had been 
bribed to vote a street -railroad franchise, lie made this scandal a great 
occasion for < leaning up New York politically hut its effect was to 
thnnv the corrupt franchise into the hands of William Cl Whitney and 
Thomas Fortune Ryan, thus enabling them to make themselves multi- 
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millionaires by building up the colossal pyramid of high finance that 
went to smash with the Metropolitan Street Railroad. Whitney, in¬ 
cidentally, was one of Pulitzer’s few intimate friends. Later, he exposed 
the ice-trust scandals, involving the mayor of New York, t diaries P. 
Murphy of Tammany Hall, and several prominent millionaires; the 
issue presently was forgotten. 

In the presidential campaign of 1904, Pulitzer charged President 
Theodore Roosevelt with securing campaign contributions from the 
great trusts, and from those financiers whom he was soon to arraign as 
“malefactors of great wealth.” This charge Pulitzer was able to sub¬ 
stantiate, three years later, by printing, on the first page of his [taper, a 
letter from E. H. Harriman to his lawyer, filched from the financier's 
files, in which Harriman revealed the President’s appeal to him for 
financial assistance. The moral effect upon Roosevelt was nil- for the 
public seemed to feel that having trimmed a magnate the honors were 
his. Realizing this, Pulitzer made no further attack on the President, 
but concentrated on a campaign keyed to the slogan that “l lan intan 
must go.” The financier’s reorganization of the Chicago and Alton 
Railroad—Pulitzer denounced it as a swindle--provided a suitable 
springboard, and public sentiment was behind Pulitzer. But 1 lan im.m 
was too powerfully entrenched to he dislodged. Such ventures as this 
led the historian Harvey Wish to assert, long afterwards, that trial by 
newspaper became an increasing threat to judicial processes; the in¬ 
vasion of private rights was often without redress for the injured. 

Yet in one instance, Pulitzer performed a notable public service, and 
was directly responsible for a permanent and thoroughgoing reform. 
This originated in the World's masterly exposure of the corrupt prac¬ 
tices of the gigantic insurance corporations centering in New York 
City, which led to an investigation by Charles Evans Hug,lies that 
launched him upon his distinguished public career. The World delved 
into the affairs of the Equitable, the Mutual, and the New York Life, 
large advertisers, and institutions generally held to he above suspicion. 
It came up with a mess of financial chicanery and political corruption 
that shocked the whole nation. The public learned that, George W. 
Perkins, a vice-president of the New York Life and a Morgan [tanner 
—he was to be campaign manager for Theodore Roosevelt in the 
Progressive revolt of 1912—had handled corruption funds in the com¬ 
mon interest of the insurance companies, employed to buy or suppress 
laws. It learned that E. H. Harriman, through improper access to the 
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funds of the hquhable, had been able to acquire control of the Southern 
Pacific system, and build a personal fortune of seventy dive million 
dollars. Besides Harrinum, and the heads of the insurance companies, 
the scandal eventually involved the elder J. P. Morgan and Thomas F. 
Ryan, atal touched the reputation of ex-President Grover Cleveland. 
New Tnk state was in the hands ol the Republican party; no male¬ 
factor was sent to prison. But 1 lughes drew, and secured the passage of, 
two laws which thoroughly reformed insurance practices, broke up 
interlocking tclatamships with high finance, took the corporations out 
of politics and protected the policy holders. 

The last sensational exposure made by the IVodd during Pulitzer’s 
lifetime once more brought him into conflict: with Theodore Roosevelt, 
ami threatened him with a criminal indictment on the novel charge of 
libeling the United States. This was the so-called “Panama scandal” 
It related to the circumstances in winch President Theodore Roosevelt, 
in uju*» hail acquired the right to build the Panama Canal. Pulitzer 
had, at the time, protested Roosevelt’s action as an outrage. A revolu¬ 
tion had been engineered in the Columbian province of Panama. A 
defunct Preach canal company hud received, from the United States 
government, forty million dollars for its "rights." The new republic of 
Panama had been paid ten million dollars for cession of tire Canal 
Zone. 

In all these airangrments there h;ul figured, somewhat mysteriously, 
William Nelson Cromwell, a New York lawyer well known for suc¬ 
cessful corporate "reorganizations." During the unsuccessful negotia¬ 
tions with Colombia that had preceded the Panamanian revolution, 
Cromwell had acquired control of the Panama Railroad. After the revo¬ 
lution he, with the cider J. P. Morgan, was appointed fiscal agent of the 
new Panamanian government. In tyu8, on the eve of the presidential 
election, a slat ding story came to the World, It: alleged that Cromwell 
had formed an Amrtican syndicate which had grossly profited on both 
the forty million dollar and trie million dollar payments. Among the 
members of this syndicate, the story asserted, were Douglas Robinson, 
brothrr in law of President Theodore Roosevelt, and (diaries P, Taft, 
brother of the Republican nominee for the presidency. 

The World broke the story. Subsequent developments led to the 
publa niton nf a long aiticle implying, that Roosevelt had horn guilty 
of 1 allusion with ( aomwell’s alleged syndicate. Roosevelt, about to re¬ 
tire from office, untutored with a threat to have the. United States gov- 
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ernment send Pulitzer to prison for defaming his country. The case 
reached the Supreme Court in 1911, just before Pulitzer’s death, and 
the indictment was quashed. Meanwhile, it had given the World a 
prominence that no other occasion ever supplied and placed it definitely 
out of comparison with the Hearst newspapers; for this was something 
they could not imitate or follow. But the public never learned the 
answer to Pulitzer’s question—“who got the money?” 

How much, indeed, was Pulitzer a defender of popular rights, re¬ 
gardless of party interests or relationships? How far did he genuinely 
represent “the people,” the “aristocracy of labor”? His personality was 
enigmatic, complex, and even he may not always have known the true 
motives of his actions. A public champion of international peace, he 
once confessed, with respect to the Spanish-American War, that he had 
rather liked the idea of a war—not a big one—but one that would 
arouse interest and give him a chance to gauge the reflex in his circula¬ 
tion figures! In the Populist uprising, and in William Jennings Bryan’s 
platform of 1896, Pulitzer saw nothing but a dangerous revolutionary 
tendency. Later, he was privately to deplore anything that bred dis¬ 
content and socialism among the masses of the poor. He approved the 
principle of the founding fathers that a President should not be elected 
by the masses, and would have had the chief executive chosen by elec¬ 
tors specially selected for their superior coolness and eminence, and 
actually forbidden to meet together. He came to think that the republic 
was safe despite its wealth, however in need of progress and reform, 
and that the power of financiers was only financial, and not political. 
He was inflexibly opposed to every phase of populism and socialism and 
believed in true democratic ideas as the hope of the republic. And he 
thought President Taft quite radical enough! Yet, in a letter to his 
managing editor written just before his death, and commenting on the 
World's treatment of a labor dispute, he said: “Generally speaking my 
sympathies are with the people, and with the strikers even in a just 
cause. But it is not necessary to show such interest nor such treatment.” 
Contradiction could scarcely go further. 

In private life, Pulitzer’s blindness and his neuroses made him a 
fabulous eccentric. Tortured by insomnia, the slightest noise drove him 
frantic, and he became obsessed with a determination to achieve abso¬ 
lute quiet. It led to some peculiar results. When traveling, on steamers 
and in hotels, the rooms above, below, and adjoining his suite were re¬ 
tained in his name, to be left unoccupied. His yacht, the Liberty , was 










The Uses of TSLews 225 

specially designed to provide undisturbed silence. At “Chatwold,” his 
Bar I larhor residence, there was a huge granite pile called, by the un¬ 
fortunate secretaries who shared it with him, the “Tower of Silence.” 
To the vast Itulianate palace on Seventy-third Street, New York, built 
for him by McKtm, Mead and White at: the turn of the century, he 
added a single-story annex, double walled and ventilated through the 
chimney: it was so still as to be uncanny. He hoped to pass his few re¬ 
maining years in that palace -which contained, among other splendors, 
a great library; a, ballroom that was not used; a swimming pool al¬ 
lowed to go permanently dry; an octagonal dining room completely 
surrounded by other rooms and ventilated by a glass dome supported 
on pale green columns of Irish marble. But although so magnificently 
quartered he spent, at most, only a few weeks of the spring or autumn 
in his palace* Wherever he settled, a demon of restlessness always 
evicted him* 

So he spent his later years ceaselessly moving, from one home to an¬ 
other, or aboard his yacht, accompanied by a major-domo and six secre¬ 
taries, two of whom were always on duty. One of them remarked that 
Pulitzer saw as much of his wife and children as lie could; but the in¬ 
tensity of his family emotions was such that they could only he given 
rein at the price of sleepless nights, savage pain, and desperate weari¬ 
ness. Tall* bioud shouldered, emaciated, with a reddish grey heard and 
dark hair flecked with white, it was his eyes that people always re¬ 
membered; one was dull and half dosed, the other was of a deep, bril¬ 
liant blue which, so far from suggesting blindness, created the instant 
effect of a searching, eagle-like glance* llis personal entourage and his 
editors had constantly to exercise caution to avoid offending his preju¬ 
dices and wounding his susceptibilities. In personal intercourse, he was 
always interesting, seldom companionable, taking all he could from the 
minds of others, but rarely giving much back, his method being to 
dispute and to reap the benefits of an aroused tlefense. 

His secretaries were required, during their leisure hours, to read, 
digest, sometimes to commit to memory, enormous quantities of 
printed matter with which to keep Pulitzer occupied during their tours 
of duty. Our of them Alley nr hclmd recorded that his personal ex¬ 
periences and observations were no longer his own-“they belonged to 
some one else, to the blind man in whose service I was pledged to a 
vicarious absorption of ‘material . 01 On one occasion Pulitzer com¬ 
plained of feeling utterly tired out mentally* Ireland inquired whether 
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he should stop talking. Pulitzer’s reply was an emphatic negative: 
“Never stop talking or reading, I must have something to occupy my 
mind all the time, however exhausted I am.” Could any condition ot 
mind be worse than that in which the constant Hogging ot a tired brain 
was the only anodyne for its morbid irritability? 

Pulitzer delighted in refashioning the habits of thought of the men 
closely associated with him—and for this tyrannical purpose no form of 
duplicity was too cruel. At the World, it was his habit always to require 
two men on the same job and to then let them tight it: out. 1 lie policy, 
according to his associate and official biographer, Don C Seitz, never 
worked. But, thought it often led to his discomfiture and despair, 
Pulitzer could never be persuaded to abandon it. Theodore Dreiser, 
who for a period worked as a space writer on tine World, later recalled 
the atmosphere of suspicion, jealousy, and intrigue that Pulitzer's policy 
generated in the city room. There was, Dreiser thought, “something 
disillusioning in the sharp contrast between the professed ideals ami 
preachments of such a constantly moralizing journal as the World ami 
the heartless and savage aspect of its internal economy. There was no 
time off for the space men, unless it was for all time. < hie was expected 
to achieve the results desired or get out; and if one did achieve them 
the reward was nothing.” Another novelist, David Graham Phillips, 
after personal association with Pulitzer as an editorial writer, produced 
a portrait of him in The Great God Success which was far from affec¬ 
tionate, and which keenly hurt the sitter. I lad he not been very fund 
of Phillips, and striven hard to develop in him a fitness for first place 
on the paper? But to develop a personal affection for Pulitzer one 
needed a godlike compassion. The only road he knew to the human 
heart passed through rough territory. 

The posthumous fate of Pulitzer’s enterprises was ironical. All his 
fierce attachment was given to the morning World; he eared little for 
its evening counterpart, and scarcely even kept in touch with the St. 
Louis Post-Dispatch . The morning World he wanted to be more pow¬ 
erful than the President. It was to go on, through the years, frre to tell 
the truth and perform every service that should he performed in the 
public interest. After his death, it met with vicissitude. Eventually, it 
ceased publication. The evening World survived--but only as the New 
York organ of the Scripps-Howard chain. Hut: the Post-Dispatch con¬ 
tinued to prosper under his heirs, and remained a power in its trrri* 
tory. Pulitzer’s proud architectural monument in Newspaper Row was 
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soon dwarfed hv towers far more pretentious, and passed to other uses 
than that tor which it was built. The noble palace where he so seldom 
resided was converted into luxury apartments. It was as if all traces 
of his personality were condemned to he erased. 

But Ins tame was preserved by the School of Journalism which he 
endowed at Columbia University. And the public, every year, was re¬ 
minded t»i his name by the award ot annual prizes provided for in his 
will. These rewarded newspapers for disinterested and meritorious 
public service; reporters for the accomplishment of some public good; 
cartoonists far excellence of a similar kind. They were bestowed upon 
novelists whose work presented the wholesome atmosphere of Ameri¬ 
can tite, and the highest standard of American manners and man¬ 
hood; and upon playwrights whose efforts met this condition; upon 
authors ot the best American biography, teaching patriotic and un¬ 
selfish service to the people illustrated by an eminent example; upon 
historians, tor the' best book ot the year on the history of the United 
States; upon poets who were required merely to produce the best hook 
of verse without rderence to patriotism or morals. Annual announce¬ 
ment of the Pulitzer awards was always eagerly awaited, and from some 
heaven of benevolent tyrants, an implacable spirit may have chuckled 
in satisfaction -naturally, far (tutu complete. 

[z J PROW.KM in vrurnv 

As the twentieth century aged, splendor deserted the American social 
scene. The palaces at Newport stood shuttered ami vacant. Fifth 
Avenue was a palisade of clustered towers. Those few ornate mansions 
which had survived their era seemed patiently to await the wreckers. 
Change sometimes struck the note of irony. On Long Island, it. was a 
mission of Russian ptolnariaiw that occupied the former home of 
Pierpom Morgan. 

But, in fir plebeian dusk, one altar to magnificence was raised and 
tendril. Lest Ameticans forget the nature of a princely life, they were 
furnished an illustration. Since it was likely to he final, ought it not also 
he supreme? Was not exorbitance a duty? So it appeared, as the 
memorial to grandeur took form through two decades-"-realizing the 
architn ture of fantasy, absorbing the pillage of centuries long past Was 
this a residence, a museum, a monument, or a tomb? Beyond lus 
eightieth year, William Randolph Hearst continued to perfect San 
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Simeon, continued to hold court there. Almost unanimously, visitors 

described it as “out o£ this world.” It was. 

The domain of San Simeon was about halt the size ol the State of 
Rhode Island, and stretched for fifty miles along the California coast, 
midway between San Francisco and Los Angeles. At its center, on an 
“enchanted hill,” a fabulous congeries of white buildings dazzled the 
eye; the master’s great house, twin towered, like a Spanish mission; 
the three guest houses that were as large as palaces; the "vatious pl.t) 
houses. Thirty guests might be in residence, or fifty, or even a hundred. 
The master liked to surround himself with ambassadors and ministers, 
with frivolous royalties and pampered courtiers. Stub they ought to 
have been, to be worthy of the background created tor them, the way 
of life to which they were admitted. Only the times wete at, fault; not 
the host. Could he be blamed because the plenipotentiaries were no 
more than prosaic executives, administrators of his fardluug empire? 
Because the charming prodigals were only Hollywood folk, gay youths 
and pretty ladies? Had plebeian America yielded an aristocracy su¬ 
perior to these, would he not have summoned it to his court? 

At San Simeon, an exquisite informality prevailed. It was true that 
“you never know all your fellow guests, who wander about exchanging 
vague nods.” Yet only the unworldly would fail to Ik; at ease; and 
“eventually some one greets you.” r l he obligations were few: attendance 
at the rituals of luncheon, dinner, and the nightly film show in a regal 
theater. For the rest, “the newcomer is left to his own devil cs, and the 
casualness of the day is hafiling.” 

Baffling? Had a crassly regimented world obliterated caprice? I Inc, 
whim alone reigned. Pleasure depended upon imagination, nothing 
more: you simply had to lift the nearest telephone to ask for an auto¬ 
mobile, a tennis professional, a drink, a fishing outfit, or a cowboy to 
ride with. And were there not, at hand, the inexhaustible wonders of 
the enchanted hill, awaiting exploration? The colonnaded gardens. 
The outdoor swimming pool large enough to sail a boat on, fed by a 
fountain resembling the splendid fountains rtf Michelangelo. The sub¬ 
terranean gymnasium, beneath the tennis courts, with its golden- 
galleried indoor pool walled and roofed in Venetian glass inosait. The 
majestic library. The opulent private suites in w!u> h sisitots were 
quartered—“a guest sleeps in Cardinal Richelieu’s bed, opens his ryes 
to gaze upon a Goya, reaches for a Camel in an alabaster Itox set on an 
ancient cassone.” In their closets, guests found complete w.udrol>cs, 
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anticipating the entire repertory of activities available for their pleasure. 
One ungrateful criticism was sometimes made by insomniacs, disturbed 
by the howling ol wild beasts under their windows: the royal menagerie 
was, perhaps, a trifle too close. 

O nests were instruct eel to assemble in the great hall at seven-thirty. 
In this immense, loity room, tilled like all others with priceless objects 
ol art, they awaited the arrival ot the master, while butlers passed among 
them with cocktails. Sometimes he did not descend from his Gothic 
study until nine, or later. For lie still worked, and he worked hard; the 
air around him was thick with flying messages. In a remote part of the 
building; telephones rang incessantly, teletypes chattered, telegraph 
instruments clicked; a chief secretary and his staff transmitted orders, 
decisions, policies, gathered news, prepared the master's clip sheets; 
alt day and almost all night people came, in and went out. Of this 
perpetual hustle, guests saw very little. They waited until a secret panel 
in the wall oi the great hall opened, and the master appeared from a 
carved elevator said to he hung with paintings. I le was a tall, powerful 
mam once slender and erect, now slightly stooped and paunchy. 1 le had 
a long, lace like a horse, a thiek nock, big clumsy bones. A guest might 
never, during, the course ol his stay, be formally presented. Fait, should 
an inn eduction be ellcctrd, one noticed that “when he turns to look 
at you his kr cold blue eyes bore into your soul A 

Presently, the court moved into the vast refectory that; was the 
master's artistic pride. There, seated at long antique tables, they feasted 
on superb loud, served amid priceless silver, ketchup bottles, jams and 
jellies in great profusion in homely labeled jars. These unlovely con¬ 
tainers, like the paper napkins so surprising to the uninitiated, were not 
a humorous umerit hut a sentimental piety: in boyhood, with his 
father, the master had camped out on this very spot. Hut the refectory 
itself sufficiently demonstrated that 1 learst, living literally like a king, 
had been the nation’s number one spender, surpassing Mr. Ford with 
his st hoolhouses and Mr. Mellon with his paintings. Its richly carved 
ceiling came from a North Italian sixteenth-century monastery and 
was the finest of Ins vast collection of carved ceilings. The walls of the 
huge lull were paneled with choir stalls taken from a Spanish cathe¬ 
dral; a fire Flawed in an historic*, monumental French Gothic fireplace; 
far above, there hung silken Sienese palio banners softly fluttering from 
each side of the walls between the high windows. The effect was over¬ 
powering* Afterwards, the private theater where movies were shown 
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seemed almost cosy, although it might easily seat two hundred; was 
hung with an antique, crimson, Italian brocatcllc; and was illuminated 
by torch b-es affixed to huge caryatides, walnut and gold. 

After the movies, the court filed back to the great hall. Sometimes, 
the master tarried with them briefly before ascending to his own 
quarters. In conversation, he confirmed a notion that had become 
legendary. Strongly emotional, apparently sincere in his professions, his 
talk made clear that he was no devotee of the science of ethics, that he 
was, indeed, peculiarly amoral. What wonder that he was known far 
and wide for his opinions, not his standards; that his editorial world 
was a world of sharp focus lacking the light and shadow of profound 
moral conviction? 

Did this lack of moral feeling have any relation to an inflexible rule 
at San Simeon—that death must never be mentioned in his presence? 
Did he superstitiously fear what might lie across its threshold? Or, be¬ 
lieving that it opened only on extinction, did he resent its finality? 
Unlike ancient monarchs who chose to inhabit their ostentatious tombs, 
he could not be comforted by a belief that his accumulations would ac¬ 
company him. Yet accumulation had always been his mastering pas¬ 
sion. It was the sole architect of his incredible empire. It was the real 
spur to collections of art as stupendous as they were indiscriminate. 
After filling five lordly establishments, these had once overflowed into 
a city block of warehouses. Enough still remained to crowd a vault like 
cave under the enchanted hill. And who could say what obscure urgency 
accounted for his insatiable lust to possess? 

Perhaps not even Hearst himself. Certainly not the American peo¬ 
ple, to whom, for more than fifty years, he had represented many 
things, from best to worst—and, throughout, had never ceased to be 
an enigma. During the first decade of the century he was, next to 
Theodore Roosevelt, the most spectacular and debated figure in the 
American political arena. On him centered the hopes of the discon¬ 
tented, the underprivileged, the oppressed; and, for a time, his dreaded 
shadow overhung the White House. At other times, a whirlwind of 
popular hatred threatened to destroy him. His papers were widely Ixty- 
cotted; in many towns, angry mobs hanged him in effigy. The socialist 
Upton Sinclair predicted Hearst’s election as first Socialist President, of 
the United States; later declared that of nothing in his whole life was 
he more ashamed than having believed in Hearst. A long line of 
eminent Americans from Theodore Roosevelt onward denounced 
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Hcarst, generally as an enemy of everything that is noblest and best 
in our American tradition. Yet in 1946 the American Legion awarded 
to him its distinguished service medal, as “an outstanding American” 
universally known for his “intense patriotism.” During the first half 
of the century, no American in public life evoked more violent oscilla¬ 
tions of feelings, more intemperate extremes of judgment. Whatever 
the “real truth" about Hcarst, one fact was undeniable. He continued 
to challenge the imagination of the American people. It could neither 
take him, nor let him alone. 

Those who tried to explain Hcarst—'whether for good or for evil— 
usually started from the premise that he was something unique in 
American civilization. Was not this a mistake? True, he was excep¬ 
tionally favored, (heat inherited wealth endowed him with almost un¬ 
limited opportunity. Granted the possession of creative ambitions, he 
was in a position to realize them; and he could put his philosophy to 
the test of actual practice. Early in the century William Graham 
Stunner, who believed ethics to be purely relative, deplored the moral 
anarchy whkh occurred when men’s conduct was based on expediency, 
and ran touulcr to their genuine convictions. This condition appeared 
to be exemplified by the great tycoons of Sumner’s generation. But what 
would happen if a belief in expediency became the only genuine con¬ 
viction which men retained? If, being absolute materialists, they used 
moral and social ideals merely as instruments to achieve their private 
aims? Did not l learn supply the answers to these questions? Even so, 
he was scarcely unique. He illustrated, on a high stage, on a national 
scale, the results of a commonly accepted attitude to life. Many Ameri¬ 
cans had adopted the philosophy of expediency; sincerely believed that 
whatever “worked" was true, right, and good; wanted nothing more 
than wealth or power, the two goals exalted by the society in which they 
lived. I learst merely got there first, and more spectacularly. He may 
have been only the most conspicuous of American pragmatists. 

1 learst\s parents wete very unlike in temperament and outlook, and 
he was strongly influenced by Ixrth. His father, George Hcarst, had 
emigrated to California in the gold rush. One of the original sharers in 
the celebrated Comstock Lode, the elder Hcarst went on to acquire in¬ 
terests in gold and copper mines, as well as vast properties in California 
anti Mexico. Typically the robber baron of his time, he soon found, 
like his colleagues fames G. Fair and Lcland Stanford, that his enor¬ 
mous holdings made a political career desirable. To further this, he 
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bought the Examiner, a San Francisco newspaper, and made himself a 
power in municipal and state affairs. He died a member of the United 
States Senate, to which an obedient machine had elevated him for the 
better protection of his property. 

Before accepting wealth and an elderly husband, Hearst’s mother had 
been a schoolteacher. A gentlewoman by birth and breeding, she tried 
to counteract the father’s influence on their son. George Hcarst fur¬ 
nished a prime example of hard practicality and ruthless methods, but 
his wife had a sensitive conscience which asserted the social obligations 
of great wealth. Resolutely, she attempted to saturate the boy with 
“culture”; to imbue him with a love of art; to inculcate in him the 
sentimental idealism which she applied to a wide range of philan¬ 
thropies. Hearst’s temper and methods were to be those of his father. 
But it was his mother who inspired his early interest in “reform,” and 
who awakened an uneasy respect for culture which later made him 
secure, for his papers, many of the most distinguished literary talents 
of the time. 

Hearst was sent to a fashionable school in the East. It did not seek to 
persuade him to stay. He entered Harvard where, according to his 
contemporary George Santayana, he was little esteemed by the student 
body. His plebeian origin, unconventional ways, and prodigal ex¬ 
travagance displeased the undergraduate mind, for which a standard 
was set by Beacon Hill. But Hearst’s budding powers as a newspaper 
owner and manager made him invaluable to the Iximpoon , which he 
rescued from financial disaster. The rebuffs administered by social 
snobbery merely provoked him to greater flagrancy. I Ie was suspended 
for a time; finally, he was expelled. The bitter contempt which the 
Hearst press later lavished on Eastern Society, and on academic insti¬ 
tutions and their faculties, may well have had its source in his un¬ 
satisfying experience at Harvard. 

Upon leaving Harvard, Hearst went to New York. There he made a 
thorough study of the methods and policies which Joseph Pulitzer was 
using to secure mass circulation for the World. Returning to San Fran¬ 
cisco, Hearst in 1887 persuaded his father to let. him take over the 
Examiner. The Senator gave his consent reluctantly; he had no high 
opinion of his son’s abilities, and he considered publishing the least 
amusing of ways to lose money. But Hearst’s motives, however ec¬ 
centric they appeared, were eminently practical. He didn’t want to go 
into any business that would take a long, dull preparation. To him the 
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newspaper business seemed to offer more attractions than any other— 
more immediate attractions, and as many ultimate rewards. So he said 
shortly afterwards; the statement illuminated his subsequent career. 
Newspaper publishing was not, for him, either a public service or a 
platform, except incidentally. It was a business, conducted for private 
profit. But it was a business which offered to a wilful, unconventional 
temperament more opportunities than any othei to give free rein to 
personal impulse and to make money by doing so. 

The soundness of this insight Hearst soon demonstrated in San 
Francisco, with a journalistic pattern that was later to enable him to 
reach millions of Americans, the country over, every day, and influence 
public opinion as no other man, except perhaps the President, was able 
to do. From the very outset, a Hearst paper reflected the psychology 
and personality of Hears* himself. Its chief permanent purpose was 
revenue; its only policy was expediency; its views on public affairs, the 
actions which it urged or campaigned against, were determined, at any 
given time, by the impulses and objectives which for the moment hap¬ 
pened to he controlling Hearst, Flexibility was the dominant char¬ 
acteristic of a I burst newspaper; but public memory is short, and few 
noticed, ftom mouth to month, how remarkably inconsistent a lively, 
volatile shirt could be. Whim easily passed for principle. 

Hearst took over from Pulitzer, and developed to an extreme perfec¬ 
tion of whith Pulitzer was never capable, the chief ingredients of yel¬ 
low journalism. Lurid stories; juicy scandals; provocative, strident 
headlines; the discovery of a fresh sensation every day; with these he 
;urested attention, gained readers. When the day’s events yielded noth¬ 
ing sensational, Hearst newsmen created the news -dreamed up a 
sensation or actually produced one. do reach the hearts of the naive, 
Hearst incubated the first "sob sister” in journalistic history, and de¬ 
veloped a long, able line of successors. To capture the hasty, he fostered 
the talents of men who were to become America’s most powerful car¬ 
toonists: Homer Davenport, T. A, Dorgaa, Bud Fisher. To woo the 
literate, he secured features from the most celebrated writers. I Its 
golden net snared Mark Twain, Rudyard Kipling, Jack London, Am¬ 
brose Bierce, Stephen < aane; later, such crusaders for reform as Henry 
George, Ida M. Tarbrll, Upton Sinclair, Charles Kdward Russell. This 
youth, half playboy, half rabble rouser, and all embryonic tycoon, who, 
according to Bierce, looked like an unearthly child and spoke in a 
voice like the fragrance of violets nude audible, decided that any paper 
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which he published had, in one respect, to be unique. Its range of con¬ 
tents must be such as to provide something for every category of in¬ 
telligence. People might praise the paper or damn it; so long as it was 
capable of raising their temperature, he didn’t especially care what they 
felt. But a Hearst paper must be one which nobody could, if he chose, 
ignore. 

Like Pulitzer, Hearst saw that vigorous intervention in public af¬ 
fairs would attract circulation. He surmised that, to be effective, it 
ought to combine attack, exposure, and the appeal to principle which 
is always so persuasive to the righteous. Truculence, scandal, and moral 
idealism composed a new formula. The brew proved to be as intoxi¬ 
cating as he anticipated. The plain people swallowed it and seethed. 
Then they rolled up their shirt sleeves and tried to trounce the miscre¬ 
ant. What came to be called “Hearstism” often roughly interfered with 
the accepted economic and political processes of the nation. It crystal¬ 
lized into a threatening force the blind need and ignorance and re¬ 
sentment of those at the bottom. It stirred the mire, and brought up a 
plug-ugly. 

As time passed, conservatives, capitalists, large-scale employers of 
labor, the minions of great corporations in Congress and the state legis¬ 
latures, all began to declare that the Hearst press represented the very 
dregs of journalism. Was it not preaching the destruction of the estab¬ 
lished order, the dissolution of the American system? Hearst papers 
were banned from homes where carriages stood at the door. But their 
circulations soared, nevertheless. Hearst got the people. 1 le also got— 
for a time—the reformers, the radical wing of the intellectuals, the con¬ 
science ridden. It was these who, later still, became his most violent 
detractors. 

When, at length, the idealists and reformers deserted Hearst, they 
could not forgive him for their own mistake. They had assumed him 
to be, like themselves, pure in heart. He wasn’t; he had never really 
pretended to be. It was an ancient story: “the Jews of old were looking 
for a Messiah, but they pictured him as a king coming on a throne to 
do what they wanted done.” The reformers wanted a Parsifal. When 
they found that they had a very sullied Lancelot, their indignation 
boiled over. They protested that Hearst had deluded them. They had 
merdy deceived themselves. Hearst needed no Richard Wagner to 
show him that a pure idealist may also be a pure fool. It was one of 
his earliest intuitions. 
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, Hearst always conformed to a pattern of realism 
'ident during his first intervention in public affairs, 
king over the Examiner, he launched a ferocious at- 
ithcrn Pacific Railroad. This Huntington-Stanford- 
;e was the malevolent “octopus” of the Far West. It 
:s and the economy. It was an outstanding enemy of 
s a major obstacle to the welfare of the plain people, 
t’s campaign produced valuable results. It brought the 
2 the Federal government; forced it to pay an ancient 
: treasury; reduced its tyrannical power. But an odd, 
it, intermission had occurred in Hearst’s attack. Why, 
he issue, had he revived it? Some reporters asked old 
i;tun. Sourly, the magnate told them. It was, he said, 
dt keep him on the payroll.” 'lire Southern Pacific 
iy Hearst thirty thousand dollars “in order to enjoy 
tostility in the columns of the Examiner." The attack 
d; when the railroad reneged, Hearst promptly rc- 

t as Representative Johnson of California charged on 
rcss, that Hearst was “it common, ordinary, everyday 
w highwayman of the newspaper world”? Not neees- 
ifitd other things, more important to the nation, and 
rnsihle to idealists. It indicated that Hearst, when he 
against, privilege, was primarily fighting for Hearst. 
I that Hearst was fighting privilege with the weapons 
isader against the plutocracy who adopted the methods 
Rockefellers and their likc—this was a novelty indeed! 
found it perplexing. They preferred their reformers 
m" methods. They really liked their Morgans and 
ofess only good motives; to uphold Christian morality 
> to exemplify it. From the very outset, Hearst looked 
’crick. 

ile didn’t care. Hearst was fighting against privilege; 
1 adopt him as their champion. But other good Ameri- 
easingly troubled, as his crusades progressed, because 
accompanied by a noise notably unlike the fragrance 
iudiblc. For them, I Icarst raised an ethical issue. Do 
the use of means that arc dubious, if not downright 
ng I Icarst after he had become a power in national 
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politics, Lincoln Steffens reported that he seemed “to think that 
democracy is an end in itself, and that the end justifies the means—his 
journalism.” This, Steffens surmised, meant that “to give us a better 
government he would make us a worse people.” Such, too, was the 
verdict reached by many Americans sympathetic to the reforms which 
Hearst’s early crusades supported. 

Yet was not Hearst a typical product of the system whose other 
typical products he was so savagely attacking? The important thing 
about him, as Steffens acknowledged many years later, was that he 
suffered from no moral illusions; he understood that in the life of 
society it is economic, rather than moral, forces that count. The Ameri¬ 
can system of free enterprise had made possible the rise to power of 
Morgans and Rockefellers, by methods often profoundly immoral. And 
the system also asserted that social welfare is contingent upon unre¬ 
stricted private profit. Now it appeared that abridgement of the privi¬ 
leges enjoyed by the powerful could be had—at a price. The price was 
the aggrandizement of Hearst. Would the American people Ik - any 
better off if the powers of Morgans and Rockefellers were curbed -and 
seized—by a Hearst? This was the real question which Hearst raised. 
It was also a question which nobody thought to ask. 

From San Francisco, Hearst moved on to New York. Ilis object; was 
to vanquish Pulitzer, and to conquer the hast. Senator I learst, ap¬ 
parently distrusting his son’s reckless extravagance, had vested control 
of his seventeen-million-dollar estate in his widow. Borrowing on his 
inheritance, Hearst flung millions into his long, historic duel with 
Pulitzer. He raided the brilliant staff which Pulitzer had assembled: in 
one day, Hearst captured Morrill Goddard, the “yellow” genius of 
Pulitzer’s Sunday magazine; Pulitzer bought him hack; Hearst bought 
him again, and kept him. Eventually, he acquired Arthur Brisbane, who 
was to become the most widely read editorial writer in the country. 
Brisbane had prestige among the intellectuals and reformers, f I is father, 
Albert Brisbane, had been one of the earliest American socialists, a 
member of the celebrated colony at Brook Farm, whose hook The 
Social Destiny of Man was admiringly remembered. Arthur Brisbane 
was a man of many talents, not all of which were praiseworthy. But 
one was to prove extremely valuable to Hearst; Brisbane’s ability to 
talk politics and philosophy in the language of truckmen. This ability, 
which became Hearst’s principal instrument for influencing public 
opinion, ultimately made Brisbane a millionaire, a quasi-partner of his 
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employer, and the most highly paid of American journalists, with a 
reputed annual salary of a quarter of a million dollars. During the forty 
years of their association, it was often stated that “the Hearst of today 
is, to a great degree, the product of Mr. Arthur Brisbane.” Nothing 
could have been iurther from the truth. The ideas were Hearst’s. Bris¬ 
bane was a reputation, a signature: a stooge. 

From his duel with Pulitzer, Hearst emerged as the undisputed 
master of mass journalism. And he had also become a man of power in 
national politics. In the bitter Presidential campaign of 1896, Hearst 
supported Bryan against McKinley. He was almost the only newspaper 
owner of national prominence who took this stand, and it made him 
the outstanding champion of the common people in their grim rebel¬ 
lion against the money power and big business. He was preaching 
democracy, government ownership, nationalism. In San Francisco and 
New York, he was attacking local combines; on the national scene, the 
great trusts. The savage, brilliant cartoons in which Homer Daven¬ 
port portrayed Mark Hanna as a corpulent pin toe rat covered with 
dollar marks, McKinley sitting on his knee like a ventriloquist’s 
dummy these swept the country, binned class hatred into flame. Was 
not Hearst the most implacable enemy of the established order? So, 
indeed, it seemed. Few recalled that Senator I Karst’s estate included 
vast holdings in silver mines, Bryan had declared for the free coinage 
of silver. 

After McKinley had been installed in the White House, Hearst de¬ 
termined to intervene in foreign policy. Conscientious Americans had 
long been appalled by tales of Spanish misrule and cruelty in Cuba. 
Capitalists foresaw profit in the economic development of a backward 
island, should it achieve independence. An insurrection was brewing 
in Cuba. Should the United States intervene; if necessary, go to war? 
Opinion over the country was oddly divided. McKinley and Mark 
Hanna, the accredited spokesmen of big business, were against war. 
So were mm like Mark Twain, William Dean Howells, William 
James; no friends to unbridled capitalism. Theodore Roosevelt, already 
a shining symbol of social reform, wanted war. William Graham 
Sumner, who taught that reform was a delusion, preached against 
war. In Washington, old Henry Adams, convinced that civilization 
was rapidly going to hell and that nothing’ could he done about it, 
amused himself by devising political strategy for the Cuban revolu¬ 
tionary junta. In this confused atmosphere, Hearst arrived at a very 
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practical deduction. A war would boost newspaper circulation; a war 
provided the liveliest of issues. Hearst wanted war. He sent the painter 
Frederick Remington to Cuba for pictures of “a gallant revolution.” 
Remington found no revolution, and so informed him. Hearst’s reply 
told the whole story: “You furnish the pictures and I’ll furnish the 
war.” 

If Hearst did not actually furnish the war, he did, at least, whip 
public sentiment into a frenzy that made war inevitable. Hearst news¬ 
men industriously created news designed to inflame hatred against 
Spain. Girl-martyrs to Spanish lust were invented, and their pitiable 
stories spread over the land. The fabulous exploits of an imaginary 
group of American volunteers provided another sensation. An indis¬ 
creet private letter of the Spanish Ambassador was filched from the 
Havana post office; Hearst played it up as the “worst insult to the 
United States in its history." When war was finally declared, I learst 
had the best correspondents in the field; debonair Richard Harding 
Davis, who became a national hero, and masterly James Crcelman. 

He pushed the “journalism of action" to unprecedented limits. After 
Manila had surrendered, it was rumored that a Spanish fleet was set ting 
out for the Philippines by way of the Suez Canal. Hearst promptly 
chartered a vessel, sent it to the Suez Canal under British colors, and 
ordered it sunk there should the Spainsh fleet try to pass. That this 
project violated international law and might have brought on war with 
Great Britain apparently caused him no qualms. But when the war 
was over, Hearst had accomplished his aim. He had the largest circula¬ 
tion in the country. Only an old-fashioned publicist like Kdwin Law¬ 
rence Godkin would predict the death of democracy from the fact that 
a blackguard boy with several millions of dollars at his disposal has 
more influence on the use a great nation may make of its credit, of its 
army and navy, of its name and traditions, than all the statesmen and 
philosophers and professors in the country.” For was not this the new 
journalism, freshly minted for the new century? 

From the cresting wave of his success, Hearst suddenly sank into 
ignominy. Renewing his campaign against McKinley as the puppet of 
monopoly and Wall Street, he carried it to a pitch of virulence that 
shocked decent folk. What did he mean by publishing a verse which 
prophesied that a bullet was speeding “to stretch McKinley on his 
bier”? What did he mean by declaring, editorially, that “if bad inten¬ 
tions and bad men can be got rid of only by killing, then killing must 
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be done”? Was he merely trying to sound the warning that monopoly 
ami contempt for the common people bred anarchy? 

When the President was assassinated by a supposed anarchist, Hearst 
was branded as an accomplice. In many towns, he was hanged or 
burned in effigy. The Grand Army of the Republic—predecessor of 
the American Ixgion which so long afterwards was to honor his 
patriotism-instituted a Itoycott of his papers. Theodore Roosevelt, Mc¬ 
Kinley’s successor in the White House, whose career had been enor¬ 
mously advanced by the war which Hearst helped to precipitate, singled 
him out for opprobrium. In his message to Congress, the new President 
castigated “those who, on the stump and in the public press, appeal to 
the dark and evil spirits of malice and greed, envy and sullen hatred.” 
Nobody had to ask whom he meant. Hearst took to working with a 
revolver beside him. 

Yet his circulations continued to mount. Labor was with him; the 
submerged populations of the great cities; the discontented farmers. 
Anti William Jennings Bryan, still their “peerless leader,” was with him 
too, Bryan suggested that he invade Chicago, and when he did so re¬ 
warded him with the presidency of the National Association of Demo¬ 
cratic Clubs. Organized labor invited him to establish a paper in Los 
Angeles, a notoriously anti labor city, and he slid. Why not go into 
politics? lie began to organize the Democratic clubs as an instrument 
for his own political advancement. Making a deal with Charles F. 
Murphy, the Tammany boss, he had himself elected to Congress. 
There, however, he could not he kept fettered to his desk, hut us often 
as possible escaped to the outside world. He had seven papers, now; if 
he made few speeches in C'ongress, through them he spoke in a master¬ 
ful way to millions. Already, he was looking to 1904, and the next 
Presidential election. A political leader, who was to keep the country 
in a turmoil for a decade, had been born. 

The 1 learst, press now intensified its attack on privilege, monopoly, 
corporate power, the “plunderhund’ of great, hankers, the trusts. 
Hearst’s new campaigns spread over a wide area of the nation’s eco¬ 
nomic life. They pavt-d the way for the more accurate and scholarly re¬ 
pot ts of S. S. McClure’s brilliant: staff of muckrakers. They also regis¬ 
tered substantial practical accomplishment. He had exposed the “em¬ 
balmed beef” scandal of the recent, war; turning again to the beef 
trust, he attacked its terrorization of competitors, brought lawsuits 
against the packers, and forced an injunction on them. In the great 
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coal strike, he intervened on behalf of the miners led by John Mitchell, 
and ultimately secured Federal action against the coal trust. In New 
York, he succeeded in jailing the president of the ice trust. In Chicago, 
he associated himself with Clarence Darrow and John Peter Altgcld 
in their fight for municipal ownership of public utilities and other re¬ 
forms. And, simultaneously, the advertising columns of the Hearst 
press were open to manufacturers of poisonous patent medicines, to 
houses of assignation, to promoters of fraudulent stock schemes; its 
editorial opinions on matters theatrical—as the journalist Will Irwin 
soon proved—were nakedly for sale. 

Meanwhile, anxiety rose in the citadels of conservatism. Dangerous 
enough as a publicist, where would political aspiration carry this “mil¬ 
lionaire radical”? The Morgans and Rockefellers understood the omi¬ 
nous implications of his political creed. “Combination and organization 
are necessary steps in industrial progress,” Hearst declared. "We are 
advancing toward a complete organization in which the government 
will stand at the head and be the trust of trusts. It is ridiculous to at¬ 
tempt to stop this development.” But—wasn’t this socialism? 

To the plain people, the damning label of socialism seemed ir¬ 
relevant. They agreed with Hearst that “the government of the nation 
... is no longer a government of the people organized for their own 
betterment. It has degenerated into a corporation of organized monop¬ 
oly operating ... for the enrichment of a small predatory class.” Cer¬ 
tainly it was true, as a contemporary publication alleged, that the 
Hearst “movement” stood “for every phase of social and economic dis¬ 
content. It has its tinge of fanaticism. In the minds of many adherents 
of it, the movement is idealistic and Utopian.” 

Yet this was nothing new. In the American political arena all re¬ 
form movements—originating in frustration, and inimical to things- 
as-they-are—were idealistic, and in some sense utopian. For what wits 
more utopian than the American dream itself, the hope of a truly 
democratic way of life? The element of novelty in the Ilearst move- 
ment lay in another quarter: the frame of mind of the people who 
flocked to it. Here were Americans, millions of them, who had seem 
ingly abandoned the traditional form of American political action. They 
felt it useless to join with their fellow citizens in dealing with public 
problems at first hand. They had resolved to look to a single individual 
to deal with social and political ills. They were ready to delegate re- 
sponsibihty for the content and context of individual life to a kindly 
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paternal government. Was this a merely transient despair? Or was it a 
permanent disillusion with the democratic method of achieving demo¬ 
cratic ideals? 

Ilearst offered himself to the Democratic convention of 1904 as a 
candidate for the Presidential nomination. His cause was pleaded by 
Clarence Harrow, and although he failed to capture the nomination, 
he secured a suilieienc number of votes to establish him as a prospec¬ 
tive claimant. In the following year, having broken with Tammany 
Hall, he ran for mayor of New York City as the candidate of a third 
party that was little more than his personal machine; yet he enlisted 
the support of many eminent citizens who saw in him a vigorous foe 
of corruption, an upright champion of reform. In the election, the 
Tammany forces resorted to fraud; officially, Hears! was defeated by 
thirty five hundred votes. A year later, again as the candidate of his own 
party, Hears! ran for governor of New York. The eyes of the whole 
nation wear on him; it was dear that, if elected, nothing could stop 
his nomination for the Presidency in t<)o8. (diaries Kvans Hughes, 
fresh from his meteoric rise to fame as prosecutor of the insurance 
ring, was drain’d to oppose ilearst. President Theodore Roosevelt per¬ 
sonally inletvenetl in the whirlwind, frenzied campaign. A rising tide 
of I learstism threatened to sweep the state. On election night, the na¬ 
tion anxiously awaited the New York returns. Ilearst was defeated - 
but by less than sixty thousand votes. 

While the campaign raged, Ilearst had in his possession material 
which might have won him the governorship of New York, and put 
him far on the mud to the White House, for two years, humble em¬ 
ployes of the Standard Oil Company had rifled the files of the corpora¬ 
tion by night; brought correspondence to the Ilearst offices, where it 
was photographed; replaced it in the hies before morning. The letters 
were deeply incriminating. Most of them were written by, or addressed 
to, John 1 >. Atvhhold, vice-president of Standard Oil, and they proved 
that certain Senators and Representatives were stipendiaries of the 
corporation, retained and pan! to protect its legislative interests. Ilearst 
began issuing these letters during the Presidential campaign of 1908, 
and continued their publication over four years. They shocked the 
eounny. They caused panic in high quarters. Kvon President Roosevelt 
found it necessary to summon Ilearst to the White I louse he wished 
to he assured that none of the correspondence contained material that 
could be interpreted to his discredit. Why had not Hearst released 
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these letters during his campaign? Apparently, because he had political 
affiliations with some o£ the individuals involved, and at that time was 
in no position to expose them. But, after all the material had been pub¬ 
lished, a less agreeable question was flung at him. Why—with so much 
authentic and incontrovertible evidence in his possession—had he found 
it necessary to perpetrate, and play up, five cleverly forged letters? That 
they were forged, Collier’s established beyond doubt, thus exposing 
Hearst in his own most spectacular exposure. But the question was 
never answered. 

The Hearst with whom a later generation of Americans were to be¬ 
come familiar emerged at the outbreak of the First World War. Before 
the United States joined the Allies, Hearst strongly championed the 
German cause, defending unrestricted submarine warfare, protesting 
against the “draining of our food supplies and military supplies to 
Europe.” After the United States entered the conflict, the He.ust press 
continued to derogate the Allies, and defended the Germans as often 
as possible. Theodore Roosevelt asserted that Hearst was “doing his 
best to weaken the effect of our war against Germany.” Other spokes¬ 
men for the nation’s military effort charged him with conveying “the 
subtle poison of insidiously disloyal utterances,” and declared that “his 
power for evil is immeasurable.” A boycott of Hearst papers spread 
widely. Once again he was hanged and burned in effigy. A Senate in¬ 
vestigation established a connection between the Hearst press ami Ger¬ 
man agents in the United States. It also revealed that certain I learst 
employees were on the payroll of the German government. 

In 1927, the Hearst press tried to precipitate a war with Mexico. In 
this instance, it was clear that Hearst had his own interests at heart. I le 
owned vast properties in Mexico; immense ranches, valuable mines. 
And the Mexican government, under President Galles, was putting 
into effect the policy of expropriating foreign holdings decreed by the 
revolutionary Constitution. A beginning was being made with the 
properties of the oil companies. Hearst alleged a Mexican plot against 
the United States, purportedly involving the bribing of four Senators, 
two of them being the “insurgents” William E. Borah and George w! 
Norris. The Senate promptly opened an investigation. I Icarst’s docu¬ 
ments, offered in evidence, proved to be clumsy forgeries. When their 
fraudulency had been absolutely established, Hearst admitted it as a 
possibility. Nevertheless, he insisted, “the essential facts contained in 
the documents were not fabricated”—though these “facts” existed no- 
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-where else. After the investigation closed, Senator Norris contemptu¬ 
ously told the nation that “the Hearst system of newspapers, spreading 
like a venomous web to all parts of our country, constitutes the sewer 
system of American journalism.” 

As the years passed, an increasing number of Americans came to 
share Norris’ opinion. For Hearst’s activities swiftly darkened; often 
had a sinister look. In conjunction with certain leading shipbuilding 
and steel interests, he subsidized the unsavory William B. Shearer, 
who helped to wreck the Geneva Disarmament Conference called by 
President Coolidge. In Chicago, he supported the corrupt administra¬ 
tion of W illiam Hale Thompson; and in circulation wars there em¬ 
ployed gunmen and gangsters to create a reign of terror. In New York, 
his political creature was Mayor John F. Hylan, a public servant con¬ 
spicuous neither for intelligence nor integrity. On the national political 
scene, he effected alliances with the most reactionary elements in both 
major parties. 

He began to preach a new “Americanism.” It supported the ill- 
reputed American Liberty League, and that dubious patriot, Father 
Coughlin. It was implacably hostile to organized labpr. It extolled 
Adolf Hitler. Hitler, Hearst declared, would “accomplish a measure of 
good not only for his own people but for all humanity.” He affirmed 
that Hitler was beginning a struggle which all liberty-loving peoples 
were bound to follow with understanding and sympathy. Was it not 
natural, therefore, for the Hearst press to publish widely the literary 
efforts of Herman Goering? Had not Hearst, somewhat earlier, in¬ 
structed his editors to “disregard, or cover perfunctorily, subjects which 
are merely important, but not interesting”? Perhaps Goering, as a 
journalist, was “interesting” in the way that Hitler, as a political leader, 
was “good.” Surely it was ungenerous of critics to point out that the 
Nazi propaganda division in Berlin had signed a profitable contract 
for the Hearst news service; to hint that, in return, Hearst might have 
been willing to assume the role of authorized disseminator of Nazi 
propaganda in the United States! 

Once, the underprivileged classes of the United States had looked to 
Hearst as their champion, their political savior. But, by the mid-nineteen 
thirties, to a nationwide radio audience, Hearst was speaking of the 
proletariat as “without property of any kind, and without the construc¬ 
tive or executive ability to acquire any.” Was this class, “which is the 
least able successfully to manage its own affairs, the best able to man- 
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age the affairs of a nation”? Indeed, did “our competent business men, 
who have built the wealth of this nation, want to be plundered and 
driven out of business by a thriftless and shiftless crew of organized 
incompetents”? As for government by the plain people, what else was 
'it than “government by the least capable and the least conscientious 
element of the community—government by the mob, government by 
ignorance and avarice”? 

For Hearst, who at the outset of his career had professed himself a 
Jeffersonian Democrat, was pleading, now, for the rule of a Hamil¬ 
tonian plutocracy. He intended to be the savior of American capitalism. 
And it was a role for which he was not unsuited. He had inflated his 
inherited seventeen millions of dollars to some two hundred and twenty 
millions. Outside the field of publishing, his properties were stupen¬ 
dous. In the business of publishing, he could be described as a one-man 
trust. He was estimated to have thirty million readers in America. He 
owned twenty-nine newspapers in eighteen cities. His Sunday supple¬ 
ment, distributed by other publishers as well as his own papers, covered 
the entire country. He owned ten magazines, a newspaper syndicate, 
an international news service. He owned eight radio stations, and he 
made news films. And what he owned, he owned in person. Like I lenry 
Ford, he had always held his hundreds of millions apart from and 
above the banks. 

Yet it was said of him, at this splendid summit of achievement, that 
he was an economic anachronism. And this appeared to be true. For, 
whereas Ford regarded capital as something to he put to work, 1 learst 
had always considered it something to buy things with. Having nude 
his money off the bourgeois world, he treated it as if it came to him by 
divine right rather than by his own shrewdness. His personal expenses 
were reputed to run to fifteen million dollars a year. I lis policy regard¬ 
ing the economic direction of his publishing empire was equally self- 
indulgent, and absolutely arbitrary. In his whole career, he had sold 
only one newspaper. “When a Hearst newspaper loses money, the 
chief may simply toss in some more raw meat in the form of cash. 1 le 
may change editors, raise hell here and there, but, tiie proposition is 
never abandoned, no matter how hopeless, so long as it gives him a 
voice.” 

In the late nineteen-thirties, rumor predicted the imminent collapse 
of the Hearst empire. This prediction was premature. The empire did 
not collapse: there were many creditors, banks and newsprint manu- 
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facturcrs dominating the enterprise who wanted to hold the giant 
together a while longer. They forced a reorganization, depriving 
Hearst of financial authority, and assuming it themselves. Six Hearst 
newspapers were sold or killed. He was divested of a magazine, a news 
service, six radio stations. Valuable real-estate holdings were put on the 
market. Large portions of the Hearst art collection were removed from 
storage and placed on sale in a department store. Gossip asserted that 
his new financial overlords required drastic economies in his personal 
expenditures; his allowance was reported as being a paltry five millions 
a year. But he retained full editorial control of a still vast publishing 
domain. So he remained a power in the land. To his readers, however, 
he need no longer seem “almost like a myth.” While financiers had 
been strenuously salvaging the tycoon, artists had been quietly at work 
<m the man. He would not lack immortality of a kind; he had entered 
the realm of art. William Randolph Hearst, the man, was portrayed, 
for all who cared to see, in Orson Welles’ film, Citizen Kane, in Aldous 
Huxley’s novel, After Many a Summer Dies the Santn* Neither portrait 
made him admirable. 

What his fellow citizens thought of 1 learst was perhaps important in 
only one respect. Any judgment passed on him was likewise a verdict 
on the society width had bred, nourished, ami prospered him. hr judg¬ 
ing Hearst, America,ns would really he judging themselves, for he was 
chiefly significant as an illustrative social product, a specimen in whom 
typical attributes existed in a highly developed form. He was a result 
of the materialism of American society. He exemplified the conse¬ 
quences of its cult of expediency as an equivalent for morality, lie 
flourished under the authority of its conviction that; collective social 
welfare and a democratic way of life are engendered by air individ¬ 
ualistic capitalism, so far as possible exempt from social accountability. 

Meanwhile*, American philosophers and educators were emphasizing 
the increasing collectivism: character of American society. Among 
them, many wished to align education with the broad democratic 
tendencies in American life. They proposed to expound “those values 
of the Amerhan cultural heritage which would aid in the task of 
insuring democratic control of the new technology, the new inter¬ 
dependence of life.” Against this program, William Randolph Hearst 
launched one of the most vigorous of all his many crusades. Perhaps, 
in his reactionary old age, he could scarcely he expected to believe that 
there existed a genuine need for developing collective responsibility 
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for American well-being. To him, the meeting of this need had the 
look of communism. To many of his fellow citizens it appeared to be 
nothing more than the function of democracy. 

[3] BLUESTOCKING IN BABYLON 

A powerful reaction against yellow journalism from within the press 
itself appeared, in 1896, to be highly improbable. What seemed al¬ 
together likely was the triumph, everywhere, of the methods of Pulitzer 
and Hearst, however repugnant these might be to conscientious pub¬ 
lishers and a conservative public. The old-fashioned press had been 
made obsolete, overnight. Could circulation be attracted by anything 
save sensationalism? Although a good many homes, schools anti clubs 
deliberately excluded the World and the Journal in 1896, they were 
believed to hold the formula of the future. 

But it was in that very year that the first guns in the aggressive war 
against yellow journalism were heard. To many onlookers, the. cam¬ 
paign seemed all but hopeless. Had the onlookers been acquainted 
with all the facts, they might have accounted the fight lost even before 
it was begun. For there was no war chest to offset the millions of 
dollars which Hearst and Pulitzer were pouring into their private 
contest. There was no immediate prospect of public support. Materially, 
the campaign was based upon nothing more promising than the union 
of a bankrupt paper and an insolvent publisher. If, from the outside, 
the undertaking looked dubious, from the inside it looked worse. It 
represented the supremacy of gall for a country newspaperman bur¬ 
dened with debts. Such was Adolph S. Ochs’ personal opinion of his 
project to take over the stricken New York Times. 

On both sides, the union was a marriage of expediency. The stock¬ 
holders of the paper wished, if possible, to retrieve their investment. 
Experts had warned them that it would require several millions of 
dollars to resuscitate the Times. The millions were not forthcoming. 
They accepted Ochs’ offer for the paper as a hist resort. As his biog¬ 
rapher revealed fifty years afterwards, Ochs was taking a desperate 
gamble in an effort to retrieve his personal fortunes. He’owned a suc¬ 
cessful newspaper in Chattanooga, Tennessee. But he had invested 
heavily in other enterprises, and the panic of 1893 made these invest¬ 
ments worthless. Although it was not known at the time, he was 
technically insolvent. Faced with the alternatives of retrenchment and 
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possible security, or vast extension of risk and possible total failure, he 
chose to gamble. 

In this, he illustrated a paradox characteristic of American business¬ 
men of his generation. They were, in general, intellectual conservatives 
who, in their personal careers, applied the most speculative radicalism 
to practical atTairs. Ochs was inveterately opposed to all radicalism 
in the field of ideas. But at the greatest crisis in his professional life, 
his course could scarcely have been more radical. lie was thirty-eight 
years old. At the age of eleven, he had started in the newspaper busi¬ 
ness as a carrier. Thereafter, he had worked up, from printer’s devil, 
through all the departments of a small-town paper. At twenty, he 
borrowed two hundred and fifty dollars to buy the Chattanooga Times. 
lie installed himself as publisher with a working capital of twelve 
dollars and fifty cents. He succeeded in lifting the paper to prosperity 
anti prestige. 

Ochs was to duplicate this achievement, on a far more spectacular 
scale, in New York. As the success of the Times was to prove, his 
strongest assets were a conviction about the public, and a concept of 
the nature of news. Their value far exceeded his own estimate. On 
his twenty fifth anniversary as its publisher, he said that the. success of 
the Times was beyond the earlier dreams of those who were its chief 
beneficiaries. In tSi>f>, with a circulation of about nine thousand, he set 
his mark at reaching fifty thousand local readers. By ngit, the Times 
had a daily circulation of a third of a million, and a Sunday circulation 
of more than half a million, with readers throughout the country. In 
tp.}(i, the daily circulation stood at more than six hundred thousand. 

Ochs was convinced that a large portion of the- public was composed 
of intelligent, thoughtful people. Though the rapidly mounting cir¬ 
culation and advertising of the yellow press appeared to prove him 
wrong, he resolved to abstain from what he later characterized as 
coarse, vulgar and inane features, muckraking ami crusades of every 
character. The appeal of his paper was to be based on nothing more 
sensational than fairness, accuracy, and intelligibility. Its object was to 
give the news, all the news. It would so far as possible or feasible, make 
impersonal the treatment of news ami its interpretation. Since he was 
directly attacking the yellow press, he tried to sum this up in a motto— 
“all the news that’s fit to print.” As he later acknowledged, it was made 
sport of and ridiculed. But it. was destined to become the paper’s 
permanent slogan, thus long surviving its original purpose—and per- 
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haps confusing a generation of readers ignorant of the journalistic 
conditions which justified its original adoption. 

By 1946, even the Times was publishing material that, fifty years 
earlier, it might have rejected as not fit to print. The criterion had 
yielded to changing mores. But the principle still held. “The fact of an 
atrocious crime or a deplorable scandal is news. The sordid particulars 
have sometimes a legitimate news value, but more often their only ap¬ 
peal is to the salacious curiosity.” Such was the distinction drawn by 
Elmer Davis, then a member of the Times editorial staff, in ttj’t. By 
1946 many respectable folk might have found it hard to define “sala¬ 
cious curiosity.” But the Times continued, whenever possible, to ignore 
“the sordid particulars.” It denied any public tippet it e for the sensa¬ 
tional. So, also, it had always refused to satisfy the increasing demand 
for comic supplements and strips. It still stood on Ochs' contention 
that the proper content of a newspaper is news. 

But the concept of the nature of news held by the Times brought it, 
over the years, to a position of unique eminence. Undoubtedly, news is 
made up of the significant events of the day; local, national, interna¬ 
tional. For Ochs, even at the outset, this was merely a slatting point. 
He extended the definition, extraordinarily, both in scope and in depth. 
This double extension—which laid important consequences for Amer¬ 
ican journalism, and for the mind of the American people was to be 
his real contribution to the public. It was foreshadowed by three im¬ 
mediate innovations. One was a book review, intended as a literary 
newspaper, treating newly published books as news not originally 
designed as a journal of literary criticism, though destined to become 
one. A second was a pictorial Sunday magazine, devoted mainly to 
news of an informative, though not necessarily "spot” character, A 
third was a weekly financial review. This, in its various different forms, 
became a detailed survey of worldwide economic, financial, and com¬ 
mercial trends. The policy already implicit in these additions was, in 
the end, to lead the limes to spend literally millions publishing matter 
that nobody on the staff expected any single purchaser of the paper to 
read through. 

Extension of the scope of the news gradually resulted iu the creation 
of a multiple newspaper, every department of which was technically 
specialized. Though no public profession was made, it became dear 
that, for the Times, the “news” included all forms of enterprise iu 
winch any intelligent person might be supposed to he interested. Thus, 
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for example, the paper greatly increased popular understanding of the 
phenomenal developments that were taking place in pure and applied 
science. It reported extensively Marconi's experiments, and his eventual 
perfection of wireless telegraphy. It contracted for Admiral Peary's 
account of what was to be his successful dash for the North Pole; it 
later published the narratives by Amundsen and Scott of their dis¬ 
coveries ol the South Pole; long afterwards, it made a similar arrange¬ 
ment wit lx Admiral Byrd covering his voyages to Antarctica. During 
the years before tlxe First World War, it promoted experimentation in 
aviation, and gave this new form of transportation large coverage. It 
reported in considerable detail congresses of scientists and scholars. 
When, during die Second World War, official announcement was 
made of die fission of the atom, the Times excelled in its scientific ac¬ 
counts ot this portent of a new era. What was true of its treatment of 
science was likewise true of its treatment of other fields. The Times 
was to become the newspaper of record, the one to whose files future 
historians would refer when it became necessary to settle some obscure 
point. It came, indeed, to resemble a daily encyclopaedia. It also came— 
especially after the great expansion of its foreign service during and 
subsequent to the First World War to furnish a day-by-day history 
of the world: polidcal, social, and intellectual. 

All this represented extension of the scope of the news. But Ochs 
likewise extended its depth, lie did so by furnishing whatever doctr 
mentation might assist readers to appraise the major events of the day. 
This policy was modestly initiated, by publication of a cabled verbatim 
report of a speech made in London, in 1910, by cx-Prcsuletu Theodore 
Roosevelt, Roosevelt had just concluded an expedition to Africa, and 
the speech was important as a declaration of his views cm political 
affairs. After the outbreak of the First World War, the 'Times began 
publishing, in full, the speeches of the leaders of all Kuropean govern¬ 
ments. It went on to print the “white papers” of the British and (Jcr- 
man governments, and such other diplomatic records as were issued by 
the various nations engaged in the war. It was the only paper in the 
United States, or in the world, which printed the full text ol the draft 
of tlie peace treaty, This ran to eight pages of the paper, and was 
published simultaneously with its publication in the Congressional 
Record. As this policy extended, over the years, the Times became a 
repository of the original documentary records covering most Im¬ 
portant. phases of current history. 
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Still later, the Times extended its concept of the news to include 
evaluation. By most newspapers, such evaluation was then limited to 
the expression of editorial opinion in the editorial columns. It was a 
function later widely taken over by syndicated columnists. The Times' 
approach was somewhat different. Its foreign correspondents, in addi¬ 
tion to strictly factual articles, began to supply analytical commentaries 
on the developments taking place in the countries which they covered. 
Authorities on various subjects were invited to take temporary assign¬ 
ments when live issues arose in their fields. Ultimately, commentators 
were added to the permanent staff: specialists in foreign affairs, educa¬ 
tion, industrial relations and the like; a military and naval analyst, a 
political observer in Washington. In general, their function was to 
interpret the meaning of the news rather than to report it. 

The meaning of the news is necessarily a matter of opinion. Even 

specialists and experts are subject to prejudice. And in certain fields_ 

such as national affairs and industrial relations—all interpretation is 
likely to take a controversial form. When he took over the Times, Ochs 
announced his intention to make its columns “a forum for the con¬ 
sideration of all questions of public importance, and to that end to 
intelligent discussion from all shades of opinion.” d wenty-five 
years later he declared that a newspaper without sympathies or prej¬ 
udices “would be a nuisance and a plague, an excrescence on the bodies 
social and politic.” The interpretations of the news furnished by the 
Times analysts sometimes aroused violent disapproval among readers 
whose prejudices clashed with those of the interpreters. Yet oc¬ 
casionally the analysts were at odds with the editoiial policy of then- 
own paper. The Times, for example, had no use for Bolshevism as a 
political and economic gospel. But, for a period before the Second 
World War, Walter Duranty, its correspondent in Moscow, com¬ 
mented on Russian affairs from a point of view highly favorable to the 
Soviet Union. 

On the whole, however, evaluation of the news and editorial opinion 
tended to accord. Ochs defined the editorial policy of the Times as that 
of an independent conservative newspaper. What came to be its tradi¬ 
tional conservatism was forecast by his own salutatory announcement. 
This advocated, among other things, “no more government than is 
absolutely necessary to protect society, maintain individual and vested 
rights, and assure the free exercise of a sound conscience.” 

The Times frequently represented liberal opinion in its policy with 
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respect to foreign affairs; notably, in its support of the League of 
Nations, the World Court, and the United Nations. But liberals seldom 
agreed with its editorial stand on matters of domestic policy. It was 
steadfastly opposed to all extension of the power of the Federal govern¬ 
ment, and this tundamental principle dictated an opposition to most 
programs oi long-range social and economic reform. Looking back, in 
i<)Z r, at the record oi the liberal-progressive movement, Elmer Davis 
phrased the attitude of the Times by dismissing it as a “carnival of 
purity. 1 ’ The paper, he remarked, did not pretend to have a patented 
cure for industrial ills, nor to know where that cure can he found. As 
the 'rimes' official historian, Davis summed up its attitude to all social 
reforms as one of conscientious skepticism. Liberals who believed that: 
social reform was bound to originate in the field of economic contro¬ 
versy, were inclined to account for the 'Times' opposition by its concern 
for the maintenance of “vestal rights.'* 1 Conservatism, in their opinion, 
could scarcely go further than to find in Thomas Jefferson an exponent 
of “dilettante radicalism 11 ! 

Fifty years after Ochs took it over, the Times' editorial attitude to 
the major social and economic issues confronting the American people 
remained conservative. Vet it was still true that a great: many people 
who cordially despised the political and economic opinions of its 
editors felt that they had to buy the paper to get the news. Over the 
years, the limes had impressed its concept of the nature of news on 
other newspapers. It had likewise impressed this concept cm a large and 
intelligent segment of the American public. It had produced a genuine 
demand among readers for the comprehensive information, the basic 
documentary records, and the interpretation of complex or technical 
subjects, without which nobody could hope to arrive at an understand¬ 
ing of the perplexing world of the mid twentieth century. In doing 
this, it had greatly raised the standard of American journalism, it, had 
surely contributed to broadening the outlook of the American people. 
It had perhaps even become, as Ochs stated in his will, an institution — 
chargeal with a high public duty and impressed with a public interest. 

In 1904, when the success of the Times was assured, the paper erected 
a building on an island at Forty Second Street and Broadway. The 
district was then a region of no particular importance or distinction. 
But by U)i^ when having outgrown its new home -the Times 
moved to another, nearby, the character of the district had been estab¬ 
lished. limes Square had become die center of New York’s garish 
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night life. To many rentiers there was a pleasant ti.sny in the fact that 
the most sober, literate, ami erudite of Arnett* an tu-wspapm was - .like 
a bluestocking in Babylon nightly put «<• bed in the midst of a per- 
pctual revel. 

[4] THE CONSCIENCE Ut MAIN STREET 

One spring evening in t&'K. a considerable .m».| of idlns avsrmbWd 
at the railroad station of Kmpuria, Kama a Ait .went ,*s nuputtainr was 
about to happen, but they vv. ie tu.t arvatr oi it. l tabu had *u|hvted 
them. A prime diversion oi the huh mutt was t«» v-r the nv*t plug 

trains come in from Kansas titty, 

Among the travellers dm longed hv *-rso rs the naiir; was tltr man 
who, over the nest fifty ye.u ,, w„>, )*> b:o; -,■■■,> w.nid famous. 

William Allen White, a native townsman, was returning after an 
absence of ten years to fair up permanent trsuianr, With three 
thousand dollars hot timed *>n ‘a. pr ..m >! u.a,-,, !,,d the 

failing EmfnnLt (uf.rtir, an at’ ■;,* p - ssub ; -,v oudm, 

little equipment, ami an timt-.K-.':, 1 , 1 * o’ - ■ ,A ■ H p.-.d; an party, 
He was twenty srvrn, mattw I. \ mu A,, h.-v, 1, "ml-d, m m. cubic 
optimist with fesp«%t to rvmtimi ; •• •< > d\ ‘Itmn:;*.*, brown 

hair; a lover oi Site; and in'* afar d ■ '* 

His cash resotiurs, when A’,,' w* ; !•< * d. • '• mi, o-Uw-d one 
dollar and a quauci, Hr h.<d a *a'. :<.*■ , a, ’'Amid ! lug 

my heavy luggage iip’mv!* t>* dr i* • *! hm, .’1 ' r v irr 1 a, r, rqirard, 
and establish a ieptiM‘t>*u a. a s, a p •'Adin, or 

should l establish ms rrd:> m dr -a .1 iiadh*' 

'Hie hack mst a quathi, ml V<!,/ - ' * ’, \ - 1 . * ' 11 - d\s e, s tc 

memherrd the drrvinii, an ! sr-. ■ ,* JJ- *„ .hi, if , fed 

that a gtKid firm is tadrt :.<■ A, a-1,1 •./ i„-. Whited 

notion of a giaal Sot!)! . ,i!i sis;v, *!;, :■ *. i.,,. .d* -1 ;i,r-otti. 

It involved neithrt dsi;v r, mo p;1 S i b *'• s*> >l> with 
calculation, ot the g onatp * 1 m, p r * * i * *•* ; a good 

front, White hrlirvrd, W,.s *>t , pj.r . .. ’ ' * . 1 * ; - *r '-;iUa!ly 

best, rather than ilv rape b-nds i . - i i ■ 1 - , , - dr rest 

of his lilc trying to pna!.** V ’Sr V r•, - a p- , s 1 1.1 pun- 

ciple. 

This singular mission w.i, !.»• apis . . r , ‘ J •> .* * 1.* 1 .r o,,di 1 m 
character, but it was a h s»nlr' *; * •* j . 1 *■. ■ . sHu,h k 
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led were extraordinary. lo the day of his death, in the mid-nineteen- 
forties, the e ire illation oi White’s newspaper never exceeded eight 
thousand copies. \ et its influence was far greater than that o£ many 
a metropolitan daily with hundreds of thousands of readers* On every 
momentous issue before the country, its editorial opinion was anxiously 
awaited, widely quoted, both at home and abroad. The town of 
Emporia‘--with a population of less than fifteen thousand—became, 
because of William Allen White, the most famous small, modern city 
in the English-speaking world. Except for President Franklin D, 
Roosevelt, \\ bite was probably the American interpreter of his time 
best known to people in foreign countries who sought an understand¬ 
ing of the United States. In his old age, many of his countrymen ac¬ 
counted him tlte nation's leading private citizen. Abroad, he seemed 
to guarantee* the survival and strength of American idealism, some¬ 
times doubtful* Like Emerson and Mark Twain, he attained to a 
world view by remaining invincibly provincial. Like Jane Addams, he 
rose from sentimental dissatisfactions to a gospel of social ethics. From 
time to time he was drafted for tasks of national scope. But to the end 
of his days he thought of himself as only a country editor. In sober fact, 
he was the embodied, articulate conscience of Main Street. 

While soared to national celebrity on the explosive force of an 
editorial which, within a very few years, he bitterly repented. During 
the stormy presidential campaign of nSqfi a street-corner dispute with 
some fellow townsmen eruptnl into u What’s the Matter with Kansas?” 
- an an at, 1 ; on the Populists which, as White later acknowledged, was 
pure vitriol. Widely quoted by the Republican press, it attracted the 
attention of Mark I latma, the Cleveland industrialist who was national 
boss of the party and campaign manager for William McKinley. 
Aware of its value to his candidate, Hanna flooded the country with 
reprints; in Ids opinion, it did much to bring about the defeat: of Wil¬ 
liam Jennings Bryan. So White soon began to figure in high party 
councils. And national magazines, welcoming the articles and the 
fiction which lie began to produce in his leisure hours, prepared an 
audience for all his later books. An angry outburst, useful to those 
who were Item upon guiding the Republic in the profitable ways of a 
ruling plutoc racy, thus magically paved the way to White’s subsequent 
career as a fighting liberal 

Reviewing that career in his old age, White was still puzzled by the 

fact that he had been **a superficial young Pharisee, blinder than a bat 
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to the great forces that were joining issue in our polities, forces that 
would be in combat for fifty years and more and finally would tear up 
modern civilization by the roots in devastating wars.” It did not occur 
to him that the election of 1896' turned on the issue of property rights as 
opposed to human rights. He knew and admired Hamlin Garland, 
who was stumping the Middle West for the Populists; he knew the 
Populist leaders—the scholarly Ignatius Donnelly, the erudite “Sock- 
less Jerry” Simpson, and Mary E. Lease, the woman with a voice who 
took to the highway and was really a great oxhorter. Hut he did not 
understand that these reformers were trying to use government as an 
agency of human welfare, or that they were seeking to establish eco¬ 
nomic as well as political ecptality, to help the underdog, to cut down 
some of the privileges that wealth carried by reason of its si/e and in¬ 
herent power. To White, in 1896, William Jennings Bryan -the first 
national leader who had boldly and unashamedly nude ins cause that 
of the poor and the oppressed—was an incarnation of demagogy, the 
apotheosis of riot, destruction, and carnage! 

White’s conversion was swift, sudden, and complete. It was brought 
.about, over a luncheon table in Washington, by Theodore Boosevelt, 
then assistant secretary in the Navy Department. White did not dream 
that anyone, other than fanatics like the Populists, had any question 
about the divine right of the well-to-do to rule the world. But Roose¬ 
velt—hard muscled, hard voiced even when the voice cracked in 
falsetto, with hard, wriggling jaw muscles, and snapping teeth, even 
when he cackled in raucous glee—shook his faith in the established 
order. Roosevelt' poured ironical rage on Hanna's reign of privilege, on 
the whole deep and damnable alliance between business and polities 
for the good of business, and sounded in White’s heart tin* first trumpet 
call of the new time that was to he. That call was to take him into the 
forefront of political and social insurgency; into the long struggle for 
reform which, initiated by Bryan, was carried fotwardby Theudou* 
Roosevelt, the elder Robert Nf. La hollcttc, Woodrow Wilson, and 
Franklin D. Roosevelt. 

Characteristically, White tried to ascertain the real, rather than the 
superficial, meaning of the liberal movement. In so doing, he laid the 
foundation for his immense influence as a journalist. For this effort 
led him to the discovery of general principles, and equipped him to 
interpret all particular issues, and specific reforms, in their light. lie 
assumed that his readers were very like himself; anti he believed that 
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the American conscience, when confronted by alternative courses in 
which moral principle was at stake, would Hud no shelter in evasion. 
So, although himself deeply immersed in practical politics, White 
lilted his causes to the plane oi ethical justice, and fought, for all reform 
measures as elements ol a single sacred crusade. The immediate battle 
might seem tu be no more than a minor local skirmish—but White al¬ 
ways saw it, anti presented it, in its relation to a great, overarching 
conflict, 1 he result was that his readers not only had a sense of active 
participant^ in history, but were persuaded that the forces making 
history could be guided by moral principle. 

The reform movement began as an attempt to curb rollicking eco¬ 
nomic lechery and to secure distributive justice. But White saw that, 
in the huge, it was a struggle between democracy and capital Three 
years brloie duties A, Beard published his startling An Economic 
Interpretation of the Constitution^ White anticipated its thesis. In The 
()id Order Ckm^tih, White exposed the fundamental conllict between 
the Declaration of Independence, with its insistence upon human 
equality, and the C amMitutiun, which annuls the Declaration by its 
checks on die majority. Democracy, White asserted, was fighting for 
the rights of man against die rights of property. But he could not view 
this battle as one merely t hi ween die rich and the poor. For him, it 
was a struggle in every maids heart between the unselfish and the 
selfish instincts of his nature for supremacy. The immediate objective 
of Ametkan democracy, he hell, was to check our national greed and 
to male business honest. Vet, was not this the problem of individual 
self'.sacrifice coming from individual good will? 

Like Henry Adams, White made steam power the symbol of all 
tedmulugn al progtess, And, like Adams, he believed that this progress, 
advaiu mg far mure rapidly than society's ability to subordinate it to the 
general welfare, had generated new conditions in the world, making 
for greed and oppression and misery in this land of ours. Americans 
were ttyitig, he said, to socialize steam, to make its results and achieve¬ 
ments a part of an equitable existence. Yet, unlike most liberal re¬ 
formers, White was nut deluded into assuming that more economic or 
politic al tinkering, with the social order would suffice. "Wc cannot hope 
to sotiali/e the fours of steam in our civilization,” he declared, ‘‘until 
we control and socialize ourselves.” 

Although White conceded that the ultimate aim of the reformers was 
a peaceful revolution, what a later generation would term a “revolu- 
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tion by consent,” the blueprints of socialism and communism were 
equally abhorrent to him. The reformers, he said, were trying to estab¬ 
lish all over the civilized world more equitable human relations. Amer¬ 
ica had solved its problem of production of wealth and the great 
problem of the distribution of wealth challenged the country. “Wc 
were trying to distribute the economic surplus of the machine age,” he 
wrote in his old age, “and curiously, wc thought that if we took the 
surplus away from the rich and gave it to the poor, we would he 
achieving our aims.” But he insisted that the contest being waged by 
the liberals against the oligarchy was not a struggle of classes, not in 
America; it was a contest in the heart of the common people. To him, 
Emporia was a microcosm of the United States, and (hough Emporia 
had its poor, they were no more proletarian than was he; they were, 
like himself, of the middle class, the plain people, i le was po.lonudly 
disturbed by everything in American society that made for class feeling. 
Noticing the tendency of men of standing and ptopntv to liur up on 
the right, he deliberately chose to align himself a little farther to the 
loft than he might; have dune had he not always lemamrd a private 
citizen. His object was to persuade* "what lot want o! a better word we 
will call the under-privileged that some <4 their well to do ueighbois 
have a sense that there is a real problem of adjustment to hr wotked 
out under the democratic process now, and in the nr\t dm adr and gen¬ 
eration and in this century." 

White was clearly aware of the problem, hut he wantrd its solution 
to he achieved within the democratic pm. ess. t le thought that the em¬ 
phasis of American politics would largely hr on a widr-.ptrad teadjttsf- 
ment of income, and perhaps a tr.tdjustmrnt ot tit Jr m pi opart v • 
not all property, hut certain pr<ipesty aiin ted by pubit> use. t -tider the 
democratic process, this could only lie hmugh* about slowly. But he 
was convinced that where revolution nics to hasten the pm. ess, the 
friction of compulsory cmilis. at ion and the probable bloodshed there¬ 
unto appertaining will slow down the mat.h <4 ptogtrv,. lie wanted 
to he an influence for the stahth/atioti of the so. m 1 »ott!lj, t, svbt.lt he 
felt it would take nearly a cejttutv to at htrvr. 

It was therefore natural that thr tnnsrjuettt bd bv Theodore Know 
velr, culminating in the 1 ‘mgirswvr tesolr <4 t u,\ should win his 
absolute allegiance. It, rxentsed an appeal tun*, rudusg do* merits 
of its immediate program: it was nut a >lass moi.-mcnt, As White 
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understood it, it was a middle-class revolt against the injustice o£ our 
society, our industrial organization, our economic establishment, our 
political institutions. But, more than that, it was a protest against the 
political expression of class feeling. This, for White, constituted its 
high moral excellence. 

In later days, after the First World War, White tried to determine 
what causes had brought about the failure of the liberal movement. 
It had sought to make government an agency of human welfare. But 
the major mistake ol its leaders, White surmised, had been to make 
government the only agency of human welfare. Had they not forgotten 
“that masses who require the stimulation of a just prosperity for their 
happy well being must themselves first learn to love justice in their 
own hearts before they can get much out of prosperity except food and 
clothes and shelter”? 

The liberal movement, lie thought, had died in the final defeat of 
Woodrow Wilson; its revival under the New Deal of President Frank¬ 
lin I). Roosevelt bewildered him. lie found the President, whom he 
had hug; known, a great puzzle. As the spectacular first term unfolded, 
White m knowledged that the President, had done many fine things— 
“he lias started us down so many roads that long had been blocked by 
an arrogant plutocracy that 1 cannot ask perfection and I am glad he 
came.” But he was worried by what he took to be the ultimate ob¬ 
jectives of the New Deal Was not the President aiming at “the same 
target at which both the fascists and the communists are shooting; 
that is to say, the socialization of capital, the regimentation, of industry 
and agriculture, anti, finally, a more equitable distribution of wealth, 
a guarantee of a minimum standard of living for all who have worked 
honestly . . . ”? Wit It the last two objectives, White was heartily in 
accord, and had been since the days of the Progressive revolt. But about 
the first two lie was extremely dubious. Were the American people 
ready for the revolutionary change, the fundamental break with the 
American past that would be necessary if this revolution took hold 
permanently? Past his sixtieth year, he wondered whether the New 
Deal might not he ‘'socializing the forces of steam” at too rapid a rate. 
Could government chain its dollars, harness them to the common good, 
and still retain free men and free institutions? It had never been done 
before, and While felt that political liberties always go when economic 
liberty is circumscribed. Yet American democracy had been, for more 
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than a century, a “new order”—and White was willing to grant the 
possibility that it could do this strange thing—establish a new revolu¬ 
tion of free men with their dollars in shackles. 

But the outbreak of the Second World War drove him back upon 
his earlier, middle-of-the-road liberalism. “The militant liberal,” he 
said, “believes in is heart that if he is patient and persistent justice will 
come far more swiftly than if in rage and temper he strikes out 
blindly,” and he urged the overcoming of injustice through compro¬ 
mise in the orderly parliamentary democratic processes. He acted as an 
intermediary, on the issue of foreign policy, between the President and 
Wendell L. Willkie, and Willkie won his loyalty as only Theodore 
Roosevelt had. Willkie, he thought, was fighting for the old hard way 
of American life, for a capitalism that stresses opportunity, whereas 
the President wanted a capitalism that would over-use government 
as an agency of human welfare and make men soft. His strategic advice 
to Willkie in 1943 made White’s final position explicit: “Tell the 
people that the extension of government powers into planned economy 
in time of peace is the denial of liberty inevitably. For the very theory 
of planning requires that man shall become a wooden figure without 
will, without individuality, that he shall be, in short, that powerless 
human sheep, the economic man, a social and political eunuch.” 

So, in his last years, White declared that the capitalist system must 
not break down—for, unless it was willing to organize, to sacrifice, to 
envision its own self-interests in the renewal and revival of civilization, 
a Second World War would end in failure; a weary, disheartened 
world would turn to some totalitarian tyranny; and mankind would be 
regimented in inevitable economic slavery. A liberal, he held, realizes 
that haste makes waste in a democracy and too much haste brings 
tyranny; no true liberal’ believed that he must destroy to build. As he 
looked into the future through the miasma of war, White was certain 
only that the duties of a decent victor would be burdens and not tokens 
of triumph. 

Once before, he had seen his own hopes for his country like shifting 
clouds blown away before the winds of circumstance. But did this 
matter? Was there not, in the stuff that holds humanity together, some 
force, some conservation of spiritual energy, that saves the core of every 
noble hope, and gathers all men’s visions some day, some way, into the 
reality of progress? This might be mysticisfn, White admitted; but 
decades earlier he had declared himself an optimist; an idealist. He was 
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o£ those who know that tomorrow also is a day. He had always felt that 
coming events must be met, not by a party or a program, but by an 
attitude of spirit. So in the end he could continue to affirm the faith 
that had welled up in him during an hour of national shame: that life 
is worth living, that dreams come true, that man’s visions are God’s 
reality. It was, so to speak, his testament as an American. 

[ 5 ] SAVIOR OF THE SIMPLE-MINDED 

Near the end of the First World War, Captain Joseph Medill Patter¬ 
son of the famous Rainbow Division paid a visit to London. There he 
talked with Lord Northcliffe, whose tabloid Daily Mirror had won a 
circulation of some eight hundred thousand copies. Would not Amer¬ 
icans, likewise, take to the tabloid press? Northcliffe threw out a sug¬ 
gestion. Why not launch a tabloid newspaper in some American city 
—a paper bright and simple enough to entice the masses ? 

Late in June, 1919, Patterson brought out the first issue of the Daily 
News —“New York’s Picture Newspaper.” The American tabloid press 
was born. In the opinion of many experts, a new era was opening in 
journalism. Eleven years later, the paper was installed in a ten-million- 
dollar tower; one of the notable masterpieces of modern business archi¬ 
tecture. By 1946, when Patterson died, it had the largest circulation of 
any newspaper in the world. To meet the Sunday demand, four and 
one-half million copies of the Daily News were printed. This was 
enough to supply fifty-five percent of the population of New York City. 
However one disagreed with Patterson’s editorial policies, as the Times 
wistfully observed, no one could deny that he was a force for many 
years in the journalism of this country. 

A force, certainly. But what kind of force? 

The historian Charles A. Beard, when reviewing the rise of Amer¬ 
ican civilization, considered the tabloid press to be a downward thrust 
of quantity production in the search for more purchasers, resulting 
from the extension of the machine system throughout the publishing 
world. The tabloid press was the lowest of many strikes into the suc¬ 
cessive strata of general ignorance. It could present to masses previously 
unreached that part of the day’s news which called for no abstract 
thought or background of knowledge. It added to the “reading public” 
multitudes “who could not vie with stable boys and kitchen maids in 
stumbling through giant headlines.” Furthermore, “millions who 
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spoke foreign tongues could grasp the illustrations, at least dimly 
spell their way through picture captions, and gain some notion, true 
or raise, of events taking place in the world about them ” 

Jhese things were true, certainly. But they did not exhaust the truth 
That the Daily News was aimed at the less than fourteen-year-old 
mind as the journalist George Seldes asserted, would probably not 
have been denied by its publisher. Did this justify a deduction that 
more than hah the population of New York City could not in 
mentality, vie with stable boys and kitchen maids? If this deduction 
was true, it indicated a condition of overwhelming social importance 
t implied the total failure of public education under democracy. 

Patterson was able as the Times acknowledged, to reach many per¬ 
sons who had never before read newspapers regularly. Even by jour¬ 
nalists, this was accounted his greatest achievement. It probably was 
not. For the persons who had never before read newspapers, the semi¬ 
literate, and the millions who spoke foreign tongues, did not constitute 
his entire audience Any observant New Yorker knew better. The 
Datly News 'also had a mink-coat public; and it had a dyed-rabbit-coat 
public too. It was as great a bedside favorite along Park Avenue in 
ashionable Sutton Place, in the gilded estate section of Long Island’ as 
m flop houses along the Bowery. But it was likewise read in the 
literate Bronx, and the bourgeois suburbs. In this sense, tapping- as it 
did all economic levels of American society, the Daily News was a 
significant democratic phenomenon. Whatever it implied as to the 
prevalence of ignorance and approximate illiteracy, it pointed to some- 
hing more. It revealed the existence of a psychological common 
denominator which, obviously, had little relation either to education 
or economic station. It suggested that more than half the population of 
the most sophisticated American city was, fundamentally, simple- 
minded Patterson s greatest journalistic achievement was to discover 
this, and to build his tabloid solidly upon what Henry James had de- 
o£ nativ ' 

Patterson always prided himself on his understanding of “the man 
m the street. It is said that, while planning for the Daily News he 
haunted the Bowery; that he was not just an onlooker, but lived among 
the down-and-outers, ate with them, and panhandled coins. Even long 
er the success of his paper was assured, he was reported as still liking 
to pull down his slouch hat, pull up his coat collar? pl ay the working 8 
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man, go into the streets, mingle with the common people, and find out 
what they do and what they want. 

The character of the Daily News , in its early years, reflected the 
knowledge acquired on these expeditions. The tabloid told the news, 
so far as possible, in pictures. The more sensational the pictures, the 
better. In 1928, for example, Patterson was widely condemned for 
publishing a photograph which showed Ruth Snyder, a passionate 
instigator of murder, dying in the electric chair. The picture, by his 
personal order, had been obtained in violation of prison regulations. 
Aside from pictures, the paper was filled with lurid stories of sex and 
crime; comic strips; contests of various kinds for cash prizes. It 
featured a daily political cartoon, and the editorial page offered brief, 
colloquial, hard-hitting expressions of Patterson’s personal views. “The 
success of the Daily News,” Patterson said, “was built on legs, but 
when we got enough circulation we draped them.” 

In later days, when the paper had won a sufficient audience, its 
character was somewhat modified. The more sensational techniques 
of yellow journalism were gradually relinquished. Scandal, sex, and 
crime were still featured; treatment of them was more discreet, and 
also more insinuating. The gossip of Hollywood, of New York’s cafe 
society, and of political Washington was exhaustively reported by well- 
known columnists. There were daily interviews on topical issues with 
a random sampling of “the people”; and their views were further 
recorded in a letter column. The most important news stories of the 
day were reduced to skeletal form, and reported with maximum 
brevity and simplicity. Thus, whatever could not be graphically told by 
a picture was condensed and predigested. And the Daily News ran 
more comic strips than any other paper. Patterson’s use of them to ex¬ 
press his economic and political philosophies was considered an 
especially interesting experiment. 

The Daily News was not only Patterson’s individual creation from 
day to day. It was also his pulpit and his platform. Even more im¬ 
portantly, it was a kind of shrine; dedicated to the people of course, 
but likewise, perhaps, and privately, to his belief in his mission in the 
world and to his innate, half-repressed, half-satisfied, quest for a f ull, 
free life of admirable action and true noblesse oblige. The critic Burton 
Rascoe, who knew Patterson well and long, asserted that he never lost 
the social conscience which flared up in his stormy youth; that he 
remained by nature, by action and by conviction democratic and equal- 




262 "Postscript to Yesterday 

karian; that he was always trying to live up to his principles. But, 
Kascoe pointed .out, Patterson was devoid of a 11 except the most ele¬ 
mentary reasoning powers, and his mistakes had been made through 
the initial errors of assuming that he was thinking when he was 
merely feeling, and of attempting to apply a logical process to matters 

i pU j C , mStmCt , and emotion - What wonder, then, that his paper 
pleased the ^simple-minded ? Was he not one of them? 

Patterson’s early career sharply illuminated his later achievements 
as a force in journalism. He was born to great wealth, being the grand¬ 
son of Joseph Medill, founder of the Chicago Tribune , of which his 
ather was general manager. Newspaper publishing thus ran in the 
ami y, and Patterson s sister, Mrs. Eleanor Patterson, was later to 
control the Washington Times-Herald, while his cousin. Colonel 
Robert R. McCormick, was to preside over the Tribune. Patterson was 
educated at Groton and Yale, taking his degree after a year’s absence in 
China to report the Boxer Rebellion. He joined the staff of the Tribune 
at a sa ary of fifteen dollars a week—but his allowance stood at between 
ten and twenty thousand dollars a year. 

Patterson’s youth, his college and post-college years, coincided with 
the cresting of a wave of liberalism. The crusade for social justice was 
advancing on many fronts. In magazines like McClure’s, in news¬ 
papers like Pulitzer’s World and Hearst’s American, the malign alli¬ 
ance between big business and corrupt politics was'being thoroughly 
ventilated. Socialism was a respectable doctrine, especially appealing to 
intellectual youth. Active enlistment in one or another movement for 
reform was general among Americans of sensitive conscience, partic- 
u ar y o t e mi die class. But there was evidence that it was spreading 
among ^wealthy, likewise. Were there not such notable instance! 
as Joseph W. Fels, the Philadelphia soap manufacturer; Edward A. 
rilene, the Boston dry-goods merchant; Tom L. Johnson, the former 
partner of Mark Hanna who, converted to reform by Henry George’s 
Social Problems and Progress and Poverty, had become mayor of 
Cleveland and resolutely fought his earlier associates? The movement 
tor reform sprang from conscience. It drew its energy from morality, 
not from reason. That—as was later to be pointed out by disgruntled 
reformers like Lincoln Steffens, by scholars like John Erskine and 
Vernon L. Parnngton—was characteristically American, but a funda¬ 
mental weakness. It made for sentimentality, for romantic en i-Hmiasrn 
but not for intelligent realism. 
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Patterson readily confessed that he was no intellectual; had he not 
had to pay money to tutors to drill into his head information of a 
remarkably vsimple character? But he was a young man with a con¬ 
science and good intentions—as what American, regardless of eco¬ 
nomic station, is not, from his own point of view? He took his creed 
from the prevailing winds of doctrine. The conservatism of the family 
newspaper with respect to all public issues exasperated him. He 
thought it reactionary. He was right. At twenty-four as a reform 
candidate, Patterson was elected to the Illinois legislature. There, he 
advocated the municipal ownership of street railroads, and on one 
occasion staged a demonstration so'violent that it drove the presiding 
officer to seek saletv in the cloak room. When he was twenty-six, he 
entered municipal politics, supporting a Democratic candidate for 
mayor whom the Tribune opposed. The Democratic ticket was elected, 
and Patterson became Commissioner of Public Works. A year later he 
resigned. Reform, he declared, was impossible under the capitalistic 
system. 1 le announced that he had become a convert to socialism. 

"1 his, naturally, attracted attention. And Patterson, as usual moved 
by feeling and excellent intentions, proceeded to publish in the Inde¬ 
pendent, a highly reputable magazine, an article titled “Confessions 
of a Drone," winch was to become one of the most celebrated pam¬ 
phlets ol the time, 'faking himself as a representative example, he set 
forth, from the socialist, standpoint, the economic parasitism of the 
"‘idle rich/ 1 “.Socialism,” he said, “urges the underpaid to unite and 
insist on receiving the full amount; of the wealth they produce.” He 
was widely attacked by what he called “the capitalist; press”; its favorite 
question was why, if he felt as he said he did, he did not give his own 
wealth to the poor. He retorted to this. There was one good reason 
why tlie whole capitalist class did not give away its money and go to 
work. “It is quite satisfied with its present arrangement of luxury, 
dominion ami idleness. As long as the working class is satisfied with its 
present arrangement of poverty, obedience and laboriemsness, the pres¬ 
ent arrangement will continue. But whenever the working class wants 
to discontinue the present arrangement it can do so. It has the great 
majority.” 

Two years after publishing this article, Patterson made an even 
greater sensation with his novel, A Uttle Brother of the Rich . This was 

in tong an explosive document: in “exposure”; a scourging of the 
moral obliquity, vulgarity and economic corruption of fashionable 
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a time when most other newspaper publishers were savagely opposed. 
He broke wit lx the President on the issue o£ the Second World War, 
and the real ter attacked Roosevelt and all his policies with a venom 
which often brought down on him a flood o£ condemnation. Had he 
been primarily a thinker, rather than a man of feeling, he might have 
opposed the President's foreign policy, while continuing to support 
his program of domestic reform; as the more logical New York Times 
supported the foreign policy, and continued to oppose the domestic. 
But Patterson's only logic, sprang from conscience and feeling—and 
these responded, always, to immediate circumstance. There was little 
to distinguish his ultra-nationalism from isolationism; after the United 
vSutcs entered the war his paper, with those controlled by his sister and 
cousin, became generally known as the isolationist “McCormick-Patter- 
son axis." d 1 ms Patterson lound himself where he may not have 
wished to hr, and perhaps did not conceive of himself as arriving— 
among the teactiotiaries. In the pre-election period of 1936, he had 
devoted the page opposite his editorial page to arguments from both 
Democrats and Republicans. In the following year, he named this 
page the 'TVouomie Battle Page" and devoted it to free discussion of 
both sides of the labor problem. These acts were one of the most honest 
tilings that has happened in American newspaper history. They indi¬ 
cated, along with other evidence in the Daily News, a genuine 
liberalism. 

What explained his final emergence as a conservative? Probably 
neither increasing age, nor increasing wealth. Probably not his violent 
break with the President, which may have merely furnished the oc¬ 
casion. Men of his generation who had been vigorous liberals in their 
youth, and who were more intellectual than Patterson had ever been, 
had likewise taken the same turn because of disillusion with reform: 
younger men, for example, like Sinclair Lewis and Walter Lippmann; 
older men, like Jack London, William Allen White, Frederick G. 
I lowe, Ray Stannanl Baker. All of them, like Patterson, had en¬ 
deavored to do something for the people’s sakes, to bring them a little 
more understanding, a little more wisdom and hope and courage. 
All of them had a conviction of failure. Patterson, to the very end, ap¬ 
parently had no such convict km. His case was special. Being simple- 
minded, he was either afraid of intelligence, or distrusted it. He 
thought, that conscience, benevolence, and the best intentions were 
enough* And they were not enough. They were not enough even to 
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keep him from winding up where he did not belong. Not enough 
even to make him aware of where he stood. They served only to bring 
him—as he probably did not realize—to confusion. 

He was important, not only because he reached a vast audience, but 
because he expressed it. And the common denominator of American 
democracy which he represented was dangerously significant as the 
twentieth century neared its mid-point. The existence, the phenomenal 
success of Patterson’s Daily News , of later magazine ventures like the 
Reader's Digest and Life , indicated the tragic surrender of the simple- 
minded. For them, the world had become too complex; the acquiring 
of information too difficult; the process of thinking too arduous. 
Theodore Dreiser, so far back as 1911, had remarked this: the very 
complexity of modern civilization, he said, “wearies and stultifies the 
moral nature . . . induces a sort of intellectual fatigue . . . Our mod¬ 
ern brain-pan does not seem capable as yet of receiving, sorting, and 
storing the vast army of facts and impressions which present them¬ 
selves daily.” 

To this condition such publications as the Daily News responded. It 
tried to reduce information to a visual image. It oversimplified the 
complex. It provided soluble capsules of opinion which, when swai 
lowed, made not-illiterate people think that they were thinking. And 
in its comic strips it comforted people of good will with a never never 
land where sentiment and simplicity would bring all things right 
in the end. From a world of extreme insecurity, it offered an escape 
into the warm and certain safety of adolescence—the “childish life.” 

Of a well-known liberal who later became a reactionary, the phi¬ 
losopher John Dewey remarked that “he does his thinking in some 
thing like a vacuum.” Was not this pleasant hut unprofitable habit 
precisely what the Daily News encouraged? At least, its enormous 
circulation suggested that the habit had been deliberately adopted by 
many Americans—not all of whom were ignorant, or underprivileged, 
or mentally incapable, or morally callous. 

And this, in 1946, did not augur well for the future of American 
democracy. 





CHAPTER IX 


“liaising the Tone of "Democracy’ 


[‘ I | GRANl> t.AMA OF THE MATRONS 

In du- autumn of H|H), after thirty years of consecration, Edward Bok 
resigned his editorship of the Htilies Home Journal. Immediately, 
from all over the nation, the newspapers clamored tor his opinions 
about women. Very rightly. What man knew the American woman 
as intimately as Bok? His opportunities for knowledge exceeded those 
of any husband, probably those of any lover. Had he not received 
nearly one million letters a year from her, upon all conceivable prob¬ 
lems, including those of the most confidential nature? Though thirty- 
five junior editors devoted all their time to allaying her anxieties and 
improving her mind, it was to Bok himself that the American woman 
turned in her hours of perplexity or anguish. To her, he was not so 
much a man as a fountain of wisdom. She had adopted him as her 
confidant and domestic counsellor; her esthetic arbiter and intellectual 
leader; above all, her spiritual guide. Certainly no American layman 
luti 1 ever before been charged with so awesome a cure of souls, 

'Hus privileged eminence was not without consequences in the less 
exalted realm of material phenomena. Under Bok’s guidance, the 
JmJu's’ Home Journal had become a national institution such as no 
other magazine had ever been--a temporal institution. Did anyone 
doubt that it was indisputably accepted by the public and by business 
interests alike as the recognized avenue of approach to the intelligent 
homes of America? The last issue under Bok’s personal control did 
away with doubt. It was oversold with a printed edition of two million 
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copies—a record never before achieved by any other magazine. More¬ 
over, it carried between its covers the amazing total of over one million 
dollars in advertisements, and so broke another record even more 
pleasing to Bok. The Grand Lama pretended no indifference, to his 
ecclesiastical revenues. But for them, would he have seen to it that the 
magazine had not remained an inanimate thing, but had become a 
vital need in the lives of its readers? He did see to it. And, inevitably, 
whenever the domestic pinch came, his readers had a ready retort Un¬ 
thrifty husbands or fathers: they did not feel that they could do with¬ 
out it. So Bok left it probably the most valuable and profitable piece 
of magazine property in the world. 

Still, reflecting on his career, Bok felt that he had been paying a 
high price for his success. During the course of his long sovereignty 
over feminine America, something had toppled off its pedestal which 
could never be replaced. This something was not Edward Bok. 
Humility did not figure among his many exemplary virtues. At the 
age of thirteen, when poverty forced him to quit school for a job, his 
Dutch common sense made him appraise the probable rewards of 
humility—and reject it forever. His later omniscience, which in another 
man might have been only a difficult adjustment to vocational neces¬ 
sity, was as predictable as a physiological change. Nature, as it were, 
prepared Edward Bok for the function of pontifying. lie accepted 
this natural destiny as a moral obligation. For thirty years he let no 
occasion for wisdom—temporal or spiritual-pass unfulfilled. Vet 
ready as he always was to respond to duty, he flatly refused, when 
abdicating, to divulge his opinions on the subject of American women. 
Could the Grand Lama acknowledge that they had reduced him to a 
state of extreme disillusion? 

Immediately after his retirement, Bok wrote his autobiography. The 
story of his “Americanization” quickly became a minor classic. For 
it proved that, in the United States, life imitates art and myths art* 
literally true: Bok’s career was, in every detail, another fable by I loratio 
Alger. The book was a masterpiece of self-revelation. It showed how 
thoroughly Bok had become Americanized—especially in his attitude 
to women. When, at the age of twenty-six, he assumed his high and 
delicate office, Edward Bok’s instinctive attitude to women was one of 
avoidance. He did not dislike women. And it: could not be said that 
he liked them. The plain fact was that they had never interested him. 
He had not the slightest desire, even as an editor, to know them better. 
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or to seek to understand them. Understand them? He was certain that, 
as a man, he could not, and let it: go at that. Indeed, he saw no com¬ 
pelling need to know women; he could employ women for that pur¬ 
pose. Nevertheless, alter thirty years of personal contact with his 
readers through the more intimate departments, he reached two 
significant conclusions. He knew that women had revealed their 
worst side to him, and he did not like the picture. And he was sadly 
aware that his ideal of womanhood had received a severe jolt. 

What man hut an American could honestly say that women did 
not ‘‘interest” him? Or accept as axiomatic the proposition that his 
sex was an insurmountable obstacle to understanding them? As an edi¬ 
tor link's persistent concern was for the best interests of the home. A 
home was not beyond the understanding of the American male—was 
tins because sex played a relatively minor role on the domestic stage? 
In any case, Buk felt that he understood a home: he had always lived 
in one; had struggled to keep it together; and he knew every inch of 
the hard road that makes for domestic permanence amid adverse 
financial conditions. So, in his magazine, like many other American 
men in their lives, it was at the home he aimed rather than the woman 
in it. 

Hok was, however, specifically concerned with one aspect of women; 
their adaptability to the disposition of the male. Not to the male as 
lover or companion. To the male as householder, husband, and parent, 
whose career was staged outside the home. Woman’s function was to 
satisfy him on the domestic margin of his existence. Hus was a 
drastic rest tict ion of the interest that women are presumably capable 
of offering to men but was it not American? To Bok, at least, a 
high ideal of womanhood and a low opinion of women did not seem 
incompatible. Strangely enough, it was as much due to Bok as to any 
man that the United States ultimately became a “paradise of women.” 
One feature of the paradise which every foreign visitor noted with 
astonishment was the absence of the male. It was, as Henry James 
remarked, a society of women fixed in a world of men; but between 
the sexes there appeared to be an impassable gulf. Bok encouraged no 
attempts to swim this social Hellespont. As one of the chief architects 
of paradise, he undertook to conserve the original design. So paradise 
turned mit to be a place where womanhood was venerated. Also where 
women, amply provided for in a material sense, were left to their own 
devices by men. 
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Among other convictions, Bok cherished the belief that he possessed a 
dual personality. He felt that Edward Bok, editor and publicist, had 
had and had been, in many respects, a personality apart from his 
private self. The private Bok often wished to give his feminine audience 
the best obtainable—not only what they thought they liked, but what 
he thought they should have. With this, the editorial Edward Bok 
never had the least patience. “Give the people what they want,” was 
his slogan; “give the people what they ought to have and don’t know 
they want,” was the slogan of the private Bok. Once, when the private 
Bok temporarily dislodged his editorial alter ego, and took over, eighty 
thousand readers discontinued buying or subscribing to the magazine 
within six months. On another occasion, the conflict between them was 
peculiarly exhausting, and resulted in a nervous breakdown. So Bok 
gradually learned to squelch his private self, and give the successful 
editor free rein. Was it not the editor to whom two generations of 
American women looked for guidance? 

But the editor’s was not a work which fulfilled Bok; which he would 
have deliberately chosen to express his “real self.” Why not? Because 
of his attitude to women, and because he did not really enjoy maintain¬ 
ing their paradise. There was, indeed, a certain contempt in his ex¬ 
planation. Said Bok: “There are undoubtedly acute problems which 
concern themselves with the proper ingredients in cooking recipes, the 
correct stitch in crocheting or knitting, the most desirable and dain¬ 
tiest kinds of lingerie, and the momentous question whether a skirt 
should escape the ground by six or eight inches. These tire vital points 
in the lives of thousands of women, and their wisest solutions should 
be given by the best authorities. But is it too much to say that they 
are hardly of a nature to develop and satisfy the mental and spiritual 
nature of a man? At least, not for a lifetime 1 ” 

Nevertheless, even in his most pessimistic mood, when lu: felt that 
he had wasted great talents and misspent a life, Bok could not. <leery 
the genuine achievements of his long sovereignty. lie could not 
belittle the wonderfully constructive piece of work carried out by 
Edward Bok during his editorship. For the record spoke too loudly to 
minimize its influence and potentiality. He had not: limited himself 
to the gamut that comprised cooking, lingerie, and the subtle meta¬ 
physics of skirts. Possibly as much as any man in public life during his 
time, Bok had succeeded in producing changes in the American mores. 
And, in certain instances, he had utterly failed to do so. 1 Ie was proud 
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of his successes, though disposed to take them for granted. Flowing 
from the decrees of; infallible wisdom, were they not to be anticipated? 
It was his failures that: made him brood. They aggrieved him. They 
gave his "ideal of womanhood” the rude and destructive jolt from 
which it never recovered. They demonstrated the unsuspected limita¬ 
tions of infallibility—and they left Bole morally indignant as well as 
permanently puzzled. Defiance of his edicts would have been sinful, 
even had its motive been intelligible. But when, after profound re¬ 
flection, one could attribute it only to sheer perversity. . . . Perhaps it 
made him regret his boast to William Dean Howells: that he appealed 
to the intelligent American woman rather than the intellectual type— 
to the sensible female, and not the eccentrics. What wonder that 
private Bok published a verdict; which terrified editor Bok, who termed 
it a slander on womanhood? It was Rudyard Kipling’s affectionate 
tribute: “The Female of the Species.” 

Most of Bok’s failures could have been foreseen by a man not 
infallibly wise; at least, not so wise as to he indifferent to women as 
as women. There was the audacious and absolute dictatorship exercised 
by Parisian couturiers, often themselves of little taste and scant morals. 
Bok exposed their “deceit and misrepresentation.” He persuaded 
Sarah Bernhardt to express her horror cm seeing American women of 
refined sensibilities and position dressed in the gowns of the dedassie 
street women of Paris, lie engaged the most expert designers in the 
world of women’s dress and commissioned them to create American 
designs, some of which had their source in the decorative motifs of the 
American Indians. ()hstinatcly, the American woman ignored them, 
ami continued her immoral traffic with the diabolic Worth and Paquim 
Site even took a malicious delight in flagrancy. If elevation to paradise 
reduced her to the status of a squaw, she would behave like an angel— 
and she would dress like a streetwalker. Bok concluded that she had 
absolutely no instinct of patriotism. She simply refused to he awakened 
from her unintelligent submission. Inconceivably, she preferred to be 
a tool: to he made a fool of. Sadly, after a year of fulmination, the 
Grand Lama decided to let the matter drop. 

Then came the question of aigrettes, the most; desired of all the 
feathered possessions of womankind. Here, at least, he felt himself 
to he on solid ground. He could appeal directly to the noblest: of 
womanly emotions, and the sacred instinct of motherhood. He pub¬ 
lished photographs ami texts exposing the cruel torture of the mother 





272 "Postscript to Yesterday 

heron for which the cult of the aigrette was responsible. Confidently, 
he awaited results. And they came. Shortly after the photographs 
reached his readers, he discovered that the demand for the fcathet had 
more than quadrupled! This time, he decided to punish defiance. 
Very quietly, he carried his case to the state legislatures, and persuaded 
men to pass laws which would prevent American women from wearing 
the hallmark of torture. It was men, not women, who responded to what 
he had been led to believe was the most sacred instinct in a woman’s 
nature! What wonder that he derived little satisfaction from the 
character of his victory? 

But Bok was dauntless, and in 1914, when America was dance mad, 
and the character of the dances rapidly grew more and more o(Tensive, 
he was inspired to take action. The dance, surely, was an art: and 
wasn’t art beauty, and wasn’t there something to the ellect that beauty 
and truth are identical? Well, he could see no reason why the people 
should not dance, if they wanted to, so long as they kept within the 
bounds of decency. So he secured the services of Vernon and Irene 
Castle, to introduce, through his magazine, better and more decorous 
new dances. And the Castles were equal to this missionary opportunity. 
As “new dances” they did their best to revive the gavotte, the polka, 
and finally the waltz. Alas, poor Bok! Once again the American 
woman revealed her pitiable frailty—the public refused to try the new 
Castle dances, and kept on turkey-trotting and bunny-hugging! 

All this was nothing, as compared with the troublesome, insistent 
problem of suffrage for women. Did he not have to take a stand? 
Indeed he did, if only because no man sat at a larger gateway to learn 
the sentiments of numbers of women on any subject. He took a 
straw vote among a selected list of thosands of his subscribers. He 
consulted women of every grade of intelligence and in every station in 
life. And he, who was infallible, graciously deigned to discuss the 
issue with its eccentric proponents; among them, Susan B. Anthony, 
Julia Ward Howe, Anna Howard Shaw, and Jane Adda ms. What 
did posterity not miss, in lacking the records of these confabulations! 
Did Mrs. Howe declare, as always, that “women are people”? Bok had 
the satisfaction of knowing that he kept his own mind open, l ie was 
willing to advocate whatever might serve the best interests of the 
American woman. And, after long, and certainly searching, meditation 
he announced his fateful decision. He would oppose suffrage; he. felt 
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that American women were not yet ready to exercise the privilege 
intelligently and that their mental attitude was against it' 

This conclusion corroborated—if it did not originate in—his secret, 
personal, lifelong opinions. He was never to believe that women were 
capable of assuming positions of executive responsibility. Not even on 
a women's magazine. At the end of his editorial career, when the 
Womans Home Companion , rival of his own publication, was being 
brilliantly edited by Miss Gertrude Lane, he asserted that women did 
not have sufficient experience in the world of business to cope success¬ 
fully with the material questions of a pivotal editorial position. Despite 
much contradictory evidence accumulated during the First World War, 
he remained positive that women would work infinitely better under 
the direction of a man than of a woman. Obviously, one question 
continued to exasperate him. Why were women becoming so restless 
in the lovely insulated paradise which he had worked so hard to 
create for them? One possibility never oecurod to him: that: insulation 
might contribute to unrest that women might resent being set apart; 
exalted in the aggregate, pampered and patronized in the individual 
ut.se. Gould it he that they were rebelling against the frustrations im¬ 
posed on them by the determined idealism of the American male? 

Bok was nude unpleasantly anxious by the growing unrest among 
American women. He invited Rudyard Kipling-of all odd choices — 
to discuss it in the magazine, but this project was never carried out. 
being a kindly man, Bok never complained that their unrest betrayed 
a signal ingratitude for all his services to “women in the home.” And 
these were many. Very many. 

They hail begun early. They were, in fact, inaugurated by his first 
act in the editorial chair. This bachelor of twenty-six divined the 
fact that in thousands oi cases the American mother was not the 
confidante of her daughter. I le, by means of the magazine, must repair 
this lamentable lack of American family life. A woman might do so; 
a woman infallibly wise and understanding, tactful, winning. . . . Hut 
where could he find this paragon? Nowhere. So, as “Ruth Ashmore,” 
he wrote two installments lor a new department:: “Side Ialks with 
Girls.” Seven hundred letters arrived within two days of publication. 
He read the lust three. They proved, to his embarrassment but subse¬ 
quent profit, how far the feminine nature would reveal itself on paper, 
Bok hastily found a feminine replacement He went on, in Mrs. 
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Margaret Bottomed “Heart to Heart Talks” to dispose of the spiritual 
needs of the mature woman. For the next thirty years, girls and matrons 
alike were to flock to an inviting human personality, anil invoke 
blessings on Bok. And the magazine quickly became a great clearing¬ 
house of information. 

It was not long before Bok discovered the widespread unprepared- * 

ness of the average American girl for motherhood, and her desperate 
ignorance when a new life was given her. Must not this, too, be 
changed? He set up a department to dispense information about 
prenatal and postnatal care. Five years later, it was sueeessiully raising 
babies by mail! But this led to an “unsavory subject.” The mere 
mention of venereal disease was taboo in polite society, and abso¬ 
lutely prohibited in every periodical and newspaper of standing’. Could 
the dreadful conspiracy of silence be broken—with due decorum? 

Fearlessly, in 1906, Bok broke it in his magazine. He lost seventydive 
thousand horrified readers before he made the nasty subject, publicly 
debatable, if not a new conversational topic. But he was shortly to 
earn his reward. There were published, in five volumes, the Hdtvard 
Bo\ Books of Self-Knowledge. These did not, as one might suppose, 
expound the Socratic dialectic. They took the question of natural life, 
and stripped it of its false mystery. And they sold! Who could say that, 
with innovations like these, Bok was not effecting radical changes in 
the American mores? 

He effected changes in the environment, also. They were quire as 
radical. Theodore Roosevelt declared that Bok was unique; the only 
man who had ever changed, for the better, the architecture of an 
entire nation. Bok had always felt a keen desire to take hold of the 
small American house and make it architecturally better. In the end, 
as is the way with desire, it proved insatiable: he was constrained to 
dalliance with art, decoration, furnishing, landscape gardening. For 
many years he published small-house plans by the foremost architects 
of the country. If babies could be raised by mail, why not homes? I iis 
plans were so extensively used throughout: the United States that the 
eminent architect Stanford White proclaimed Bok the greatest single 
force for good in the profession. All of them eliminated the American 
parlor, which Bok considered a useless room. But, so absolute was his 
authority over the faithful in affairs of this kind that, of the tens of 
thousands of women who lived in Bok-conceived houses, only one 
ever commented on its inexplicable absence. 
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Rok went on to the pictorial presentation of the most carefully 
furnished homes in America, and to the illustration of good taste and 
had taste in furniture. With his customary success: within five years, 
the physical appearance of domestic furniture in the stores completely 
changed. The problem of art now lured him, irresistibly. He conceived 
a systematic plan for improving the pictures on the walls of the Amer¬ 
ican home. A year later, nearly one hundred thousand of the faithful 
were able to point with pride to such exemplary touchstones of taste as 
W. h. Taylor's "The Hanging of the Crane” and—inevitably—“Home- 
Keeping l learns” But Bok, like other pontiffs, learned as he went; 
infallibility, though constant, can also he progressive. A younger gener¬ 
ation of the faithful fared better. With the introduction of four-color 
presses, Bnk secured permission to reproduce pictures from the greatest 
Anterican private collections. And he distributed more than seventy 
million reproductions of celebrated paintings by the “old masters,” 
Then, when he was flushed with triumph, private Rok inconveniently 
rose* to the .surface, and ordered reproductions of masterpieces of 
Chinese painting. Kditor Bnk pondered them. r \ hey might be art, 
but they wouldn't make much sense to the faithful. They were, 
definitely, risky. They were not distributed. 

I laving rebuilt the American home, landscaped it, furnished it, filled 
it with art, < mild he rest ? Decidedly not. There was the public domain, 
still untouched by Rok; still, therefore, frightful. Cities. There were 
disreputably unfitly spots disgracing the residential and business 
quarters. Rok undertook a photographic campaign. When it wound 
up, a dozen American municipalities were hard at work tidying their 
blushing faces, 'Hie Pullman parlor car, atrociously decorated, un¬ 
sanitary; a wretched thing of riotously discordant colors, carved and 
gilded wood, conl portieres, tasselled fringes. Another campaign; the 
Pullman eampany issued a cynical rejoinder. But: was the company 
any match for the embattled Bok? It was not. In the end, its officials 
wisely mngam/rd their decorative department. From the interior of 
the car to the landscape viewed from its window was merely a 
logical progression. Bok tried to do away with unsightly billboards. 
Advertisers protested; vested interests fought back# He did not ac¬ 
complish much. 

The American woman would have been justified in disliking her 
paradise had Bok neglected her intellectual life; had he failed to pro¬ 
vide appropriate outlets for her intense emotions. But these areas of 
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obligation likewise engaged his beneficent attention. He looked into 
the women’s clubs—and he saw at once that what might prove a won¬ 
derful power in the civic life of the nation was being misdirected into 
gatherings of pseudo-culture. Was this to be tolerated? Bok collected 
his evidence, and then expressed his opinion of it. But: the walls of 
Jericho did not collapse. Instead, he had a hornets’ nest on his hands. 
This, naturally, increased his determination: he continued his articles 
of criticism in the magazine, and these, of course, added fuel to the 
conflagration. Petitions for his removal came in; boycotts of the 
magazine were instituted by irate clubwomen. Remove him as editor? 
He was the son-in-law of Cyrus H. K. Curtis, owner of the magazine. 
As for the boycotts, he met those easily, with the threat of action under 
the anti-trust law. But, for a time, the prestige of the Grand Lama was 
in grave jeopardy. Then, as always, he came out with a constructive 
plan. He advocated less of the cultural, and more of the civic interest. 
Although for years the clubwomen of America did not forgive Bok, 
they presently came round to his way of thinking. He could afford to 
wait for time to heal the wounds of vanity- on both sides. And it did. 
The General Federation of Women’s (dubs gratefully ctaulucted an 
official department In his magazine. 

Meanwhile, was he not, month by month, enriching the mental life 
of the American woman? He persuaded cx President Harrison, ami 
later, Theodore Roosevelt, to explain to her the workings of her 
government He brought her the delicious fiction of II Marion ('raw- 
ford and Anthony Hope; the humor of John Kendrick Bangs; the 
always quotable verses of James Whitcomb Riley and Eugene Field; 
the authoritative social determinations of Mrs. Burton Harrison. He 
gave her judicious feedings of the more elevated masters; Howells anti 
Mark Twain. He published the epistolary remains of Louisa M. 
Alcott, the conjugal reminiscences of Mrs. Gladstone, thus admitting 
her to the world of the great, and showing how very like her own it 
was. Only once did he go too far. Ignoring the mounting disapproval of 
his votaries, he persistently dosed them with the products of Rudvard 
Kipling, whom he thought “the greatest of his clay.” But at Pmi( of 
Pool's Hill they rebelled, with a loud wail Disconsolately, lie aban¬ 
doned this effort to give them “what they ought to have.” 

One needed only to look at the American woman to appreciate his 
influence on her existence. During the hour before dinner, for ex¬ 
ample. Her Bok-designed home was in a Bok-tidied city. Her Bok- 
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raised children were upstairs, quietly imbibing the Bok-explained facts 
of natural life. In her Bok-furnished living room, hung with Bok-chosen 
pictures, she had no anxiety about the coming meal; it was being pre¬ 
pared according to directions by Bok. And what was she doing? 
Very prohablv, pouring out her vivid, intense Bok-encouraged emotions. 
Had he not provided her with the music of Sir Arthur Sullivan, Tosti, 
and Richard Strauss? Had he not hired Madame Blanche Marchesi, 
teacher of operatic stars, to give a series of vocal lessons to his readers? 
Had he not, indeed, engaged losel Holinann, the eminent pianist, to 
undertake a regtdar department in the magazine and a salaried editor- 

What more could the American woman ask ? Surely, he had fore¬ 
seen, and provided for, every contingency arising from a fruitful life 
for women in the home. Yet feminine unrest continued to rise. More 
rapidly, now, than ever before. Revolt in paradise? Perhaps; though 
Bok didn’t like to believe it. But the' American woman was not only 
getting out of the home. She was gening out of hand as well. Bok be¬ 
gan to wonder "whether the day of the woman’s magazine, as we have 
known it, is not passing.” lie loresaw a constantly diminishing neces¬ 
sity for the distinctly feminine magazine. '1 here would, ol course, al¬ 
ways he a lick! in the essentially leminine pursuits which have no place 
in the life of a man. But this [told would lie covered by other lands of 
publication-;. They would supplant the practical portions of the 
woman’s magazine. Then, what would he left? Nothing but the gen¬ 
eral contents “equally interesting to men and to women 1 In this un¬ 
expected u.ncinsion,'Bok registered his melancholy perception of 
change. He could no longer deny its ominous nature “the interests of 
women and of men ate being brought closer with the years, and it will 
not be long, before they will entirely merge.” Paradise was fast becom¬ 
ing obsolete. 

In one of the last issues of the Unties Home Journal before Bok s 
leavetakiug, there appeared four advertisements which listed rouge, 
among other products. Only one went timber, with the decorous as- 
sur.ittie that the rouge would he “imperceptible if properly applied. 
Kxattly ten years later, an advertiser was offering lipstick, with the. 
very dilferent appeal that “it’s eoinlorting to know that the alluring 
note of scarlet will stay with you for hours.” 

The alluring note of scarlet . . . Would not the Grand Lama have 
denounced it vigorously? To others, it might symbolize the cmnncipa- 
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tion of the American woman. To him, would it not have shamelessly 
announced a paradise lost? He was spared any dolor. A characteristic 
prescience had warned him of the psychological moment to stop. 
Famous, eminent, wealthy beyond the most ambitious dreams of his 
youth, he had been able to decide that the Great Adventure of Life was 
something more than material work, and that the time to go is when 
the going is good. 

So Edward Bok, who cared too deeply about womanhood to really 
like women, retired to private life. Unselfish service, which had been 
his profession, became his recreation. He merely went on to continued 
good works—turning, without regret, to the welfare of birds and the 
affairs of men. 

[2] THE MIRROR OF THE MUCKRAKERS 


While Edward Bok was wheedling the American women toward con¬ 
tentment, his contemporary, S. S. McClure, was rousing the public to 
anger. Month after month, the magazine that bore his name was ex¬ 
posing cankerous evils in government, in the economic structure of 
society—and asking what the American people proposed to do about 
them. 

As the new century opened, Sam McClure was among the first ten 
men who were important in the American scene. So judged William 
Allen White, who accounted him the pioneer of a refouu that was to 
surge onward in American life and run for forty years as the dumdum 
note in our political, social and economic thinking. The journalistic 
crusade which he invented and led soon spread widely. It furnished a 
basis, in fact and conviction, for the national effort to achieve social 
democracy. Long after the crusade had spent its force, its influence 
lingered in the persistence of that effort. So McClure’s din t on the 
national temper was not only spectacular, hut lasting. It was, on his 
part, deliberate. But it was not wholly inspired by conscience. Those 
who knew him best unanimously declared McClure to be .a genius. 

None of them suggested that his genius moved in the direction of 

etmeal principle. 

Like Bok, McClure was a businessman. He was astute; he always had 

irMrn?, f0r i v ? am ., cha , nCe J hc saw evcr y t bing big. Neither Bok 
nor McClure lacked guile; both preferred to call it by other names. 

After reaching positions of leadership, they professed moral indigna- 
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tion at practices which, in their less distinguished days and on a far 
inferior scale, they had profitably cultivated. Did this indicate a late 
flowering of moral sensibility? Possibly. But it was a turn customarily 
taken by American tycoons under the hot limelight of eminence. Bok 
and McClure wrote autobiographies, and each attributed his success 
chiefly to instinct. Neither found it necessary to remark that instinct is 
morally blind. They were sentimental, and genuinely benevolent. But 
early privations had given money-making an overwhelming signifi¬ 
cance. There was no disadvantage in being naturally ambidextrous. 

McClure, like Bok, came to the United States as an immigrant; 
struggled against bitter poverty in childhood; extricated himself by his 
wits; broke into the field of publishing by founding a newspaper 
syndicate which quickly prospered. He had managed to put himself 
through Knox College, in Illinois. Being, even then, “a born salesman, 
a fast talker, a go getter,” he had earned his education as an itinerant 
peddler of notions, pots and pans, selling his wares along the rural 
roads of the Middle West. In later life, proud of his exploits as a 
peddler, he- recounted them very fully to Robert Louis Stevenson. In 
The \Ynrka\ Stevenson portrayed McClure most engagingly, as Jim 
Pinkerton. William Dean I Dwells also made a literary portrait of him, 
less complimentary than Stevenson’s. In A Hazard of New b or tunes, 
he pm MiClute "like a bug on a pinpoint in the character of Fulker¬ 
son." Indeed, McClure puzzled, exasperated, and strongly attracted 
every important writer with whom he came in contact. Many of them, 
at one or another stage of a tempestuous association, recorded their 
vivid feelings about him, under the pleasant illusion of exercising a 
talent for portraiture. McClure’s effect was never neutral. 

In bis mill forties at the turn of the century, McClure had already 
become a kind of one man literary trust. His newspaper syndicate was 
flourishing. I le had launched, and brought, to astounding success, the 
magazine which bore Itis name. He had organized a book-publishing 
firm that was conducted like a compromise between a broker’s office 
and a textile mill. He was planning wonderful new magazines, three 
or four of them; his projects were usually grandiose. He had a Na¬ 
poleonic belief in his own star. His projects and bis faith sometimes 
drove his less exuberant associates into nervous breakdowns. F.ventu- 
ally, they resulted in a mass resignation from his enterprises, lie was a 
short, blond mail “with a yellow mustache, big sensitive but challeng¬ 
ing eyes, a sharp, hard but still ingratiating high voice snapping orders 
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like a top-sergeant, conscious—Heavens, how conscious—of his power 

and glory, yet concealing his complacency by self-deprecation.” 

But, surely, he was entitled to a degree of complacency. Was not Mc¬ 
Clure, in his own realm, on the way to being a magnate, comparable in 
stature to Carnegie or Rockefeller in theirs? He, at least, believed so— 
and his attitude to his product, and the materials which went, into it, 
resembled theirs. Rudyard Kipling once asked him whether lie had 
read David Hamm ; McClure did not grasp the question, but his reply 
was characteristic: “No. He’s dead,” His business, as Kipling under¬ 
stood, was dealing in brain futures. Of what use was a dead author to 
McClure? He was concerned only with what was really alive, timely, 
interesting, and so every contemporary idea seethed promiscuously in 
his brain. To do business, he needed good writers; for them, the only 
critic worth listening to was the publisher—the critic who lucked his 
judgment with his money. His own judgment was made with his solar 
plexus rather than with his brain; he estimated the value of any piece 
of writing by the pull it exerted on something inside of him. This was 
entirely sound. Moreover, McClure realized that he was open minded, 
naturally enthusiastic, and not afraid to experiment with a new mam 
It was certainly true that with talent, he made electrical u»uuu. back¬ 
ing any literary scholarship, he had an almost infallible litnarv divina¬ 
tion. Remarkably few of his swans proved to be geese. There was never 
absent from his calculations the sense that he controlled such an in¬ 
strument of publicity as had probably never been built before. What¬ 
ever he touched had to feed that mill. 

Though McClure’s motives were those of a businessman* his tem¬ 
perament was that of an artist; it was there that his genius lurked. I Its 
imagination was continuously effervescent, inexhaustibly fertile, lie 
did not know how to channel it, or discipline it; but he had the f\nuhy 
of enlisting those who did. This led him to the brilliant trinity of staff 
writers—Ida M. Tarbcll, Ray Statmard Baker, and Lincoln Steffens — 
upon whose work the permanent fame of his magazine was chiefly to 
be based. It led him to choose as his partner John 8 . Phillips* a college 
friend who, as McClure acknowledged, “had an orderly and organizing 
mind which I had not— and ♦ . . a much wider education.” On the 
magazine, it was said that while McClure had three hundred ideas a 
minute, Phillips was the only man around the shop who knew whkh 
one was not crazy. McClure admitted that he usually lust Interest in a 
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scheme as soon as it was started, and had no power o£ developing a 
plan and carrying it out to its last detail. At that point, his intractable 
imagination got the upper hand; the artist in him was forever on the 
move to the future. Hut the fires he kindled were brighter than any 
flames his staff could produce without him. 

McClure traveled constantly, to Europe and to all parts of the United 
States, to see things and men, to listen and to talk. He wanted always 
to know in which of the happenings in the world people took the 
keenest interest. It was obvious that ideas were his meat, and he never 
knew where he got them. I le would descend on the office, or write from 
Europe, enclosing in his letters fat [rackets of newspaper articles, head¬ 
ings, editorials, usually not cut out hut torn out, jagged, scored and 
underlined, its suggestions for * stupendous new series of articles. Then 
the staff had to unite and fight against, say five out of seven of his new, 
world thrilling, history making schemes. In their judgment, many of 
these were merely foolish, fet they recognized in him the receiver 
of the ideas of his day. They win ked under some natural law of despera¬ 
tion, fur Mt(time’s very presence was disruptive, lo finish an article 
before the deadline, they would often take secret reluge in a hotel. 
'Phis strategy sometimes tailed; New 'i ork was not large enough to 
conceal them from Mi Clurr; occasionally they had to seek the pre¬ 
carious security of a Washington bedroom to get their Work finished. 
Ellery Sedgwirk, who served an apprenticeship to him before becoming 
editor of die Atlantic Monthly , affirmed that there was never, in Ameri¬ 
can business, a brighter talent than McClure’s for disorganization. In 
any week, he could reverse the process described in the Hook of Genesis. 
Emm oider, he managed to bring forth chaos. 

Paradoxically, MiClttro therished and enforced on his staff -die 
ideals of thoroughness and absolute accuracy. It was these ideals which 
gave authority to the exposures which the public soon identified as 
"McClure articles.” He believed that each of these required the ac¬ 
cumulation of knowledge and material enough to make a book. So he 
invented a production system which, long afterwards, was to he success¬ 
fully revived by other magazines. 1 Ic gave his writers adequate time for 
research, and paid them for their study rather than lor the amount of 
copy they turned in. 'Hms, Miss Tarbell spent five, years on the fifteen 
articles ill whnh she dealt with the history of the Standard Oil Com¬ 
pany; and each article cost the magazine about four thousand dollars- 
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No editor had ever before spent as liberally. But McClure, as a business¬ 
man, foresaw the profits to be made by establishing with the public a 
conviction that, in his magazine, accuracy was a moral force. 

Though he had no gift for writing, McClure likewise set a high 
standard for the presentation of material. He insisted that articles 
should not only be clear to any reader of reasonable intelligence, but he 
interesting. The simplicity of this requirement was deceptive: most: 
typical McClure articles dealt with dry, difficult, anti technical sub¬ 
jects. They had to be accurate and thorough, but they likewise hud to 
be made vivid; everything turned on the quality of the writing. Mc¬ 
Clure would inflame the intelligence of his staff into molten excite¬ 
ment, and demand its expression in clear, logical, intelligible, hard¬ 
hitting form. His standards produced a new, unique kind of jour¬ 
nalism. The exposure articles of Miss Tarbell, Baker, and Steffens were 
authoritative social studies. They were so invulnerable that only one 
libel suit was successfully brought against the magazine—and this was 
based on the inaccuracy of an official state document. But the articles 
did more than present startling facts. They blazed with what Miss Tar¬ 
bell called “righteous indignation.” The writers were personally aston¬ 
ished, personally ashamed, personally indignant at the conditions they 
discovered and revealed. They wrote earnestly, with a kind of hortatory 
fervor. The combination of fact and fervor aroused a demand for re¬ 
form that was to outlast the magazine, the writers, and many of the 
conditions. 

In 1903, when these articles began appearing, the American people 
were prepared for their revelations. For years, the country had been 
swept by the agitation of soap-box orators, prophets crying in the 
wilderness, and political campaigns based upon charges of corruption 
and privilege which everyone believed or suspected had some basis of 
truth, but which were largely unsubstantiated. The novelty of the ex¬ 
posure articles was their production of real evidence, abundant and 
usually sensational. Month after month, the public eagerly read dis¬ 
sertations of ten or twelve thousand words, and clamored for more. 
Their general drift was very clear. Cumulatively, they led to a single- 
arresting deduction: that a democratic social order might not be capa¬ 
ble of surviving the economic and political practices to which it had 
given birth. 

Nobody understood this better than President Theodore Roosevelt, 
then proclaiming his determination to institute a “square deal.” He 
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conferred often with the McClure writers. He used much of the in¬ 
formal ion with which they supplied him in his recommendations to 
Congress. He acknowledged that he looked to their articles for real 
help- But after some years, when the. crusade had spread to other maga¬ 
zines, he turned against the whole movement. In a speech, he de¬ 
nounced all writers of exposure articles, gencrtcally likening them to 
the man with the muckrake in Pilgrim's Progress who would not lift 
his eyes from the mire; and the disparaging epithet stuck. Un¬ 
doubtedly, as Lincoln Steffens remarked long afterwards, Roosevelt 
was an honest man; he could not tell a lie until he had made himself 

believe it. , 

The originators of muckraking looked at American society from the 
same point of vantage as Roosevelt. Their position was squarely middle- 
of-the-road. To McClure, as a businessman, social radicalism was 
repugnant. It was no less so to Miss Tuirbell, Baker and Steffens, though 
for quite other reasons. They had a passionate faith in the American 
way of life, as it was supposed to be. They believed that it could be 
achieved only under a democratic capitalist system. They were there¬ 
fore partisans of the established order. It was, indeed, the intensity of 
their convictions that turned them into rdormers; and, almost ac¬ 
cidentally, made them seem to be attacking what they were, only seek- 

ini; in drlcmL t 

For, like Roosevelt himself, they were deeply troubled by the sense 
that things had M»mchtiw gone amiss* 1 he American way of life as it 

was supposed to be? It had not been achieved; it was becoming more 
remote every day. The established order was failing to produce its an¬ 
ticipated results. They feared for the future. Powerful forces seemed 
bmt upon negating democratic institutions, and might eventually de¬ 
stroy them. On the other hand, popular discontent was rising, and 
despair of social justice might explode in a revolutionary overturn. As 
patriotic Americans, they did not want to see democracy replaced either 
by the rule of plutocracy, or by socialism. 

It was characteristic of Roosevelt to mistake his vigorous moral led¬ 
ums for realistic intelligence. So the problem looked simple to lurn. If 
he could only identify “the devil in the mess" awl vanquish it, every¬ 
thin,. would magically c<,me right. The real job was to expose bad 
men' and dtivr them from [tower. Who were these bud men? Obvi¬ 
ously, whoever had last aroused the President’s moral indignation; at 
any moment one could be sure that lie had just found the prime mover, 
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the real scapegoat. But this scapegoat was a protean creature. At various 
times, and in varying circumstances, it turned out to be the “male¬ 
factors of great wealth,” the trusts, the “guilty labor leaders,” the “cor¬ 
rupt politicians.” The President’s passionate invective often proved to 
be a delusive substitute for the process of thought. 

The further they pushed their researches and investigations, the less 
Miss Tarbell, Baker and Steffens were disposed to agree with him. They 
knew, perhaps better than he did, the precise degree of guilt that could 
be fairly attributed to each of his favorite scapegoats; had they not fur¬ 
nished him with the evidence? But they realized that none of these 
were ultimate; behind each of them there lurked another force; the 
locus of final responsibility was never directly visible. Roosevelt him¬ 
self was amazed by this insight, which he would have liked to ap¬ 
propriate had his temperament permitted. He recorded his surprise that 
these fact-minded writers did not regard any of his scapegoats “as <4- 
ceptional villains but merely as ordinary Americans, who under given 
conditions are by the mere force of events forced into doing much of 
which we complain.” Could it be, as Miss Tarbell, Baker and Steffens 
were intimating month after month, that responsibility for the pndous 
state of affairs rested with the nation as a whole? That the mass of 
ordinary Americans were by no means innocent of complicity in the 
conditions against which they were so wrathftilly protesting? That 
failure of the established order was due to no inherent detect in the 
nature of a democratic society? But that the average citizen was getting 
exactly what he asked for and that, as Baker acknowledged with hor¬ 
ror, the conditions of corruption were deliberately organized.they 

actually represented the American way of life in many of its most im- 
portant activities? 

Editorially, McClure’s pointed to “the American contempt for law” 
a universal and dangerous trait. Reviewing the contents of a typical 
issue, which contained one of Miss Tarbcll’s articles on Standard Oil 
one of Bakers series on the labor movement, and one of .Steffens’ 
studies of city government, the editorial remarked that these con- 
stituted such an arraignment of American character as should make 
every one of us stop and think.” The three articles showed “capitalists 

Zl en ” T? P tidanS! C Tf nS ~ i,U brC!lkin * thc «* 1«4 i« be 
broken. There was no one left to uphold it; “none hut all of us " “We 

neonl! wT ^ T* maki “K thc I ntbIk FX- The public is the 
people. We forget that we all are the people; that while each of us in his 
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group can shove off on the rest: tine bill of today, the debt is only post¬ 
poned; the rest are passing it on hack to us. We have to pay in the end, 
every one of us. And in the end the sum total of the debt will be our 
liberty." More than forty years later, these words still rang true. 

But in this conclusion was novel. And it was a very odd one for 
the three writers, each of whom had arrived at it independently. For 
none of them had begun their investigations with any personal desire 
to make the discoveries which they actually made. None of them had 
any inclination to "radical ideas”; their only prejudice was in favor of 
the way of life which tradition had taught them to believe was es¬ 
sentially American. There was, perhaps, a certain naivet£ in their horror 
at finding so glaring a discrepancy between democratic assumptions and 
democratic practice. But their naivete and horror were shared by a large 
seamen* of the* American public, Lincoln Steffens found that the most 
coVrupt, city bosses, like Israel W. Durham of Philadelphia, and mil¬ 
lionaire captains of industry like William Ziegler who bribed and 
Bought legislatures as a matter of course, were genuinely shacked when 
he confnmted them with the real implications of their activities, show 
mg them how these were invalidating democracy, Lven ex-President 
< jfover Cleveland confessed his utter inability to understand that brib¬ 
ery and con upturn could be done by good men and that it was a pioc- 
css changing the very nature of our government! 

McClure had assigned Miss Hat hell the subject of Standard Oil—the 
“mother of the trusts” because the feeling oi the common people had a 
suit of menace in it; they took a threatening attitude toward the trusts, 
and without much knowledge. What he hoped for was some a 1 tides on 
the* business achievements and methods o( the Standaul Oil -more 
especially, tlu* great rare that had built up their methods of economical 
handling, and distribution. His expectations, as it. turned out, wcie ful¬ 
filled, But the insults were far from what lie anticipated. 

Miss Taibrlh a talk matter of fact woman who looked much more 
like a schoolmistress than an editor, was aptly described by binley Peter 
Dunne in the language of Mr. Dooley: Iderem s a lady hut. she has the 
punch!” She hail been horn in Pennsylvania at about the time oil was 
discovered there, and her father had been ruined in the early oil wars, 
<)ue of the first generation oi college women, she had not been satis¬ 
fied to join women in the home. Site became a teacher, went on to an 
editorial position with the Chautauqua movement, decided to become 
a biographer and historian, and went to Paris to study at the borbonne. 
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There, by way of a chance article on the paving of Paris streets, Mc¬ 
Clure found her, and presently hired her for a staff job. She had al¬ 
ready written a life of Napoleon for him, and had followed it with a 
life of Lincoln which achieved great popular success, when he turned 
her loose on Standard Oil. A scholar by temperament, and a research 
historian by training, she soon found that she was embarked not upon 
a series of articles, but upon the factual history of the greatest of 
American business enterprises. When Henry 11. Rogers of Standard Oil 
got wind of the project, he sent his friend Mark Twain to offer the 
corporation’s assistance. She accepted it. If there was in her anything of 
the crusader for social justice, she rigorously suppressed it while gather¬ 
ing materials for, and writing, her history. She was impartial, objec¬ 
tive, exhaustive; she discussed with Rogers all the charges made by 
Standard Oil’s enemies and critics; she took to them the official re¬ 
buttals offered by Rogers. She mastered the long, complex records of 
Congressional and state investigations, the testimony of Rockefeller, 
Archbold, and other Standard Oil officials; she interviewed all surviv¬ 
ing parties to thirty years of litigation. 

Her series of articles—soon published in two volumes took the 
country by storm. For the stark, soberly told history involved the na¬ 
tion as a whole and still involved it at the time of readittg. Miss Tarbcll 
was content to let the record speak for itself; she made no attempt to 
indict Standard Oil. She acknowledged its efficiency, its economy, its 
magnificent organization, its very considerable achievements. Hot ’she 
likewise showed how all these had been accomplished. The hill to the 
people included bribery, fraud, coercion; the ruthless elimination of 
competition by means of espionage, violence, arson, and techniques of 
financial wrecking; the debauching of railroads, legislatures, public 
officials. All these “business practices” which a democratic capitalist 
society had developed could be collectively described as a systematic 
relentless criminality. Here, certainly, were capitalists conspiring among 
themselves, shrewdly, upon legal advice, to break the law so far as it 
restrained them, and to misuse it to restrain others who were in their 
way Here was efficient monopoly of a product in universal use. The 
people paid-not only in money, but morally-whatevcr the monop- 
ousts saw fit to charge. * 

Behind the whole structure of “real greatness” was an ordinary 
American who happened also to be a genius. Rockefeller exemplified 
all the virtues of which Americans approved. Fie was thrifty, frugal, 
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hard-working. lie was pious, abstemious, and charitable. He was a 
model of domestic propriety, lie was as indifferent to social prestige 
as he was averse to personal luxury and extravagance. His only pas¬ 
sions, so far as anyone knew, were success and money. And, in genuine 
honesty, he accounted himself a good citizen. Was he? Did he fulfill 
the concept of good citizenship held by the ordinary American? Stand¬ 
ard Oil was mure than a great business enterprise. It was one of the 
real, if uu.u kuowlodged, rulers ol the nation, and Rockefeller had made 
it so. Miss Tarbell’s honest, accurate account of the genesis of its 
sovereignty in which Rockefeller's partner, Rogers, had himself col¬ 
laborated- invited the American people to assess their complicity. 

This same embarrassing invitation was repeated by Lincoln Steffens’ 
remarkable studies of the actual working of municipal and state gov¬ 
ernments. Soon made available in lrook form as 1 he Shame of the 
Cities and The Struggle for Self Government, they enlisted popular 
support lor the progressive movement in national politics. During the 
first decade of the century, they furnished the most powerful of alljtn- 
fluetn es for tefurm. Hut, in origin, they were as accidental as Miss Tar- 
bell’.s hi-.tot v. NU t 'lure, having hired Steil'ens to join his stair as num- 
editor, sent him otf to the Middle West, to dig up material tor 
the magazine. In Chicago, Steffens learned that Joseph W. Folk, the 
prosecuting attorney of St. Louis, was unearthing sensational evidence 
of bribery ami corruption in the city’s government. He went to St. 
Louis, intet viewed hoik. Folk incredibly asserted that “it is good busi¬ 
nessmen that are lorrupting our bad politicians; it is good business 
that causes bud government - in St. Louis." And Steffens soon found 
himself launched tut the series of articles which, proving the truth of 
this assertion with respect to one after another great American city, 
shattered the complacency ot the Ameiican public. 

Steffens was a diminutive, wiry man whose rumpled hair, goatee 
and Rowing tie gave him the look of a.i artist; hut whose keen, rest- 
less ryes behind their spectacles suggested the scientist. lie was a little 
of both. The son of a wealthy California merchant, Steffens went to 
col leer, then on to Kuropc. He studied psychology with Wundt in Cier- 
matty, and ethics. He dabbled in music and art. He traveled widely, 
and 'continued his studies in Paris. His intention was to become a 
novelist. On his return to the United States, Ins lather unexpectedly 
Mopped his allowance. Steffens got himself a job as reporter on L L 
Godkm's Post. He covered Wall Street, mastering the realities ot high 
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finance. He covered the New York police department during the 
sensational “vice crusade” led by the clergyman Dr. Charles 11. Park- 
hurst; and he learned about the tie-up between the police ami'the 
criminal underworld. 

Steffens had developed a fascinated interest in men and motives 
and his studies in ethics had freed him from the conventional Ameri¬ 
can habit of dividing the human race into the morally good and the 
morally bad. He met all kinds of people on their own terms: reformers 
hke Parkhurst and Roosevelt; corrupt city bosses like Richard Croker, 
and their henchmen in the government, like Thomas F. Byrnes (In¬ 
grafting chief of police; great financiers like J. I>. Morgan, eminent 
captains of industry, corporation lawyers. Fluttered bv his genuine de¬ 
sire to understand their points of view, they all told’him the truth as 
they saw it. If he was shocked by learning that: men like Croker who 
frankly acknowledged that he was corrupt-were the paid, accredited 
agents of respectable men of affairs honored for their public spirit and 
civic morality, Steffens did not betray it. Like Miss Tarbelk he nude a 
practice of laying all his cards on the table. Ik- made friends with the 
political bosses and their grafting henchmen, lie placed hdure ,| u . m 
the evidence that he had accumulated, gave them an opportunity to 

thiriv-V^ nd " CVCr P u,,Iislu,<I “ ll thr discreditable facts 

that he had gathered. This shrewd precaution kept them in a state of 

lm ,i ,ik '" ,isc w-iM.tr. »a 

The facts which Steffens ..shed i„ A/rf.'W, were svnsadunU 

enough to provoke nationwide esdicmcnt. Ati.I .here soon emerged 
something even mote editing: a social pattvru, designed f,„ ,hc A- 

press purpose of ptock'dagatui-soeial results. Will, minor u-.,l 

out rt oceured on a uatioual scale. Steffens’ invention, ,1,, 
tut the paper government did not count. The consliiutiuu.d smirliirc 
dtd no, correspond with the aclual govern,,,™,. Aetuai " v “ 

SLo" i ‘“ ly "•***• «*«** 4 - private 

w o, hke Croker, worked for his own poriat aii die time 

Business, a ways requiring some form of privilege for i„ espansion o,' 
tts prospemy, favored this arrangement and , 

privilege could be bough, front a party boss. So ,1m ,„acl, Ac e ,.j 

worid mUhTgmfter' T? “f1‘' S " Wrm ““’ lk nniler- 

and the grafters. The whole arrangement was highly efficient; 
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cvervonc profited; everyone was satisfied. This was obvious from the 
fact that whenever a “reform” administration was elected, its tenure 
was brief; it was “bad for business," and the best businessmen saw to it 
that, the old machine was reinstated. Steffens concluded that, since the 
pattern occurred everywhere in the same form, then this universal evil 
must be, not an accidental consequence of the wickedness ol bad men, 
but the impersonal ettect of natural causes. 

Speaking in I.os Angelos, to a group of the city’s business leaders and 
other public spirited citizens, Stetfens was asked by the Episcopal bishop 
hmv the corrupt "system” had originated. His reply humorously ex¬ 
pressed his own diagnosis: "Most people, you know, say it was Adam. 
But Adam, you remember, he said that it was Kve, the woman, she did 
it. And Kve said no, no, it wasn’t she; it was the serpent. And that’s 
where you clergy have stuck ever since. Yon blame that serpent, Satan. 
Now l come ami l am trying to show yon that it was, it is, the apple.” 

For the truth that Stetfens was trying to drive home to the American 
people was the truth of their own moral complicity. It was only by 
their tacit consent that representative government had censed to repre¬ 
sent them, it was clear to him that “business turn do not want good 
government nuu h more than they want a representative dcttUR t.uy, 
that the people do not like good men and good government, or, let us 
say, professionally good men in oilier and unyielding good government. 
They both prefer ’bad’ government.” Why? Because nearly every 
American was in some respect involved by business '- and all business, 
great or small, had a common need ol privileges: franchises and special 
legislation, which required legislative corruption; protective tariffs, in¬ 
terpretations ol laws in their special interest or leniency or "protection” 
in the cniotvrmettf of laws, <.ailing for “pulls” with judges, prosecutors, 
and the polue. If time was a devil in the mess that devil was privilege; 
the remedy was to take down the prizes by wiping out privileges and 
all hope of privileges -as it were, to destroy the apple. 

To ,lu this, Stetfens in time came to believe, required nothing; less 
than a fundamental change in American culture: the iault could be 
traced to the American ideal of success, which set up the temptation oi 
pmvrr .uul tidies. Until that change could be wrought, Americans were 
likely to exist in the atmosphere oi a moral paradox, corrupt and eon- 
tented, busily striving to pervert the institutions of a democratic society 
to anti social ends. Was there not, indeed, something wrong in our ends 
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as well as in our beginnings, in what we arc after as well as what is 
after us, in American ideals as well as in American conduct and its 
causes? 

Meanwhile, Ray Stannard Baker had been looking into the relations 
of labor and capital for McClure's , reaching conclusions that reinforced 
those of Miss Tarbell and Steffens. Baker, horn in Michigan and a 
college graduate, cherished a lifelong desire to write fiction, and oc¬ 
casionally did so. He had been a reporter in Chicago, deeply interested 
in industrial conditions, when, after the publication of some of his 
stories, McClure invited him to join the staff of the magazine. A 
quizzical, scholarly-looking man, Baker was no academic theorist. I le 
soon came to be recognized as the greatest reporter in America. He 
had the gift of absorbing himself in his subject, no matter what, his sub¬ 
ject might be. Whereas Miss Tarbell restricted herself, in the main, to 
subjects in the field of economics, and Steffens dealt almost exclusively 
with politics, Baker was at home in both provinces, anti in many others 
also. He could write with equal authority about science and philosophy; 
the recondite iniquities of the railroads; the desperate social sit tuition of 
the Negro; the effort of the churches to meet the new spiritual unrest. 
This versatility sprang from the nature of his major interest. Like 
Henry Adams, he believed life to be a process of "education." He 
wanted to master the art of living in a crowded world. I le found that 
it was all-inclusive. 

Baker began his studies of the relations of labor and capital just when 
business was beginning to realize that labor organizations had come to 
stay. A series of prolonged, costly and violent strikes had raise. 1 a 
popular demand for labor and capital to get together. In some in¬ 
stances, Baker found, they had done so: organized labor and organized 
capital had joined forces and formed what was in effect a complete 
monopoly in various industries, thus enabling them to prey upon the 
public. He discovered the social phenomenon which a later nenrrution 
far more familiar with it, was to call “labor racketeering"; in that 
comparatively innocent day, certain large corporations bribed power¬ 
ful labor leaders, or secretly put them on their payrolls, charging the 
cost to their customers. This simple formula only took it out of the 
public. In regions where organized capital and organized labor were 
at war as in the mining camps and smelter towns of Colorado - 
neither obeyed the law; local governments were unable to control the 
situation, or prevent riots, bloodshed, destruction of valuable property, 
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with the result that a condition of anarchy prevailed. He looked into 
the city of San Francisco, where organized labor had won control of 
the political administration; had gained what were said to be the 
highest wages paid anywhere in America; and, politically, continued 
to represent the same business, vice, and criminal interests that had 
always been served by the machines of the two major political parties. 
Elsewhere, he found labor unions, in their elTort to recruit strength, 
depriving non-union men of “the right to work." He found the new 
employers’ associations seeking to use methods of despotism. All these 
conditions, baker argued, were symptoms of a disease which was cir¬ 
culating in the blood of the American people. For the evils were not 
sporadic. They were deliberately organized and generously financed. 
They represented the “way of life" which many Americans preferred. 
He concluded that “if we want self-government—not the name, but the 
real thing mentioned in the Declaration of Independence and the Con¬ 
stitution, we have got to work at it ourselves.” 

The import of baker’s articles, like those ol his colleagues, challenged 
the American people. Was it not true that they wanted good govern¬ 
ment without bring willing to contribute anything whatsoever, cither 
in time or in thought; they wanted something for nothing? What was 
the remedy ? balu-r thought he knew it: not new mechanisms, or a new 
system of government, however inciting they appeared to sanguine re¬ 
formers, hut mote knowledge, more understanding, more sense of ob¬ 
ligation on the part of all the people, more willingness to sacrifice im¬ 
mediate profit to future welfare. But, at the end of his life, reviewing 
the achievements of the muckraking movement, Baker ruefully ac¬ 
knowledged that “while there have been superficial improvements 
in forty years in the conditions we reporter!, the deeper-seated injustices 
remain, still unpurged. We are still far Irani the democracy of our 
vision," Had the pr.«ess of “education,” as a social remedy, failed? He 
amid only rcatlinn the profound truth of a quotation from Henrik 
Ibsen whii h be bad used nearly a hall century earlier: ‘ And men still 
call for special revolutions, for revolutions in politics, in externals. But 
all that sort of thing, is trumpery. It is the human soul that must re- 
volt.” 

Alter some years, Miss 'barbell. Baker, Steffens and Phillips, with 
other key members of McClure's staff, resigned in a body, bought the 
American Khi^vdnc, and undertook to conduct: if, along the McClure 
tines, as a co-operative enterprise. They added to their number William 
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Allen White and, even more importantly, Finley Peter Dunne, the 
creator of “Mr. Dooley.” Dunne, already famous the country over as 
Dooley, was the most valuable of recruits to muckraking; he offset its 
earnestness with robust humor. But though he m.ule the Ameiican 
people laugh, he also made them think. The edge of his irony was 
frighteningly sharp, especially to sacred cows. 

Dunne was a native of Chicago, the son of Irish immigrants who had 
prospered. The environment from which he sprang was bitterly por¬ 
trayed, in a later generation, by the novelist James T. Farrell; the con¬ 
trast between Dunne’s genial picture of it and Farrell’s indicated what 
marked changes in American life, and in the temper of the American 
mind, the interval had produced. At seventeen, Dunne became a re ¬ 
porter on a Chicago paper; ten years later he had invented the wise, 
witty, skeptical character who, for the rest of his life, practically dis¬ 
placed him. People didn’t know Dunne; they knew Dooley, and from 
Dunne they wanted nothing else. Dooley caught the national imagina¬ 
tion with his shrewd common sense, his impudent refusal to he awed 
by pretensions or prestige, his savage hatred of all shams and all torms 
of hypocrisy. He was a daring creation. America had never been with ¬ 
out its cracker-box philosophers. But Martin Dooley came oi the 
socially despised immigrant class, and was proud ot it. Worse still, his 
profession was disreputable; he was a barkeeper, et the nation soon 
found that the most penetrating criticism of its day-by-day life, the 
most deadly appraisal of its leaders and their policies, were issuing 
from a fictitious, fly-specked saloon on Archey Road. 

Dooley’s account of the symposiums held there were eagerly read 
throughout the country; they often shaped public opinion. They were 
anxiously followed by all men in public life, who had reason to dread 
the puncturing barb of Dooley’s scorn. Had he not marie Andrew 
Carnegie ridiculous? Had he not swept the American people into 
laughter at Teddy Roosevelt’s exorbitant vanity and egotism, with the 
result that Roosevelt genially, if nervously, courted his friendship? 
Dooley’s appeal was like a social plumb line. It not only struck the 
plain people at the bottom but reached to the intellectuals at the top. 
He was a favorite of such improbable readers as I hairy Adams and 
Henry James. He was, indeed, the only man of letters whom I ienry 
James expressed a wish to meet on his return to the United States. Mrs. 
Wharton arranged the meeting. It proceeded very like a scene from 
one of James’ later novels. Mr. Dooley floundered helplessly in the 
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heavy seas of James’ parentheses; thought that everything he said was 
splendid; hut wanted all the time to tell him, “Just ’pit it right up into 
Popper’s hand.” It was a characteristic Dooley reaction. 

Dunne was incorrigibly lazy, a hard drinker, given to outbursts o£ 
explicit profanity; he had wisdom, but could not apply it to Peter 
Dunne; he loathed writing, and ran away from it whenever he could. 
These were not qualities to inspire the admiration 6f Miss Tarbell who, 
although she had a punch, was a “lady”; or of the unhumorous Baker 
and dynamic Steffens. But his spell was irresistible, even to them. And, 
for all his skepticism, he shared their sanguine view of the American 
future, lie, too, loved his country too well not to feel confident that, 
granted time and patience, it would solve all its problems wisely; above 
all, with justice. He had a searching eye for evil, but his vision was of 
good, and his deepest conviction was that all souls arc alike before man 
as before Clod. 

la the Americanj Dunne continued to whet his irony on the living 
ilesh of native sacred cows: any tycoon befuddled by his own power; 
any self-appointed savior inflated with his gaseous panaceas; any nota¬ 
ble exemplar of hypocrisy and the money motives it concealed. What 
his colleagues were trying to drive home to the American people in 
their books, Dunne sometimes could distill in a single pungent sen¬ 
tence: “If ye’d turn on the gas in the darkest heart ye’d find it had a 
good raison for th’ worst things it done, a good varchous raison, like 
needin' th’ money or punishin’ th’ wicked or tachin people a lesson 
t„ lie more careful, or protectin’ th’ liberties of mankind, or needin’ th’ 
money.” Better than any of them, he knew the fitful nature of Ameri¬ 
can enthusiasm, to which they were all appealing. He had once likened 
it to a fire on an ice line: “It burns bright so long as ye feed it, an it 
looks good, but it don’t take hold, somehow, on th’ ice.” But he worked 
to keep the llame alive. I Ic was, as Dooley said of himself to his friend 
I Iennessey, “a post to hitch ye’er silences to.” 

Kven before the emergence of the American as the leading organ of 
muckraking, the movement launched by S. fi. McClure had spread to 
oilier publications, and began to engage some notable talents.^ None 
looked more picturesque, or proved to be more effective, than Thomas 
W. Lawson, the Boston stock-market speculator, whose Frenzied 
Finance, published serially in Everybody's , became a national sensa¬ 
tion. Lawson was a man with many grudges and, as the journalist 
Charles Edward Russell asserted, no one could tell how much of him 
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was business acumen, how much megalomania, how much love of the 
spotlight, how much resentment against his business associates, and 
how much a sincere desire to expose and correct great evils. In whatever 
proportion, all these figured among his motives, and the heady mixture 
gave his book an explosive force. 

Lawson, the son of a carpenter, had quit school at twelve, found a 
job in Boston’s financial center, and by the age of sixteen, through dar¬ 
ing speculation in stocks, had managed to acquire sixty thousand 
dollars. He lost it in one dazzling plunge, but he had won the formula 
of his later financial success. He proceeded to make, lose, and again 
make several fortunes in ways that were legal, legitimate, and perhaps 
not immoral. It was the heyday of great “promoters”; Iatwson hud a 
Napoleonic self-confidence, as well as a touch of Barnum’s genius for 
personal publicity. Conservative financiers deplored his panoplied 
forays into print, but the public enjoyed them, and he attracted the wide 
following he required for his schemes. A millionaire by the time he 
was forty, he was a man of arresting appearance, dark haired, blue 
eyed, heavy jawed, with the stocky, muscular build of a pugilist and 
the wardrobe of a fashion plate. 

Unlike most self-made millionaires, Lawson affected to despise 
Society. The sentiment, in Boston, was reciprocated with an amenity 
which itself was an insult. Never acceptable to the aristocrats of State 
Street, he was unable to secure membership in the Boston Stock Kx- 
change. But, if Society proposed to exclude him, Lawson saw to it that 
it should not have the added satisfaction of being able to ignore him. 
He provided himself with a costly home. He collected glittering paint¬ 
ings. He placed fabulous bets at the races; made widely publicized ef¬ 
forts to acquire an opera box; paid thirty thousand dollars to have a 
specimen carnation named for his wife. Gentility did not attempt to 
conceal its amusement at these antics of a commoner. Later, wishing to 
compete for the right to defend the America’s Cup against Sir Thomas 
Lipton—who greatly resembled him-—Lawson built, a racing yacht at a 
cost of some two hundred thousand dollars. The New York Yacht 
Club promptly excluded him from the preliminary trials; he was not a 
member. This was a severe social rebuff, and while Lawson made 
capital of it by insisting on his democratic right to compete for the 
privilege of representing his country, thus provoking a controversy 
which made headlines on both sides of the Atlantic, the outcome further 
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aggrieved him. After one unfortunate trial race, he ordered his costly 

yacht scrapped. _ . . , 

Meanwhile, Lawson had come into close business relations witn the 
group of magnates who dominated the affairs of the Standard Oil 
Company. Apparently, like the tycoons of State Street, they too dis¬ 
liked Lawson, and perhaps distrusted his unconventional, erratic ways. 
But they needed him, and were quite ready to use him. They were lone 
wolves who had discovered the mutual advantages of hunting as a 
pack; Lawson, never admitted to any pack, had made his isolation into 
independence, and his independence into a resource. He was to be per¬ 
mitted to run with the Standard Oil pack, but not belong to it. Pre¬ 
sumably, as an alliance against all lambs, the arrangement had its 
profitable uses for everyone concerned. At the turn of the century 
Lawson developed the most grandiose of his schemes. This was the 
creation of a super-trust in copper through the consolidation of great 
Western mining properties engaged in ruthless competitive war among 
themselves, and' collectively in violent strife with labor. For this project, 
Lawson succeeded in winning the support of H. H. Rogers, his closest 
associate in the Standard Oil group, and thus—in his view—the support 


of the corporation and its affiliated interests. 

Presently, the Amalgamated Copper Company was launched, with 
Lawson in command of stock-market operations. It was his job to 
dispose of the company’s securities; his name stood behind the irides¬ 
cent prospects of fortune devised to captivate the public. The plain 
people, as lie later declared, responded with alacrity; they promptly in¬ 
vested two hundred millions of dollars of their savings. But, in less 
than five years, Lawson found that he had been thoroughly tricked by 
his colleagues. I Ie also knew that: one hundred millions of dollars were 
lost thirty men committed suicide, and twenty previously reputable 
citizens went to the penitentiary, directly because of Amalgamated. He 
had unwittingly been nuule the instrument by which thousands upon 
thousands of investors in America and Europe had been plundered. 

Lawson had already begun denouncing his former associates in news¬ 
paper advertisements when Everybody's proposed that he write a series 
of articles, with their editor, John O’Hara Cosgrave, serving as literary 
collaborator. Lawson’s attack by means of advertising was unconven¬ 
tional; but did it amount to anything more than up-to-date strategy in 
an old-fashioned war? Exposure articles were quite another matter. 
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Inevitably, they would wash the dirtiest and most: private of linen in 
public. Tradition decreed that, however ferociously titans hauled with 
one another, their collective alliance against the public always remained 
in force. There were sound practical reasons for the rule of honor 
among thieves. Plundering might become a useless art if its technical 
secrets were revealed* Lawson was no more squeamish than his as¬ 
sociates, as his record proved—-but had he not been treated as a pariah, 
always pointedly excluded? He resolved to betray the ritual of the guild. 
He would have the satisfaction of revenge. And he would get it tinder 
the best of auspices, as a champion, now, of the plain people from whom 
he sprang. 

Miss TarbelPs history of Standard Oil, in process of publication, had 
paved the way for his story. Apparently, Lawson saw himself not only 
as the people’s champion, but as their leader in a national crusade 
against the entrenched power of wealth. His intention, he said, was 
reform: the whole nation must: no longer he taxed, in the stuck market, 
for the benefit of a few bandit magnates. His narrative had one claim 
to be regarded as unique, and Everybody's made the most of k; “for 
the first time in the history of High Finance we have the I hgh Priest 
tell it as it happened.” Lawson would withhold none uf the cold blooded 
facts; spare no individual, not even himself. For the inner clique of 
Standard Oil magnates, Lawson coined the dramatic name, “’rite 
System,” itself an indictment. As a document in finance, his book pro¬ 
fessed to explain, and to illustrate abundantly, its methods of operation; 
to show how it made money by fleecing the public, and how in the 
process it was enabled to extend its dominion by the constant addition 
of new provinces. None of the methods which Lawson described was 
actually new; most of them had been used by Daniel Drew, Com¬ 
modore Vanderbilt, and Jay Gould. But no writer before Lawson had 
ever been in a position to expound their interrelation, their contempo¬ 
rary refinements, their twentieth-century efficiency. 

Lawson did precisely this. The System, he alleged, was ultimately 
responsible to nobody, and was powerful enough to circumvent all 
legal restraints. He outlined its ramifications; its control of the re¬ 
sources of Standard Oil; by means of this, its indited control over the 
resources of a great bank; through this, its control over those of tho-e 
colossal insurance companies. These multiplied resources -actually, the 
people’s money to which, in theory, the System had no legal ;n cess - 
were, he charged, being diverted to its private speculative use; the pub- 
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lie’s funded savings were being employed to exploit the public, merely 
to further enrich a very small clique of millionaires. If Lawson’s charges 
were not true, they were obviously libelous. But no legal action was ever 
brought against Lawson or the magazine. 

However, Lawson’s story was not only a document in high finance; 
it was also a picture of one phase of American society. Here were a 
group of “ordinary Americans” who had risen to positions of vast 
power and public trust; who in their personal lives, as Lawson acknowl¬ 
edged, were exemplary; who nevertheless, in their economic function 
as trustees, deliberately used their position to betray the public interest, 
turning their command of credit to anti-social ends. Here was the 
American economic order as it looked from the inside: a nightmare of 
savagery, man returned to the jungle, still fashionably clad and boast¬ 
ing the ordinations and amulets of civilization a staggering showing. 
Lawson’s book, in its disclosures of reckless viciousness, seemed to show 
new capacities in the human spirit for the cruel and the avaricious. 

The plain people derived two impressions from Lawson’s vivid 
narrative. One was of the unscrupulous use of power by great capi¬ 
talists, The other had to do with the new age into which ^ they had 
moved without being aware of it—the age of finance capitalism. In it, 
the basis of power had shifted from the tangible possession of money 
and property to the control of credit. Credit was something intangible, 
and the people suspected that it was created by access to their resources. 
Whoever [>ossesseel absolute control of credit occupied the seat of ul¬ 
timate sovereignty. And who was this? Obviously, J. P* Morgan the 
elder. Lincoln Steffens, writing an article on Morgan as “the boss of all 
the bosses,” was merely setting forth what everyone knew. Everyone, 
as it turned out, but Morgan himself. For Morgan’s sense of his own 
position by no means corresponded with that of the public. 

After his article had been published, Steffens, at the Morgan bank 
one day, was summoned by a junior partner. I his man had laid the 
article on Morgan’s desk. Morgan had read it twice, and shaken his 
head. He professed not to understand it. The junior partner asserted 
that not only did Morgan have no conviction of absolute power but 
that as a matter of laet his power was not absolute; it was very limited. 
And he related an incident to prove this amazing assertion. Morgan 
“had discovered that he could not make the New York, New Haven 
and Hartford Railroad, which he controlled, buy its coal from a coal 
company he controlled, without the consent of Diamond Jim Brady. 
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He was so enraged that he was going to fight Brady; ‘if he did nothing 
else the rest of his life, he would lick that man.’ But he didn’t; he ac¬ 
cepted him, and the reason was that Brady represented a company in 
which the officers of the New Haven and other railroads held shares; 
the company had the exclusive privilege of selling supplies to these 
railroads.” 

Two decades later, this clubby, efficient arrangement figured profita¬ 
bly in the operations of tycoons like Al Capone anti Dutch Schultz. 
The American people then learned to describe it, not without admira¬ 
tion, as a racket. In the opening years of the century, however, though 
legitimate, respectable, and one of the normal economic blessings for 
which a system of free enterprise could be praised, information about 
it was very wisely held to be top secret. And why not? It brought a 
handsome profit to “insiders"; its costs were rightly borne by the in¬ 
vestors who were privileged to be represented by them; and they— 
ignorant alike of the mechanisms and the ethics of finance -could 
scarcely be expected to appreciate its esoteric beauty, bar better not to 
trouble the innocent investors with a managerial complexity so ob¬ 
viously beyond their understanding. 

This arrangement deeply impressed Steffens. A remarkable develop¬ 
ment, surely, since the ramifications of its business, influence, and power 
were so complex that even Morgan dared not touch it! Did it not sug¬ 
gest that the structure of American business was beginning to dupli¬ 
cate that of American politics? In both, apparently, the real bosses™ 
the men who were supposed to exercise absolute power--actually had 
to yield to the less powerful men whose support they required. Matty 
Americans had come to feel that the boss could not be eliminated from 
cither politics or business; and others were convinced that it would be 
undesirable to do away with him. 'I hey spoke hopefully of finding 
honest bosses. But didn’t the very conditions which made the boss 
necessary likewise operate to prevent him from remaining honest? It 
was his function to organize the control and distribution of privileges 
—the basis of prosperity. In discharging his obligation, could he re[(re¬ 
sent anything more than an efficient adjustment of competitive grafts? 
Steffens surmised that neither the privileged nor the unpnvi’legcd, 
neither the bosses nor the bossed, understood this or meant it. 

Perhaps the American people could not he expected to understand 
what was so transparently clear to a man like Steffens, who was cursed 
with an inconvenient propensity to philosophizing. But their education 
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was proceeding swiftly. Lawson had announced that he was going to 
cause a life-insurance blaze that would illuminate the policy holders’ 
world and expose the scoundrels who dwelt there. Life-insurance funds 
—the savings of the American people—were supposedly a “sacred 
trust. Lawson unkindly disclosed that they were being used as the 
private reserve of great financiers. Pulitzer’s World took up the charge, 
and dredged up a mass of evidence that substantiated it. How had 
these strange practices originated? S. S. McClure, like many another 
American, was shocked by them. On his staff there was a bright young 
journalist, a Yale graduate, Burton J. Hendrick. He assigned to him 
the task of tracing the history of the insurance business. Hendrick’s 
articles, presently published in book form as I he Story of Life In¬ 
surance, informed the public and contributed to bringing about the in¬ 
vestigation undertaken by Charles Evans Hughes. Hendrick who 
was later to become the historian of the “age of big business ’ went on 
to study the origins of outstanding American fortunes. His researches, 
and the more exhaustive ones which resulted in a monumental History 
of the Great American Fortunes by the socialist Gustavus Myers, fur¬ 
nished abundant historical precedent for tactics still operative in the 
twentieth century. Unfortunately, the effect of these excursions into 
the American past was to tarnish many illustrious reputations. Was 
not this perhaps unjust? A finicking discrimination in ethics could 
only have impeded the unselfish labors of those eminent ordinary 
Americans” for whom Jay Gould had spoken in protesting that "We 
have had the country rich, we have developed the country. . . .” 

The eminent Americans resurrected by Hendrick and Myers had 
long since gone to their eternal reward. But Charles Edward Russell 
studied some of their exemplary successors who were still alive. Pie was 
moved to inquire, not without impertinence, “Where Did You Get It, 
Gentlemen?” in a series of articles that traced the beneficent activities 
of William C. Whitney, Charles T. Yerkes, Thomas F. Ryan, and other 
current models for the emulation of youth—modest men, all of them, 
yet never so shy or so sated that they refrained from embracing op¬ 
portunity with tender affection. As Russell pointed out, a salutary les¬ 
son was taught by the good works that had brought them, not only 
honor, but generous increase. Why need any American remain poor? 
Their ways and gates to wealth, still open to all, were neither strait nor 
narrow. 

Russell likewise undertook an equally disturbing study of the packing 
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industry. His articles, later issued in a book as The Greatest Trust in 
the World , exasperated that conscientious reformer President Theodore 
Roosevelt. For they stirred up public resentment to a pitch that dis¬ 
pleased certain powerful Republican colleagues. Had not William E. 
Lorimer, the Republican boss of Chicago who was later to be, expelled 
from the Senate, assured the President that the meat packers were con¬ 
ducting their vast enterprises wholly in the public interest ? 1 lad not 
James R. Garfield, son of an earlier President and now Commissioner 
of Corporations, gone to Chicago, made a formal inquiry, and reported 
to Roosevelt that Lorimer’s contention was sound? Ironically, however, 
it was Russell s book that furnished the Interstate Commerce Commis¬ 
sion with a basis for subsequent action against the packers. 

Russell was the son of an Iowa editor who had been one of the 
founders of the Republican party. Schooled at St. Johnsbury, Vermont, 
■he had found himself in the very “citadel of privilege-,” a town feudally 
ruled by a single family of wealthy manufacturers who were not sloth¬ 
ful in business, fervent in spirit, serving the Lord. 1 lis observations had 
led him to deduce that in a so-called democracy they were clothed with 
autocratic power; without mandate from the people thev were the 
government. And he saw there the germs of the old struggle between 
power and the masses. Returning to Iowa, he had become a single-taxer 
and a free-trader; he was, still later, to become a socialist. Meanwhile 
his father, fighting the tyranny of the railroads over the Middle-West¬ 
ern farmer, lost his paper. Russell migrated to New York, worked as 
a reporter covering the police courts and the slums of the East .Side- 
joined Pulitzer’s staff on the World and rose to the position of city 
editor; later helped William Randolph Hears! to found the Chicago 
American. By inclination a poet and a biographer, Russell had retired 
from newspaper work to write books when the unwelcome call came 
to make a study of the packing industry. Though one of the greatest 
of the muckrakers, lie regarded this activity us purely incidental. He 
was, he said, only “a side-line reformer.” 

Russell was, however, a passionately earnest man whose conviction 
of the necessity for democracy had the force of a religious creed, and 
whose inherited anger toward those who had stripped the Western 
middle class of its former strength still burned fiercely. And this sub¬ 
ject was one made to his hand, for it involved the railroads. Russell 
knew that the cattle raisers of the country had long writhed under a 
system by which they were deprived of a normal market and forced to 
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accept whatever prices the packing-house combination might offer. He 
knew that the growers of fruit and vegetables, and the produce com¬ 
mission merchants, were subject to their lawless exactions, because 
they owned the refrigerator cars which the railroads “borrowed” for 
the transportation of perishable foodstuffs. Here, then, was a bandit 
monopoly which reached into every American home. By collusive ar¬ 
rangement, the packers and the railroads were able to maintain the 
economic paradox of abundant crops and fabulously high prices, while 
keeping the Western producers in a condition of helpless debt and 
vassalage. 

In his campaign, Russell was notably assisted by a parallel investiga¬ 
tion of the railroads undertaken by Ray Stannard Baker. Among other 
conditions, Baker exposed their practice of political corruption by 
means of powerful legislative and Congressional lobbies, and the in¬ 
fluence which they exercised over public opinion through a secret pub¬ 
licity agency furnished with millions of dollars for the purpose of buy¬ 
ing the press. Baker, keeping to his role of a dispassionate analyst, went 
to see the great packer Armour—and to his surprise, found that he 
liked him. Bor Armour was not a rich idler, wasting his patrimony; he 
might have enjoyed an eight-hour day, but he didn’t. He hadn’t wanted 
10 take control of the family enterprise, but it fell out that there was no 
one else to step in and take charge of its affairs, or to protect the in¬ 
terests of many oilier people. Baker soon found that the great machine 
in which Armour was a cog, albeit an important one, drove him as he 
would never have dared to drive his own workmen. Was not the great 
magnate a sort of slave to industry, with no union to protect him, a 
man held in his place on the wheel as firmly as any Polish butcher who 
knifed hogs in the Armour packing house? 

Here was an American riddle. Armour appeared to be genuinely 
benevolent in intention. Forthrightly, to Baker, he commended compe¬ 
tition as the only fair regulator of industry, asserting that the law of 
supply and demand was the only law that could operate successfully. 
Yet, he was also secretly doing his best to prevent competition and 
build up monopoly in every business in which he was concerned. Very 
obviously, he wanted free competition for the people who dealt with 
him; and he wanted unrestricted power to do away with competition 
when he dealt with them. Armour was not intellectually dishonest. He 
was willing to make an implied admission of the evils of the system 
under which he was thriving. But his defense, like his paradoxical po* 
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sition, was one with which Americans were to become increasingly 
familiar during the next forty years. Armour merely asserted that even 
if he should step aside the man who took his place would be forced to 
play the game just as he did. Armour believed himself to be a good 
citizen. Like the railroad owners, he and his associates did not scruple 
to buy legislators, congressmen, and the press. The two systems of cor¬ 
ruption worked hand in hand, in a joint conspiracy against the public. 
Were men like Armour—as Baker felt—victims of conditions imposed 
by the economic order? Were they—as Russell charged—deliberate, 
malevolent enemies of the people? Or, perhaps, were they both? Some 
day, the American people would be forced to decide. 

Baker’s dispassionate analysis and Russell’s angry indictment made 
the American people resentful, and so exasperated President Theodore 
Roosevelt. But they did not result in immediate reforms. The agent of 
reform was a novelist, who stirred up a whirlwind of national fury 
that overwhelmed a reluctant President and an obdurate Congress. 
During a bitter strike in Chicago’s Packingtown, the socialist maga¬ 
zine Appeal to Reason commissioned young Upton .Sinclair to go there, 
live among the workers, and write a novel about their plight. Sinclair 
was an unhappy man, oppressed by an intolerable injustice in human 
affairs, convinced that only brotherhood and honesty could solve the 
world’s ills, and already embarked upon an assault against organized 
society. He had a profound belief in his own literary genius; he wanted 
to write great poetry and great novels about the American scene. He 
was achieving prominence in the Socialist Party. I le had won brief 
notoriety in literary circles with The journal of Arthur Stirling, a novel 
about a writer very like himself. The commission from the Appeal to 
Reason excited him. 

Sinclair went to Packingtown, lived for seven weeks among the 
striking workers, and then wrote his novel. He intended it to portray 
a representative example of capitalist oppression of the working class. 
He wrote it in a blistering rage that spared no circumstance of the 
degradation, the squalor, or the misery which bound the immigrant 
workers in the slaughterhouses, which made their human prospect 
hopeless. But it was neither this theme, nor Sinclair's powerful treat¬ 
ment of it, that made The Jungle a national sensation. As an incentive 
to reform, the novel was to have a social effect greater than that of any 
American work of fiction since Uncle Tom's Cabin -yet this effect was 







“%_aising the Tone of ‘Democracy” 303 

neither foreseen, nor planned, by Sinclair. It was produced by a few 
pages, regarded by Sinclair as merely incidental to the development of 
his major theme. In those pages, he had furnished gruesome details 
about meat production: the casual grinding of rats, refuse and even 
employees into beef products—the generally foul conditions under 
which the meat was prepared. 

Horror, disgust, and fury swept across the country. The gruesome 
details accomplished what exposures of economic and social injustice, 
of political corruption, had not succeeded in bringing about. Yet these 
exposures had not been without effect, for they confronted the Ameri¬ 
can people with a pattern of conduct that menaced their freedom. And 
even for Sinclair’s gruesome details—which deposited certain dubious 
results of the pattern on every American dining table—the way had 
been prepared. There had been a long investigation of the poison 
trust”; the patent-medicine industry which, in a country of some eighty 
million people, was doing an annual business valued at approximately 
fifty-nine millions of dollars. Here, also, there emerged an insidious 
threat to the daily life and health of the average American. And the 
threat issued from an alliance of uncontrolled greed with, apparently, 
uncontrollable power. Samuel Hopkins Adams—later to become widely 
known as a novelist and biographer—told the whole story in The Great 
American Fraud, and this book, too, caused a sensation. 

Adams proved that the nostrums distributed by the “poison trust” 
were medicinally worthless. Many were only substitutes for intoxicat- 
ing liquor. Others were massively doped with habit-forming drugs. 
Still others contained ingredients which, if consumed in sufficient quan¬ 
tity, would cause death. All these nostrums were freely purchasable; 
one or another was likely to be found in most American homes. Adams 
proved that, in their advertising contracts, the leading manufacturers 
bound the newspapers to aid their fight against hostile legislation. He 
showed that they maintained legislative lobbies in many states. When, 
as a result of Adams’ book, public clamor caused the writing of a 
regulatory law, the public learned more about the power of the trust. 
The bill was called up for debate in the Senate. But the power of the 
trust reached even into that august body. Senator Nelson B. Aldrich 
whom many Americans considered the real political boss of the United 
States -vigorously opposed passage of the regulatory law, which was 
designed to bring the traffic under Federal control. His argument was 
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one that the American people would hear again and again in the 
future. Aldrich fought the bill in the name of popular as against 
“bureaucratic” government. 

Could the people, then, look to their government to defend their 
interests—to protect all of them against exploitation by various small 
groups of “ordinary Americans” whose prosperity seemingly depended 
upon the success of conspiracy? Sitting one day in the press gallery of 
the United States Senate, Charles Edward Russell looked down on 
well-fed and portly gentlemen, every one of whom, as the reporters 
knew perfectly well, was there to represent some private (and preda¬ 
tory) interest. Was it not true that “strictly speaking we had no Senate; 
we had only a chamber of butlers for industrialists and financiers”? 

The articles which this question suggested to Russell were written, 
not by him, but by the novelist David Graham Phillips. It was Phillips’ 
savage series, “The Treason of the Senate,” that inspired the President’s 
denunciation of the muckrakers. Roosevelt explained that he wanted to 
let in light and air but had no desire to let in sewer gas; he professed 
his abhorrence of slanderous and mendacious attacks upon men in 
public life and upon men engaged in public work. But the real reason 
for his anger was one that he did not state. Phillips had struck the most 
sensitive spot in the anatomy of all “practical politicians”—and was 
not the President one of them? Had he not genially assured the rail¬ 
road magnate E. H. Harriman that “we are both practical men?” In 
the President s sense, Phillips was not a practical man. He was an 
extreme idealist. He was not of those who are always perfectly con¬ 
tent with things as they are and recognize clearly in them the divine 
command, to oppose which is impiety toward God and treason against 
the State. He believed in truth. He refused to compromise it. 

Phillips was reluctant to undertake the series of articles. Despite the 
nationwide agitation that it caused, he always considered it the one 
failure of his career. This was ironical; he would be remembered 
chiefly for that “failure.” He did not live long enough to see its out¬ 
come. It proved to be a major influence in producing the Seventeenth 
Amendment to the Constitution, which provided for the direct election 
of senators by the people—a radical change which, in the opinion of 
many Americans, subsequently transformed the Senate, making it a 
frequent source of progressive social legislation. 

Phillips had resigned an editorship on Pulitzer’s World to devote 
himself to fiction. A tall, handsome man of forty, his friends all 
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believed that he was destined to become a major novelist. He wanted 
to produce an American Com&die Humaine, and had already found 
his theme. Was not society being perverted by the madness of much 
wealth? Was it not to this madness that the old moralities, the old 
modes of life, that had constituted the bases of a past democracy, were 
yielding? If any democracy was to survive, the old moralities and 
modes of living would have to be replaced by new ones, and the effort 
of society to develop these seemed to Phillips the greatest of con¬ 
temporary themes. It was for this reason that Mrs. Wharton, in her old 
age, deplored the oblivion that had overtaken his novels, and insisted 
that he was among the most significant of modern American writers. 
But the theme, in one of its aspects, rang out in his series of articles on 
the Senate. 

Phillips prefaced his articles with the Constitutional definition: 
“Treason against the United States shall consist only in levying war 
against them, or in adhering to their enemies, giving them aid and 
comfort.” He concentrated on the second half, showing how it was 
exemplified by senator after senator; men who represented railroads, 
industrial corporations, owners of mines—all the myriad vested inter¬ 
ests of the nation’s economic order, but never the interests of the 
nation’s people, lie showed the absolute control exercised by Senator 
Aldrich, Republican boss and majority leader, whose function it was 
to reconcile compet ing claims and satisfy all members of the economic 
and financial constituency. He demonstrated that Aldrich, in matters 
of practical politics, worked closely with Senator Gorman, leader of 
the Democratic minority. 

To the pictures of business conducted as a conspiracy against the wel¬ 
fare of the people, Phillips added one of government by conspiracy. 
But, like Bttker and Steffens, he pointed to something far more sig¬ 
nificant than individual corruption. Was not corruption merely a 
symptom ? Was it not the indication of a process, a slow and pervasive 
decay that was occurring in government precisely as it was occurring 
in business ? Did not this decay have its origin in a moral deterioration 
to which the entire nation was subject? Phillips surmised that the root 
of evil was to be found, not in politics or in business, but in the moral 
outlook of the American people. Indeed, was not their outlook an ex¬ 
plicit sanction? 

If it was a sanction, what was its effect upon the lives of the less 
fortunate? Those who still read the American dream as a reality could 
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take comfort from the story of Owen Kildare, a Bowery hoodlum 
rescued by love, who in manhood made himself a respectable citizen 
and an educated man, and wrote My Mamie Rose to prove that the 
social regeneration of an outcast remained possible. But other observers 
were not so sanguine; and one, with a knowledge of the lower depths 
quite as extensive as Kildare’s, disconcertingly reported that misery, 
too, had developed its own form of conspiracy against the social order. 

This was Josiah Flynt, who at the turn of the century serialized in 
McClure's The Powers That Prey and The World of Graft , two re¬ 
markable studies of the underworld which shocked many decent 
Americans by making vividly clear the role of a criminal class in the 
national economy. Flynt was the nephew of the venerated Frances K. 
Willard, crusader for prohibition and ardent sttlfragist, whom death 
had only lately removed from the idolatry of women’s clubs and the 
embattled churchly. There was a remarkable lack of family resem¬ 
blance between the aunt and nephew. They appealed to quite different 
audiences. 

Flynt had been born in circumstances of relative afllucncr, f lis father 
was editor of a Chicago newspaper, and he might have looked for¬ 
ward to opportunity and privilege as his normal destiny. Instead, in 
boyhood, he often took to the road as a vagrant. I le lived for long 
periods among the outcasts and hoboes who preyed on the prosperous; 
he mastered their argot and adopted their manners; he was accepted by 
them on terms of equality. Intelligent, handsome, obstinately self- 
willed, he found the temptation to sink into the underworld irresistible. 
He indulged it whenever it came over him. He was committed to a 
reformatory as a result of one escapade. Later, he went to college, and 
to the University of Berlin. In Europe, as in the Unite! States, he 
lived mainly among the disinherited, and though lie sought out 
Tolstoy, Ibsen, and other famous writers, he found his chosen friends 
among criminals, tramps, the damned and the best. 

In his books, fdynt reported on their life as they saw it, with a 
cynicism, a hardness, and an indifference to morality which he deeply 
shared with them. He was no slummor, and no reformer. I le saw that 
his friends were the inevitable product of a social system- - hut he had 
no particular desire to change the system. He was, however, very 
willing to acquaint society with the cost of its mores. 'Hie cost, he as¬ 
serted was payable not only in human degradation, but in a perpetual 
guerilla warfare waged against the social order by those whom it at- 
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tempted to outlaw. Society, achieving its economic purposes through 
corruption at the top, should not be surprised, Flynt thought, by 
finding that it had also succeeded in generating corruption at the 
bottom. 

He reported upon the operations of the criminal class in a number 
of American cities. He showed the methods by which they carried on 
their war against organized society. Financiers and industrialists cor¬ 
rupted the lawmakers; criminals in precisely the same way corrupted 
the police. For money, the police would not only protect their depreda¬ 
tions, but often suggest them, and the alliance frequently extended to 
higher officials and to political bosses. Why should Americans be 
shocked by learning that those whom they employed to protect their 
property were profitably conspiring to steal it? Was not that the ac¬ 
cepted way of economic life, the process resorted to by the great 
magnates in dealing with the courts and the legislatures? This under¬ 
sized, delicate, somewhat effeminate-looking man, who drank to excess, 
who took drugs, who despised respectability and conventional moral¬ 
ity; who astonished his literary friends by an ability to change com¬ 
pletely before their eyes merely by shifting his gait, altering the move¬ 
ments of his hands and eyes, and talking rapidly in a strange, un¬ 
familiar language; who was often hard put to extricate himself from 
the criminal plans of his associates—this maverick had the temerity to 
declare that the police, not the criminals, were principally responsible 
for crime. Worse still, he traced the ultimate responsibility to society 
itself, to the “best people.” He reported that the criminals were con¬ 
vinced that society wanted no change, that it would not support re¬ 
forms. If it believed in reform, why did it tolerate corruption among 
its police? Why, in fact, did it resort to corruption itself? 

This same question was asked by a professional reformer. It was the 
very point of Judge Ben B. Lindsey’s The Beast, which soberly re¬ 
corded some of the more conspicuous achievements of democracy. 
Lindsey had set up the first juvenile court in the country. Long ex¬ 
perience with delinquents had convinced him that crime sprang, not 
from character, but from economic environment. What determined 
the environment? Lindsey asserted that it was ruthless private greed, 
flowering in an irresponsible capitalism. This had produced “the rule 
of the plutocracy,” with its inseparable evils of privilege and corruption. 
Who were the enemies of society? The delinquents, whom society was 
cynically willing to have transformed into habitual criminals? The 
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hardened offenders, graduates of penal institutions designed to produce 
nothing else? Lindsey suggested that the true enemies of society were 
respected men in public life. Men like the governor of Colorado, who 
had conferred on great corporations the right of naming members of 
the state’s highest court. Men like the officers of those corporations; 
seeking special privileges, they did not hesitate to acquire them by 
subverting justice and flouting the law. 

What Lindsey affirmed about the economic basis of crime was cor¬ 
roborated by another reformer. Robert Hunter, a member of the 
privileged class, had many years of experience as a social worker, and 
he had become a socialist. In Poverty , he made an extended study of the 
existence to which the rise of an industrial plutocracy had condemned 
large segments of the American city population. It 'challenged many 
comfortable assumptions of the middle class. Was there, indeed, only 
one offense which democratic capitalism found unforgivable - failure? 

The trouble with the poor, Hunter suggested, was nothing more than 

poverty. 


As the years passed, the mirror of the muckrakers reflected one after 
another facet of American society. Probably never before in the nation’s 
history had there developed so swiftly as varied, vigorous, and fearless 
a criticism of the existing social order. As the movement gathered 
momentum, the writers abandoned all pretense of mere objective re¬ 
porting. They became crusaders. They investigated, indicted, prose¬ 
cuted, passed judgment. Above all, they tried to move the American 
people to demand social change. Anti the people began to respond. 
Whenever a political leader rose to undertake their defense, they 
rallied to him. Io Iheodore Roosevelt, campaigning for a second 
term on the issue of reform. They supported him the more enthusi- 
astica ly for knowing that he was no visional y- that he had been 
schoded at the very headquarters of corruption anti privilege, in the 
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capitalist system. Again and again, he warned the great magnates that 
their obstinate unwillingness to adjust themselves to the new spirit 
abroad in the land was making it difficult for him to discharge that 
mission. 

The new spirit was a spirit of unrest. Demand for reforms—political, 
economic, social—became insistent. From the articles and books of the 
muckrakers, the American people were fitting together, as if it were 
in a jigsaw puzzle, a kind of total picture. They realized, with dismay, 
that economic privilege, political corruption, and social injustice were 
not isolated areas of evil; that they were, in fact, interrelated and inter¬ 
dependent. And this insight made action imperative. For it revealed 
the appalling extent to which their existence, their environment, and 
their government had slipped from their control. It convinced them 
that the democratic way of life was in grave jeopardy; that it must be 
rescued quickly if it was to be preserved at all. 

So the mood of the people swept Theodore Roosevelt’s “square 
deal” beyond the limits which he had set for it. It was, in time, to 
sweep Roosevelt himself to his platform at Armageddon. Reform was 
in the air, a menace to any obstructive agencies. Conservatives like 
Leslie M. Shaw, former Secretary of the Treasury, confessed that they 
were alarmed by the trend of things in this connection. But wiser men 
of the same persuasion, like the corporation lawyer Samuel Untermycr, 
shrewdly detected advantages in the inevitable. One reform, control of 
the railroads, Untermycr comfortingly reported to his fellows, “saved 
us from Government ownership of the railroads, as the like Regulation 
of Industrial Corporations will save us from Socialism.” The people 
didn’t: want socialism, either—but they may have been a trifle perplexed 
at finding the representatives of privilege playing on their team. It 
would be long before they were able to evaluate so novel a tactic. For 
the moment, they felt that every victory m reform was a spur to further 
conquests. The tide of popular impatience, of determination to achieve 
the largest: possible measure of social democracy, rose to its crest. 
Woodrow Wilson was elected to the presidency. And there came the 
far-reaching changes produced by the “new freedom” of his first term. 

In k)o 6, Edwin E, Slosson, a scholarly and versatile writer, had 
attempted to appraise the literature of exposure as it would be viewed 
fifty years later. He predicted that it would be accounted a true intel¬ 
lectual force, a vital element in the creative activities of later years. It 
was, he asserted, a reality in the mental life of the American people, 
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and it had accomplished a great purpose, for they would be sounder 
more sincere, more fearless in right doing because of it. 

“The public conscience has been awakened," Slosson said, “and 
wrong-doers have been stricken with wholesome fear. But henceforth 
the work of exposing evil must be transformed into a steady-going, 
constructive effort to prevent it. . . b> 

Forty years later, the advice still held good. 

[3] EVANGELISTS AND ENTERTAINERS 

By the fourth decade of the century, many of the publications famous 
in the era of Bok and McClure had disappeared. Yet the American 
people continued to receive both guidance and inspiration from their 
favorite magazines. The messianic tradition had nut lapsed. The plain 
people were being exhorted to courage, hope, renewal ambition. They 
were being assured that the age of opportunity had not closed. To the 
contrary; it stretched, dazzlingly, into the future. The American 
alchemy that transmuted today’s hut idea into tomorrow’s cold million 
still worked. The most incandescent ideas were simple ones, the kind 
that might occur to anyone. Or nearly anyone. .Such was the cheering 
burden of the “success stories" appearing in the most popular maga¬ 
zines. The formula had become classic. 

Certainly the formula had “worked" for two powerful publishers- 
De Witt Wallace of the Reader's Digest, and Henry R. Luce , of Time, 
Life, and hortune. Both had started with simple ideas and small 
capital in the giddy, gaudy nineteen-twenties. Now, both were big 
business, of a stature and scope probably inconceivable to either Bok or 
McClure. Ihe Reader's Digest, born in a Greenwich Village basement 
with a shears and paste pot instead of a silver spoon, had eleven million 
readers. It appeared in English, Spanish, Fortuguese, .Swedish, Finnish 
and Arabic. It had an edition in Braille. It was even inscribed on 
phonograph records. No less inspiring was the saga of the Luce publi¬ 
cations. Ihese had sprung from a sehoollwiy’s fanciful notion. One of 
them, said to reach twenty-two million Americans every week, could 
claim to be the most widely read periodical in the world. If Wallace 
and Luce preached the old verities and the old faith, who could say that 
they were not justified by their personal experience? 

The evangelical tone of the Reader's Digest presumably was an in¬ 
herited characteristic. Wallace and his wife, its chief editors, came from 
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families having a strong vocation for the pulpit. A lively idea struck 
Wallace after the First World War. “We’re living in a fast-moving 
world. People are anxious to get at the nub of matters.” Would they 
not welcome a periodical which, saving them time and effort, kept 
them abreast of their own dizzying speed ? From “leading magazines,” 
Wallace would select articles of “enduring significance” These he 
would boil down, concentrating their essence. Without advertising, 
they could be packaged in compact form. A pocket-sized booklet would 
be portable anywhere. Thus, it would be available during infrequent 
moments of pause. It could fertilize the marginal total of daily inertia. 
Under the Wallace plan, Americans, too busy to read what was pro¬ 
duced for their pleasure and information, were insured against being 
uninformed. A very slight effort*—easily accomplished while hustling— 
would make them contemporary with their world. In their pockets or 
purses reposed the synoptic wisdom of the best minds. They need do 
very little more than look. 

In 1922, the Wallaces sent the first issue of their magazine to fifteen 
hundred subscribers. One generation earlier, the American reading 
public had taken in their stride the long, hard dissertations put out 
every month by McClure. Now, they were being invited to absorb 
a capsular feast; some thirty pellets, each containing two thousand 
words or less. When the Reader's Digest had attained the prominence 
of a national institution, captious critics emphasized this difference in 
intellectual fare. In their view, it indicated a process of mental regres¬ 
sion. Almost certainly, they were wrong. Did not the Wallace idea 
have an honorable ancestry? President Eliot of Harvard, with his 
“five foot shelf” of Indispensable classics, could be reckoned as among 
its forefathers. So could the Literary Digest and Living Age, both 
excerpters of other periodicals, which in their day had been, like 
aspidistras and pyrographed knieknacks, standard equipment in the 
parlors of America’s most intellectual homes. The desire to obtain a 
maximum of information with a minimum of effort was nothing new. 
Nor was it peculiarly American. The most sacred of books attributed 
it to Adam. 

After twenty years of publication, Wallace made two comments 
on his magazine. It was, he said, dedicated to the effort “to promote a 
Better America, with capital letters, with a fuller life for all, and with 
a place for the United States of increasing influence and respect in 
world affairs.” By preference, it treated subjects which “come within 
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range of interests, experience, and conversation of the average 
person.” In the light of its wide appeal, these statements made the 
Digest seem an approximately accurate register of the mental and 
spiritual climate in which many Americans were living. 

One odd conclusion about that climate was likely to occur to any 
attentive student of the magazine. It suggested that the average Amer¬ 
ican, although mentally at home in his fast-moving environment, was 
spiritually adrift in it. His mind lived happily in 'the present, but his 
heart apparently yearned for the past. Why else should the Digest, 
most resolutely “inspirational’’ of all major periodicals, likewise be the' 
most nostalgic in its general tone? Its “success stories,” dealing with the 
technique of getting ahead in the realm of practical affairs, offered 
stimulating models for emulation. Genially, persuasively, these minia¬ 
ture biographies of the victorious asserted the continuing validity of 
traditional virtues. Ambition, self-reliance, enterprise, thrift, and hard 
work were shown to issue in material prosperity and happiness. If 
this held true, need any American fail, or he discontented? The Digest 
seldom conceded that any ground for unhappiness existed. Yet* its 
articles dealing with what may be called “the art of living" often pro¬ 
duced a melancholy impression. From them one inferred that, however 
armed with the traditional virtues, many Amcrk.ms were, in fan, 
neither conspicuously prosperous, nor consciously happy. 

For the Digest expounded the philosophy of the stiif upper lip. It 
counseled the discovery of the materials of happiness in resources 
too often neglected: writing letters, listening to the sound of breakfast 
eggs frying on the stove, making new acquaintances, cultivating some 
hobby costing nothing. Most of all, it emphasized the spiritual rewards 
of material poverty. It affirmed that the happiest people were mostly 
poverty stricken. It extolled comparative poverty as a way of escape 
from the laminated multiplicities of modern American life. It declared 
that genuine values in living are not based on superficial things, on 
printed paper money or oversttiffed upholstery or underslung sedans, 
but on something deeper, vital, spiritual. The Digest did not neglect 
the gospel of material success, so easily achieved. But it also argued, and 
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Did this apparent inconsistency have its source in the circumstances 
of average American life? Every American craved the satisfactions of 
a well-gadgetted existence, and praised the merits of a simple one 
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while trying to avoid it. He wanted to believe that the highroad to 
wealth was still open to all. But the assumption was one which his 
environment and experience made increasingly dubious. Did he not 
need to be assured that, remaining poor, he should not feel humiliated; 
that, lacking the printed paper money, he could be certain of the deeper 
spiritual gold? A wide gulf stretched between the standards of the 
society in which he lived, and his personal chances of approximating 
them. What wonder, then, if his heart rebelled against its “laminated 
multiplicities”? 

Certainly the “better America” projected by the Digest, where 
there would be “a fuller life for all,” bore little resemblance to the 
actual America of the nineteen-forties: largely urban, highly indus¬ 
trialized, with an economy dominated by massive concentrations of 
capital. It looked very much more like the America affectionately re¬ 
membered by those who were middle-aged: a land of prosperous small 
towns, kindly neighbors, independent economic units, and unlimited 
opportunity for the industrious—where the daily life of the average 
American had justified his faith that “a man’s best assets are his health, 
a stout heart, confidence in his own integrity.” Could that America be 
recovered, its vanished way of life reinstated? The Digest, in making 
nostalgia a vision, and memory a hope, probably spoke for the dis¬ 
contented hearts of a large proportion of its readers. Whatever their 
economic situation, they could take courage from its confident opti¬ 
mism, consolation from its creed of fortitude. And they could agree 
that “most of us can at; best own only a small piece of earth, but the 
vast skies are ours for a glance.” 

Like the Wallaces, Henry R. Luce enjoyed the advantage of evan¬ 
gelical antecedents. He was born in China, where his parents were 
Presbyterian missionaries; he may therefore have come naturally by 
the desire to improve his fellow-men. In any case, the desire arrived 
early, with an overtone of duty. At school, in the United States, he and 
his friend Briton I hidden reached the conclusion that most people 
were not well informed and that something should be done. This pert 
conceit bore fruit: three years after their graduation from Yale, where 
Luce, among other collegiate honors, acquired the key of Phi Beta 
Kappa, certifying him as one surpassingly well informed. In 1923, they 
sent out the first issue of Time, the “weekly newsmagazine.” Seven 
years later, Hadden having meanwhile died, Luce launched Fortune , 
a monthly periodical which surveyed the economic and financial 
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aspects of American capitalism. He bought the old humorous wa 
Life, in 1936, and completely transformed it. It proved to be so por 
in its new guise that, within a decade, one of every six Americans 
reading it. 

In principle, Time, like the Reader’s Digest, proposed to equilib 
Americans in their fast-moving world. It was afflicted by no nosta 
for the past. Its interest in American yesterdays was slight, and ch 
antiquarian. Time spoke up briskly for the immediate. If the tom 
the Digest was as sweetly simple as an old-fashioned valentine, tha 
Time was as smardy sophisticated as a Broadway revue. Invit 
readers to enjoy the play of world events as a comedy, its bre 
columns mocked the shibboleths of all moralists, and the pompousr 
of the earnest. To be informed by Time was a little like having 
dream of being back in school, and finding the teacher to be Et 
Merman. 


Like Variety, the magazine of show business, Time expressed it: 
in an institutional idiom. Announced purposes of this innovati< 
brevity, vividness. Probable reasons: innate skepticism, wish to 
distinctive. Principal idiosyncrasies bemusing to old-fashioned reade 
a propensity to inverted sentences and baby-talk agglutinations (“ra 
orator, cinemoppet”); a Phi Beta Kappruriency converting bai 
strip-teasers into sinful-sounding ecdysiasts; petulant designations i 
the eminent (“snaggle-toothed,” “bull-tongued,” “befuddled”). I 
1 erately shocking was Time in its adolescence, more temperate 
maturity. Stereotyped soon became its private jargon; of possible i 
terest only to H. L. Mencken, criticalambaster of the ’twenties, long 1 

tired to American philology, serene etymological pursuit of the ve 
to goose. 
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. . . Powers 

Which o£ themselves our minds impress; 

That we can feed this mind of ours 

In a wise passiveness. 

If not from Dime, it could be inferred from Fortune and Life that 
Luce was at heart an evangelist. In an article on him, the critic Wolcott 
Gibbs quoted Luce’s conviction that without the aristocratic principle 
no society can endure. In the United States, Luce believed, the principle 
persisted ‘ in our fetish of comparative success.” It had produced “a 
plutocracy without any common sense of dignity or obligation.” 
Though money had become increasingly the only measure of success, 
“we insisted that the rich man was no better than the poor man—and 
the rich man accepted the verdict.” To Luce, the triumph of the mass 
mind was nowhere more apparent than in the frustration of the upper 
classes. Though Americans might not be well informed, they had long 
supposed themselves adequately acquainted with the defects of their 
“upper classes.” It was a novelty to have them presented as appropriate 
objects for compassion. Had they, indeed, been forcibly deprived of 
their legitimate opportunity to develop a sense of social obligation? 
Were they merely helpless victims of an emotional defeat by the 
democratic dogma? 

In Fortune , so costly as to be available only to the prosperous. Luce 
undertook their education. This massive, handsome periodical was 
addressed, primarily, to tycoons and their immediate subordinates. It 
surveyed the operations—and sometimes the social results—of a tri¬ 
umphant finance capitalism. The articles in Fortune were often as 
long, and as thoroughly researched, as any McClure dissertation. They 
appeared to be written with as grave a concern for the national welfare. 
In its readiness to explore highly controversial issues, Fortune was 
likewise reminiscent of its distinguished predecessor. To students of 
American affairs, it offered a view, from within, of what naive ob¬ 
servers took to be the national “success story ” This inside station some¬ 
times made the view alarming. Under a chilly objective light, reality 
could look less inviting than the glamorous appearance usually iden¬ 
tified with It. This was especially evident when Fortune , having 
analyzed some phase of capitalistic function, went on to appraise its 
effects in the immediate social situation. Thus, for example, when busi¬ 
ness first began its determined assault on the Wagner Labor Relations 
Act, the magazine comprehensively reviewed operations under the law, 
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and the trend of proposed alterations; concluded that the purpose of 
amendment was to negate the principle of collective bargaining; and 
took a stand directly opposed to that of its readers. Though indues 
of this kind Fortune did not hesitate to violate the probable prejudices 
of plutocrats, it made no appeal to their social conscience. It based its 
arguments on their self-interest, their vital concern for the security of 
the established order. It represented conservatism, but it retrained 
from cant. Apparently, Fortune was trying to teach the "upper classes’’ 
to substitute a realistic self-criticism for a traditional complacency. 

Considered solely as a pictorial weekly, Ufe did not appear to lie the 
vehicle for any evangel. Its conspicuous achievement was to confront 
a vast audience with the bewildering diversity and complexity of 
American civilization. Few significant aspects of the current scene 
eluded ts photographic reporters. True, Life ran to gargantuan portions 
of cheesecake and sedulously exploited the “hypcmummifmms 
come-on of Hollywood starlets anti New York models. Hut its naves 
were crowded with subjects of greater social value. Its photographs 
diagrams, models and charts helped to make comprehensible such 
scientific developments as electronics and atomic fission. It reported on 
education, industry, labor, agriculture. It math* vigorous .studies of the 
current mores, ranging from the way of life „f the plutocracy and the 
peculiar addictions of the tecn-agcd to patterns of crime, intolerance, 
and violence. Nor did it neglect the ctiltur.il backwaters of American 
life: the rites of snake worshippers, or the grim survival of one room 
schools in prosperous rural regions. For reflective readers, Life con- 
stant y suggested questions. It presented a society still in process 
of solutton, a culture still in the making. What was the American 
citizen thinking about the incredible complex? 

To the citizen’s thinking, Luce addressed editorials and feature 
article^which made little concession to mental inertia. The basis of 
/ x gospel could he described as an aggressive conservatism. To the 
increasingly collectmstic trend of mid-twentieth century hberd 

lfbert?Aftef“r d T?—’* thc individual 

liberty After a century and a half of steady social reform" it in- 

qutred in 1946 “where are wc?" Would not altruism fail, “when at¬ 
tempts are made to erect it into a social philosophy"? It declared that 
the besetting temptation of all democracies is to become “welfare 
states, at the inevuable cost of restrictions on liberty. .Since “no 
po itical system offers a perfect answer” to thc social problem, should 
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n i ° t , "ff burden of prosperity and better living standards ... be 
shifted back to the nation’s inventors, engineers and business man¬ 
agers t For Life discounted the theory that government can raise 
living standards. It opposed all forms of social planning, and was con¬ 
tent to leave the problem of welfare to the operations of free enterprise 
and a free market. r 

Although these contentions had a familiar ring, Life offered an intel- 
hgent challenge to American liberals. Denying a prevailing belief that 
social reform would make self-reform unnecessary, it argued that the 
liberal s first task m the coming era was to remind men that only good 
individuals, whether rich or poor, could make a good society. It 
affirmed that mere external change could not, of itself, bring social 
justice: the only check upon the individual who has chosen freedom is 
his own magnanimity. Ethical values do not flow from the mechanisms 
of economics and politics; they flow only from the hearts of men who 
e leve in something greater than any political or economic system. 
Basically, Life contended that good ends never justify dubious means; 
especially do humanitarian ends not justify restrictions on liberty. As- 
serting that a well-ordered community life is indispensable to freedom, 
it denied that this could be arbitrarily imposed. For democracy to suc¬ 
ceed, Americans must become genuinely convinced that faith and 
morals are independent of politicos, more important than politics and 
essential to political liberty. In appealing to ethics rather than to eco¬ 
nomic and social tinkering as the prerequisite of a better society, Life 

was possibly applying a wholesome corrective to the drift of popular 

thought. 1 


Meanwhile, the reader could, if he chose, turn to various types of 
periodical remarkable for the economy of their demand upon his 
mental energy. 1 he so-called “comic books,” devoted to the adventures 
of .Superman” and other folk-heroes, reached a far wider audience 
than the juveniles for whom they were originally designed. And the 
ominous realities of the atomic age did nothing to diminish the popu¬ 
larity of gaudily dressed pulp magazines specializing in scientific 
fantasy. Reviewing tin anthology of fiction culled from this source, 
rletciKT Pratt described the stories as “the fairy-tales of our time, with 
space-ships whizzing across light-years, serums that reduce a man to an 
atom or step up his I.Q. to 243, and robots that can outthink the 
Harvard calculator.” Mental relaxation was likewise furnished by an 
increasing number of pocket-digest magazines, with circulations rang- 
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mg from a quarter of a million to four million copies a monl 
were often ridiculed by intellectual readers, who deplored th 
on the nation’s culture. But what they actually represented, as s 

m uencc, remained a mystery until an enterprising critic und< 
find out. 

Analyzing the contents of twenty-one of these periodical: 
considerable length of time, Roger Butterfield reported on tl 
interests of their readers. He found sex to be outstanding: go* 
sex articles were the tidbits most actively sought after by the 
The ubiquitous “success story” was popular in this field, i 
articles about science, especially in its industrial applications 
was a considerable appetite for information about oddities oi 
and animal life. The interest.in people was peculiar, for article 
^contemporary nonentities” were twice as numerous as thos 
contemporary celebrities.” To this special public,, a woman 
hobby was collecting old potato, flour, or cement bags was t 
stimulating as Senator Taft, or Henry Ford II. Whether this i 
on the readers, or on the celebrities, was not evident. Articles on 
dealing quickly and hopefully with a wide range on bodily i 
equa y optimistic treatises on self-improvement bulked large T 
in the httle digests, the old yellow-journalism staple of immoral 
persisted, with stories of alcoholism, drug addicts, prison life, 1 < 
wire tapping, vice crusades, swindlers, cheats, liars and short- 


mce a majority of these periodicals could be described as c 
to the desire for escape from everyday experience, Butterfield’s 
of their editorial attitude on current social issues was unexp 
encouraging. Of the twenty-one which he analyzed, thirteer 
liberal, four were definitely the reverse, and the rest had no dete 
ble viewpoint. Still more encouraging was his deduction that , 
cans who read the pocket magazines were apparently more int . 
m the state of the world than in any other single subject. The n 
of pages devoted to this topic offered proof that millions of Am* 
knew there was a world, and that it was one with their immedia 
daily concerns. Perhaps the read-and-run school of journalisn 
exercising a better influence on the national culture than h 
par aging critics supposed. 
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CHAPTER X 


*All Life Is an Experiment 


[l] YANKEE SOCRATES 

As the old century was closing, you might have met William James 
in the streets of Cambridge, on his way to or from Harvard College. 
A short, middle-aged man—erect, brisk, bearded, intensely masculine 
—he would have two or three thick volumes and a notebook under 
one arm, and on his lace a look of abstraction that used suddenly to 
give way to an expression of delighted and friendly curiosity. Some¬ 
times he had forgotten to change the shabby Norfolk jacket in which 
he worked at home. Or he might still be wearing the ceremonial black 
coat reluctantly put on for one of those formal occasions which he did 
his best to avoid. 1 he books, the meditative air, the inattentivencss to 
costume suggested his professorship. But they were all that did. 

I Us reputation as a psychologist, as a philosopher, was already world¬ 
wide. Even he did not ioresec the notable work, the greater fame that 
still lay ahead. About him there lingered an occasional afterglow of 
Bohemia, mildly visible in the bright: stripe of a shirt or the exuberance 
of a tie. I Us sense of fun was infectious, but to some disquieting. There 
were days when he felt “particularly larky,” when an old spirit of 
mischief revived in him; he was then just like a blob of mercury, and 
relished his success in shocking the stodgy. There were earnest folk 
who deplored his want of academic dignity. Certain of his students, at¬ 
tached as they invariably were to his person, felt some doubts about the 
profundity of one who was so very natural. He was amusedly aware 
that his free and easy and personal way of writing made him an object 
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of loathing to many respectable academic minds. His own lack of 
enthusiasm for mere respectability was marked, and his admiration 
for the academic mind rather less than tepid. On a lecture tour, he 
could perversely wish for the flash of a pistol, a dagger, or a devilish 
eye, anything to break the unlovely level of ten thousand good people 
—a crime, murder, rape, elopement, anything would do. 

Not infrequently, James felt like a humbug as a professor. He con¬ 
fessed himself one who was unfit to be a philosopher because at bottom 
he hated philosophy, especially at the beginning of a vacation, with the 
fragrance of the spruces and sweet ferns all soaking him through with 
the conviction that it is better to be than to define your being. Privately, 
he held that the collective life of philosophers is little more than an 
organization of misunderstandings. Were not the paradoxes of their 
subject somewhat absurd, so trivial and so ponderous at once? And did 
their pompous speculations amount to anything more dun just fancy- 
work? His former student and junior colleague, (ieorge Santayana, 
suspected that James had never seen a philosopher whom he would 
have cared to resemble. But James had seen the most eminent ones of 
his time, and incorrigibly continued to be unlike any. At the back of 
his mind a rebellious nerve protested that philosophy is a queer thing — 
at once the most sublime ami the most contemptible of human oc¬ 
cupations. It was contemptible when you made it a refuge from the 
teeming and dramatic richness of the concrete world. It might become 
sublime if you put it to sound use. “The ancients," he said, "did things 
by doing the business of their own day, not by gaping at their grand¬ 
fathers’ tombs—and the normal man today will do likewise." 

Nearly always, William James gave the impression that he regarded 
nonconformity as the only principle worthy of being conformed to. 
Almost any opinion I now have is liable to be changed or even re¬ 
versed by the experience of tomorrow”- he had rueluliv noted this 
trait at the age of twenty-five. Forty years later, in 1907, he announced 
it as a kind of obligation, the first step in a method for dealing effica¬ 
ciously with life. Characteristically, he recommended this method as 
absolutely the only philosophy with no humbug in it. For he had long 
been impatient with the awful abstract rigmarole in which American 
philosophers obscured the truth when he put forward his own theory 
under the forbidding label of “pragmatism." The strange word was, he 
sai , on y a new name for some old ways of thinking. But the little 
book in which he described them pleased him: it was a very uncon- 
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ventional utterance. He would not be surprised, he told his brother 
Henry, if ten years later it would be rated as “epoch-making.” Con¬ 
fident though he was of its eventual prestige, he was unprepared for 
its immediate meteoric success. It swept across the country; edition 
after edition was demanded; even “Mr. Dooley” took up pragmatism. 
When , this happened, James gleefully reported that “its fortune’s 
made! Many who read it must have felt, with Henry James, a wonder 
at the extent to which, all their lives, they had “unconsciously prag- 
matized.” The book’s reception gave William James a unique authority. 
In him, as only before in kmerson, the American people recognized a 
philosopher who spoke for their interests, their temper, their native way 
of sensing life. 

His temperament, and many of his personal convictions, fitted James 
for this national spokesmanship. But he had arrived at these con¬ 
victions the hard way; and he held others that ran counter to the spirit 
of the times. I lis childhood and youth were odd, even for a day when 
extreme oddity was scarcely remarkable. His father, a son of one of the 
earliest American millionaires, was an uncompromising individualist 
who had an addiction to the darker problems of theology. A psy¬ 
chological crisis, destined to be paralleled in William’s life, made the 
elder I Ienry James a Swedenborgian; but: in that faith, as in all else, he 
remained a steadfast nonconformist. He was a utopian socialist who 
distrusted all social systems. A passionate democrat, who affirmed—not 
only humorously—that a crowded horsecar was the nearest approach to 
heaven on earth, he associated only with the intellectual elite of two 
continents. A man obsessed by the tragic sense of life, he achieved 
social celebrity as a great wit and a fanciful humorist. His father’s 
peculiar duality cropped up as one of William’s outstanding traits. 

In the childhood of William anti Henry, the James family moved 
restlessly to and from Kurope, seldom settling anywhere for more than 
a few months. The boys received a highly irregular education, on 
principle, acquiring a bent: for cosmopolitanism and a facility in many 
languages. Their health was precarious, and William for many years 
was the victim of neurasthenia. In their residence abroad, William 
went in for “experiments”—playing with chemicals, galvanic batteries, 
marine animals in splashy aquaria, taking curious drugs. Presently, 
he succumbed to a sudden passion for “giving myself up to art” and, 
as Henry later noted dryly, “we went home to learn to paint”—a de¬ 
cision typically Jamesian in its eccentricity. 
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The family settled at Newport, where William and Henry joined 
John La Farge in the studio of William Morris I lunt. Long afterwards 
La Farge said that William had the promise of being a remarkable 1 
perhaps a great painter, but the passion for art petered out as suddenly 
as it had arisen, and he went to Harvard to study science. In due time 
he entered the medical school, but interrupted his course to join his' 
teacher, Alexander Agassiz, on a scientific expedition to Brazil. Later 
he continued his studies in Germany, returned home to take his degree 
and fell into a prolonged melancholia, lie suffered a shattering crisis 
like his father’s, from which he emerged by a similar act of faith. He 
came upon a doctrine of free will put forward by the French philoso¬ 
pher, Renouvier: “the sustaining of a thought Ivcattse / choose to when 
I might have other thoughts. It was, for him, a revolutionary insight, 
and it shaped all his future thinking, "My first act of free will,” he' 
determined, shall be to believe in free will.’ I Ic never thereafter 
relincpiished his will to believe. 

He became a teacher of physiology at 1 larvard. After some years, 
he deserted physiology for psychology. His great exploratory book on 
the principles of that science established him as the most eminent 
authority in the field. But, once the hook had been published, he felt 
that he had exhausted both his interest and his fertility. So he turned to 
philosophy. All his life he had been looking for a solution that should 
be not merely tenable as judged by scientific standards, hut at the same 
time propitious enough to live by. In this he icliutcd the perplexity of 
his generation; solicited by the new science, confronted by ihe new 
industrialism, and deprived of all the old faiths. 

The members of James early circle at Cambridge shared this per¬ 
plexity. All, like James himself, trial to formulate attitudes to life that 
would solve it: the lawyer Oliver Wendell Holmes; the historians 
Hemy Adams and John 1 'iske; the mathematicians Cliatmcey Wright 
and Charles f>. Peirce; even die budding novelists I lowells and 1 lenty 
James. Some of them saw, in the new civilization that was rising ami 
transforming America, evidence that the individual had a free, naive, 
essentially creative role to play in society; that he had the power to 
change his environment according to his desire. ’Phis was what most 
Americans wished to believe. But others drew very different deduc¬ 
tions, lo them, the new scientific doctrines, stemming ft mu Darwin’s 
principle of evolution, suggested that progress was merely an auto¬ 
matic and impersonal process, the expression of a kind of fate or 
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force. They adopted a theory of determinism which left the individual 
little freedom, and almost no creative function. Was man the master or 
the creature of his environment? Was he a social agent, or only a hap¬ 
less social product? 

To James, any form of determinism was temperamentally repug¬ 
nant. Scientific fatalism seemed to him no less deadly than theological 
predestination; both imprisoned men in an inevitable and foreknown 
doom, depriving life of any ethical significance. Trained as a scientist, 
he had no illusions about the finality of any scientific doctrine. His 
sister Alice said of him that he seemed to be born afresh every morning; 
this, he felt, was the condition of science, and he wanted it likewise to 
be the condition of life and society. As a psychologist, he knew better 
than many of his contemporaries the decisive part which desire and 
will played in all change even the most momentous social changes. 
So it was natural that he should found the whole structure of his 
philosophy on one very simple fact. The fact was that we cannot live 
at all without some degree of faith. 

Even scientists, he pointed out, were not exempt from this humble 
groundwork: faith is synonymous with working hypothesis. Every 
man of science had taken his stand on a sort of dumb conviction that 
the truth must lie in one direction rather than another, and a sort of 
preliminary assurance that his notion could be made to work; and had 
borne his best fruit in trying to make it work. This “dumb conviction” 
and preliminary assurance ’ were, for James, the genuine basis of 
action. So he could define faith as belief in something concerning 
which doubt is still theoretically possible. And, since the test of belief is 
willingness to act, James held that faith is the readiness to act in a cause 
the prosperous issue of which is not certified in advance. 

. A risk y business, surely. But was it not the method by which human 
life proceeded ? Was it not the way in which men actually did act, with 
respect to the thousand and one decisions of their daily life, where com¬ 
plete knowledge was lacking, along with positive assurance as to the 
outcome ? James affirmed that in the average man the power to trust, to 
risk a little beyond the literal evidence, is an essential function. Without 
it, action would cease. To act on belief is necessary; if the results of ac¬ 
tion justify the belief, the belief itself becomes true. In such instances, 
faith creates its own verification. The truths cannot become true until 
our faith has made them so by the test of experiment. 

Scientists, indeed, called the method that of hypothesis and experi- 
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ment. James, thinking of its application in the daily life of the in¬ 
dividual, called it the method of belief based on desire. Fur,' in the 
absence of complete knowledge, you took your risks in the direction 
of your desires; you were prompted to try to produce the results you 
wanted. James held that the thought becomes literally father to the 
fact, as the wish was father to the thought. If you got the results you 
hoped for—if your experiment came out—you had not only verified 
your belief, but you had brought about some form of change in the ex¬ 
isting state of affairs. So, said James, driving his point home, “that the 
course of destiny may be altered by individuals no wise evolutionist 
ought to doubt.” 

Progress, or evolution, or living were therefore not automatic proc¬ 
esses. Determinism was not operative; spontaneous variations might 
be produced at any moment. The individual was not a pawn, but an 
active participant in the game of life. Nothing suggested this more 
eloquently than the fact that the impulse to take life strivingly i s 
indestructible in the race. Was it not true that in the total game of life 
we stake our persons all the while? James asserted that success depends 
upon energy of act; energy depends upon faith that we shall not fail; 
and this faith in turn on the faith that we are tight which faith thus 
verifies itself. Of course, there is really no scientific or other method by 
which men can steer safely between the opposite dangers of believing 
too little or of believing too much. Hut, said James, to face such dangers 
is apparently our duty, and to hit the right channel between them ts the 
measure of our wisdom as men. He saw life, and social progress, as 
a perpetual experiment. But he did not preach reckless faith. He 
preached courage weighted with responsibility the right of the in¬ 
dividual to indulge his personal faith at his personal risk. 

Was not this right the basic source of American domocracy? A 
social organism of any sort, James held - 'ami the opinion seemed 
especially relevant to the democratic system- is what it is because 
each member proceeds to his own duty with a trust that the other 
members will simultaneously do theirs. When a desired result is 
rought about by the co-operation of many independent persons, its 
existence as a fact is a pure consequence of the pm ttrsive faith in one 
another of those immediately concerned. Without stab mutual trust - 
whether warranted or not by prior evidence not only ts nothing 
achieved, but nothing is even attempted. You arrive at your democ- 








t All £ife Is an experiment 327 

racy by believing in its possibility, having confidence in yourself and 
your fellows—and setting to work. 

Whatever field of life you touched, you came on its dynamism: 
upon experiment, action, work. Therefore the pragmatist, James in¬ 
sisted, always turns towards concreteness and adequacy, towards facts, 
towards action and towards power. To him, ideas and beliefs are really 
rules for action. He asks the practical cash value of any idea, program, 
or theory. What is its worth in actual use, its results when you set it at 
work within the stream of your experience? Theories thus become 
instruments, said James; we make nature over again by their aid. An 
idea, or a theory, is merely an indication of the ways in which existing 
realities may be changed. Its truth means nothing other than its power 
to “work.” In fact, James declared “the true” is only the expedient in 
the way of our thinking, just as “the right” is only the expedient in the 
way of our behaving. 

Expedient? The word outraged old-fashioned moralists. What be¬ 
came of absolute ethical standards, or final truth? They went over- 
hoard, James admitted calmly. One could only say that truth and 
right were whatever is most expedient now, expedient in almost any 
fashion, and, so far as cun he determined, in the long run and on the 
whole. Eor what meets expediently all the experience in sight won’t 
necessarily meet till farther experience equally satisfactorily. Expe¬ 
rience, said James, has ways of boiling over, and making us correct our 
present formulas. Meanwhile, we have to live today by what truth we 
can get today, and be ready tomorrow to call it a falsehood. This 
fundamental relativity—or insecurity, or commitment to risk—is the 
price we pay for the privilege of living in an unfinished world, in a 
society essentially plastic, which we help to create by our thinking 
and action. In point, of fact, said James, the use of most of our thinking 
is to help us to change the world. We are creative in our mental as 
well as in our active life; we mold our environment; we engender 
truth, he explained picturesquely, upon reality. What could be more 
inspiring than the assurance that the world, the society in which we 
live, stands really malleable, waiting to receive its final touches at our 
hands? 

So the genuine pragmatist, James held, is willing to consider life 
really dangerous and adventurous. He is willing to live on a scheme 
of uncertified possibilities which he trusts; willing to pay with his 
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own person, if need be, for the realization of the ideals which he 
frames. Like Emerson—his father’s friend, who had blessed him in his 
cradle—James asserted for the individual the indefeasible right to be 
exactly what one is, provided one only be authentic. Nothing to him 
seemed more wretched than to consent to borrowing traditions and 
living at second hand. “The weight of the past world here is fatal," he 
once wrote to his sister from Rome; “one ends by becoming its mere 
parasite instead of its equivalent.” Actually, he inclined to doubt the 
utility of past wisdom to the present. That wisdom might so easily have 
become only the dead heart of the living tree; it might have grown 
stiff with years of veteran service and petrified in men’s regard by 
sheer antiquity. Were not the vital ideals of living men altars to un¬ 
known gods? And might not the best life consist at all tunes in the 
breaking of rules which have grown too narrow for the actual case? 
The important thing for each of us--the highest good is to achieve our 
proper life. This, James felt, can come about only by help of a moral 
energy born of the faith that in some way or other we shall succeed 
in getting it if we try pertinaciously enough. 

Here again, James struck the note of, uncertainty, risk, change, 
plasticity. Did not life, as it came, bear the expression of being, or at 
least of involving, a muddle and struggle, with an “ever nut'quite” 
to all our formulas, and novelty and possibility forever leaking in? 
Certainly he could admit, nothing final in any actually given equilibrium 
of human ideals. It seemed to him that, as our present laws and cus¬ 
toms have fought and conquered other past ones, so they will in their 
turn be overthrown by tiny newly discovered order which will hush 
up the complaints that they still give rise to, without producing others 
louder still. Reformers welcomed James’ vision of society us a flux, 
which seemed to give their efforts genuine legitimacy. They scarcely 
understood that their pet reforms, if accomplished, might with time 
become stiff and petrified. James himself thought that society would 
have to pass toward some newer and better equilibrium, that the 
distribution of wealth has doubtless slowly got to tlunge. He con¬ 
fessed a utopian belief in the reign of peace and in the gradual advent 
of some sort of socialistic equilibrium. Hut even this, should it come, 
would be neither final nor stable: such changes have always happened, 
and will happen to the end of time. 

Primarily, however, James’ concern was for the individual, and 
especially for those traits in which the individual differed from, rather 
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than resembled, his fellows. Society itself and all social institutions, of 
whatever grade, were for him secondary and ministerial. They existed 
to serve man, not to standardize him; their function was “instru¬ 
mental,” So he viewed with suspicion this intensely worldly social 
system of ours, in which each human interest is organized so collec¬ 
tively and so commercially. There were times when he was less than 
unqualifiedly respectful of “civilization”—with its herding and brand¬ 
ing, licensing and degree giving, authorizing and appointing, and in 
general regulating by system the lives of human beings. 

Society would always be in flux; it would always have to decide 
through actual experiment by what sort of conduct the maximum 
of good could be gained and kept in this world; but to the extent 
that it: sacrificed plasticity to organization, it became suspect. System 
was hostile to the free play of individuality. So James demanded one 
constant, in his flux. He warned his countrymen that they must always 
preserve the well-known democratic respect for the sacredness of 
individuality. He urged them to remember that many as are the in¬ 
terests that social systems satisfy, always unsatisfied interests remain 
over, and among them are interests to which system, as such, does 
violence whenever it lays its hands on us. Let Americans guard well 
their faith in personal freedom and its spontaneities! Let them not 
forget that the best commonwealth will always be the one that most 
cherishes the men who represent; the residual interests, the one that 
leaves the largest scope to their peculiarities! 

hi such warnings as these, James expressed his anxiety about the 
direction that American life was taking as the twentieth century 
opened. He welcomed the immense scientific and technological con¬ 
quests of the industrial age. They proved that environment was malle¬ 
able, and matt essentially creative. They were pregnant with change 
and with promise. It was only when he came to consider their social 
effects that James was aware of reservations. He disliked what he saw; 
he was profoundly dubious about what appeared predictable. The 
moralist in him, as well as the nonconformist, protested against bigness 
and greatness in all their forms. 

For he felt that the bigger the unit you deal with, the hollower, the 
more brutal, the more mendacious is the life displayed. He therefore 
took his stand against all big organizations as such, national ones 
first and foremost; against: all big successes and big results; and in 
favor of the eternal forces of truth which work in the individual and 
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immediately unsuccessful way, underdogs always, till history 
after they are long dead, and puts them on the top. In the ef 3 - ° 
great trusts, the vast structures of finance capitalism, James 1 0°^* 
these results of “progress” and said that they were not g 0 o <*- 
new element of “bigness” in American civilization had bred a a at - 
disease: “the exclusive worship of the bitch-goddess Success.” 
word success, his countrymen were putting only a squalid cash- * 
pretation. It was resulting in a moral flabbiness, a callous* 1 ^ 
a stract justice which James condemned as sinister, incomprek e:,ri 
blots on American civilization. 


.Looking at the society of his time, he sometimes thought tb- at 

wl r ^ eroisms anc ^ ^ °W rare flavors were passing out of 
Where now was the American who, like Alexander Agassiz, 
proudly announce that he had no time for making money? 

bosom-vices” of twentieth-century America were not redeemer 
splendor. They were mean and ignoble. James enumerated them 1 

• jr arC swin< ^ in g a nd adroitness, and the indulgence 
swm ing and adroitness, and cant, and sympathy with cant—flat 
fruits of that extraordinary idealization of ‘success’ in the mere outvt 
sense of getting there,’ and getting there on as big a scale as we < 
which characterizes our present generation.” Even the universi 
guaranteed little but a more educated cleverness in the service 
popular idols and vulgar ends. James asserted that our tindisciplinai 
are our proudest product; and eventually he discovered great 
of heroism in the American social landscape. They were, he said, 
the daily lives of the laboring classes. 

So James did not hesitate to assert that democracy was on its tr 
that no one knew how it would stand the ordeal. Was the irremedia 
destiny of Americans no more than vulgarity enthroned and institute 
alized, elbowing everything superior from the highway? There w 
those who had already begun to draw Uncle Sam with the hog inst:< 
of the eagle for his emblem! James could not agree. For democracy -v 
a kind of religion, and we were bound not to admit its failure. 'J 
best Americans were still filled with a vision of a democracy stumbll 
through every error till its institutions glow with justice and its custo 
shine with beauty. In the long run, he was willing to put his stal 
on the erne genius” of the American people. If this genius failed 
vigihance, or atrophied in function, neither laws nor monumeri 
neither batdeships nor public libraries, nor great newspapers « 
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booming stocks; neither mechanical invention nor civil service exami¬ 
nations could save us. But the genius would not fail. Of this he was 
confident. 

From Europe, he wrote to a colleague that “we must thank God for 
America; and hold fast to every advantage of our position.” Dis¬ 
trustful as he was of bigness, of the worship of mere pecuniary success, 
James loved his country for her youth, her greenness, her plasticity, 
innocence, good intentions. He was an inveterate voyager, a hereditary 
one, and sufficiently a cosmopolitan to feel, from time to time, that 
life in Europe was preferable to life at home. But these moods were 
transient. He could never, like Henry, become an expatriate. He had 
a sense that a man coquetting with too many countries is as bad as a 
bigamist, and loses his soul altogether. Once abroad, he was impressed 
by the seamy side of European life: America didn’t know the meaning 
of the word corruption compared with Europe. There forces of cor¬ 
ruption were rooted and permanent, while at home the only serious 
permanent, incentive, he thought, was party spirit. Millionaires and 
syndicates had their immediate cash to pay, he admitted, but they had 
no intrenched prestige to work with, like the church sentiment, the 
army sentiment, the aristocracy and royalty sentiment which, in 
Europe, could be brought to bear in favor of every kind of individual 
and collective crime -appealing not only to the immediate pocket of 
the persons to be corrupted, but to the ideals of their imagination as 
well. 

So was it not the moral obligation of American intellectuals, James 
asked, to work actively to keep our precious birthright of individualism, 
and freedom from these institutions? He had no special respect for 
intellectuals as such—there was just man thinking, whether he be 
greengrocer or metaphysician—but, seemingly, the framing of ideals 
was a part of their vocation. If their influence on the national life was 
meager, might; not the fault; be theirs? Too many of them, he felt, 
nursed the notion that ideals are self-sufficient and require no actuali¬ 
zation to make us content. This, surely, was not “healthy-minded”; it 
was a kind of resignation and sour grapes. Ideals, James declared 
forthrightly, ought to aim at the transformation of reality—no less! 
If, in America, there existed a “treason of the intellectuals,” James sus¬ 
pected that it was hatched in an ivory tower. 

His own antipathy to ivory towers amounted almost to a phobia. 
His private bogey, he said, was dessication, the occupational malady 
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of those who stood aloof from the rough turbulence of common life 
He enjoyed a world which was unfenced, uncultivated, untidy, and un¬ 
predictable, which slipped through every ideal coiitatuer—aiul’ nothing 
delighted him more than personally to slip through the meshes of 
decorum or to shy a pebble at constituted authority; the smug 
authority of Science, for instance, in the form of abstraction, prigmsh- 
ness and sawdust, lording it over all. To him, technicality seeing to 
spell failure. He made colloquialism a principle, anil vivacity a kind 
of method, in conduct as well as in thought. How else should a man 
express his deep conviction that something is doing in the universe 
and that novelty is real? So, in England, his brother Henry had fre¬ 
quent reason to be shocked. William displayed an imperturbable in¬ 
difference to social conventions. He didn’t care what, kind of hat he 
turned up in at week-end parties. He thought nothing of climbing ;l 
ladder to get a peek at G. K. Chesterton over a high garden wall. He 
failed of a line fastidiousness in his choice of acquaintances. No man, 
Henry sighed, could well have eared less for the question, or made 
less of the consciousness, of dislike. And. at home, pedants found it 
hard to swallow a scientist and philosopher of worldwide fame who 
dabbled in hypnotism, frequented mediums, didn’t talk like a book, 
and didnt write like a book, except like one of his own. At the end 
of one of his lectures on pragmatism at Columbia University, the 
audience thronged down to the edge of the platform, assailing him with 
questions. James wound up by sitting on that edge himself,’ all in his 
frock coat as he was, his feet hanging down, and, unmindful of his 
dignity, absorbedly continuing the discussion. What, after all, could 
you make of a man like that ? 

His sister Alice thought that William expressed himself and his 
environment to perfection when he told her that his summer home in 
Ac New Hampshire hills had fourteen doors, all opiating o,awards, 
ihe doors of his spirit opened outwards, too, and there were many 
more than fourteen. He wanted, like his teacher Alexander Agassi*, 
always to live in the light of the world’s concrete fullness, and if novelty 
did not put m an appearance, he simply went out to look for it. 
System, convention, ofhcialdom-ail categorical refusals to give novelty 
a hearing-closed the doors on what might lx* important to the future. 
James had not only, as he said, a love of sportsmanlike fair play in 
science, but an abiding suspicion that to no one type of mind is it 
gtven to discern the totality of truth. He could not 'help hut fed that 
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.orthodox science was a symbol o£ arrogance and vulgar success all too 
ready to abuse its power by disparaging and crushing innovations 
which threatened its authority. The disapproval o£ academic circles 
merely reinforced his temperamental nonconformity, and his chivalry 
toward doctrines that were despised by the genteel. He felt, he said, 
like a man who must set his back against an open door quickly if he 
does not wish to see it closed and locked. The results were sometimes 
disconcerting, especially to admirers who lacked his quixotic rashness. 
They seldom understood why he risked his personal fame for the 
right of others to proceed with working hypotheses which, often 
enough, he did not share. He did so repeatedly. It seemed almost as if 
he were using his mounting prestige as a kind of bank account, re¬ 
serving it for the heavy drafts of unpopular causes, pledging it to the 
service of theories or sects of dubious repute. 

One of these hazards, which brought him displeasing notoriety, was 
his public support: of the Society for Psychical Research, of which in 
due time he assumed the presidency. Nothing was more shocking to 
the reigning intellectual tastes than the phenomena produced by 
spiritualists. To conventional folk, James’ association with table rap¬ 
ping, automatic writing, and “materialization” smacked of intellectual 
bohemianism, of a fondness for excursions to the scientific underworld. 
Could so great a man be deluded by the spurious? Privately, James 
retorted with a scriptural quotation: “And base things of the world 
and things which are despised hath God chosen, yes, and things which 
are not, to bring to naught things that are ” He discovered, investigated, 
and reported on the Boston medium, Mrs. William J, Piper, who rode 
to celebrity on this connection with his fame. For twenty-five years 
William James held the door open for spiritualism. As a scientist, a 
psychologist, he was never able to claim more for it than that facts 
were still lacking to prove “spirit-return.” Yet, in the end, though 
skilled hi the detection of fraud, and skeptical about the evidence 
accumulated, he still found himself believing that there was some¬ 
thing in it. It was a characteristic illustration of what he called “the 
will to believe.” 

Quite as unselfish, and even more perilous, was James’ vigorous 
championship of the cause of “mental healers” and “faith healers.” He 
was disposed to curiosity about all forms of psychotherapy, not only 
as a psychologist, but as a lifelong sufferer from attacks of nervous 
exhaustion and melancholy. During one of his bouts of enervation, he 
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offered himself as a patient to a healer, and after a course of treatments 
recorded that his state of mind was revolutionized. Nevertheless he 
declared that he held no brief for the healers, anti that his intellect 
had been unable to assimilate their theories. But when the medical 
profession of Massachusetts sought passage of a law designed chiefly 
to prevent Christian Science practitioners from continuing their work 
William James was roused to public protest, ' ’ 

In hts dual capacity of physician and psychologist, James went to 
the State House, and spoke against his fellow scientists. It cost him 
more moral effort, he said, than anything that he had ever done. But 
he felt that he could face the condemnation of his colleagues much 
more easily than that of his own conscience. Why should scientists, pro- 
rcssing faith in experiment and discovery, seek to stop the really ex¬ 
tremely important experiences which these peculiar creatures were 
rolling up? Speaking as a scientist himself, he asserted that their f lets 
were patent and startling; and anything that interfered with the 
multiplication of such facts, and with the opportunity of observing and 
studying them, would be a public calamity. 

Such forays as these made James permanently vulnerable to the 
charge of gullibility. He was, indeed, publicly accused of “mysticism” 
by his colleague Hugo Munsterherg, whom he had persuaded'{larvard 
to import from Germany to take over the psyche .logical laboratory 
which he founded. But James had a sound scientific reason for what 
seemed to be his credulity. He was one of the earliest "functional" 

‘7 ° nC °t,- hc hm t0 a W’ roach thc SItki y ' 5 “’ mind by 
way of its pathology. His major interest was therefore the twilight 

thC Clc :‘ rly , ,i « htt ’‘ 1 CC!,ICr * «*l*ric«re, fertile 
m what he described as exceptional mental states. This interest led him 

ofSe P Am d - tWO d ° Ctr , im ‘ S "; hich “» <•«* imagination 

Hf e h A Cim PW>F C> aiK Whkh idt airitHIS ^accs the national 

James readi^adoptetl the theory of the “subliminal” or subconscious, 
mmd, advanced toward the turn of the century. He foilowrd the 
experimental studies of Sigmund Freud and Carl Jung with eagerness- 

Hmte S Ut an< WO ! lKi |M,sh thcir iiicas ‘i»'i^mnost 

t0 . ,hr ° W Uk!u tm human »^rc, but 
Tme r 7 ?“ * c rcai " tIuwics an<i his <>t symbolism as 
d i J rC g t , hc ° rK ‘ S implicd a kind of determinism, by making 

the individuals behavior result from obscure mental forces beyond 







ts 4 U <£>ife Is an Experiment 335 

his control; and determinism was a principle which James could not 
tolerate. He took the contrary view. In a widely reprinted article on 
“The Energies of Men” James suggested that the “twilight region” was, 
in reality, a storehouse of unsuspected resources; that there existed 
incremental powers available to every individual, provided that he 
could find the key which would release them. The appropriate key, 
James said, might in every case be a different one; but he enumerated a 
number of disciplines which in his estimation had furnished impressive 
evidence of “working” efficaciously. Among them, he included Yoga, 
New Thought, Christian Science, as examples of a wave of religious 
activity passing over the American world; and, on a humbler level, 
he mentioned the current fad called “Fletcherism,” a form of rumi¬ 
nation and wishful thinking advocated by the popular American “phi¬ 
losopher,” Horace Fletcher. 

Excitements, ideas, and efforts, James asserted, are what carry us 
over the dam, and he called attention to the common denominator of 
these optimistic faiths. All of them negated feelings of fear and inferi¬ 
ority; all of them, on the positive side, operated by the suggestion of 
power. James explicitly stated that by “power” he meant not only 
outward work but inner work-—-the capacity to achieve a higher 
qualitative level of life. But many of his readers ignored this. The 
doctrine he advanced was that men the world over possess amounts of 
resource which only very exceptional individuals push to their extremes 
of use, and that under appropriate conditions everyone might do so. 
Did it not give scientific validity to the common American conviction 
that anything may be accomplished by anybody ? For nearly four 
decades after his death, the sanction of William James was invoked to 
spread gospels of materialistic mysticism which, if applied persever- 
ingly, would enable their fortunate exponents to sell more goods, radiate 
“charm,” acquire friends and command influence, or rejoice in a 
satisfying love life. 

There was a side of James" teaching which made this perversion of 
it almost inevitable. As a psychologist, he was persuaded that there is 
a continuum of cosmic consciousness, against which our individuality 
builds but accidental fences, and into which our several minds plunge 
as into a mother-sea or reservoir. To this fixed conclusion, James gave 
a religious application. It was received enthusiastically by a generation 
of Americans for whom orthodox dogmas had been discredited by 
science, and who were therefore disconsolately seeking congenial 
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substitutes hr them. Like James himself, they wanted a faith scientif¬ 
ically tenable, and propitious enough to live In. lame-, candidly 
acknowledged both his predicament ami his sired. Did time tun exist 
a feeling of unseen reality sh.m-d In large numhm of best mini in 
their best moments, responded to by other tuns in their "deep** mo¬ 
ments, good to live by, strength giving 5 As tot himself, James frit no 
living sense of commerce with a (iod; he envied dune who did. Yet, 
though lacking the active sense of (iod, he knew that "time is some- 
thing in me which makes response when I heat tmci sines fi.*m that 
quarter made by others, l recognize the deeper voor. Something trSh 
me:—-thither lies truth, . . 

This intuition would have been oddly at vatiau- r with ins ptag- 
matic reverence for fact, had James not assigned to n ?!*r status of a 
fact like all others. He held that it earned i>b*/s use signtti. a;or. It 
came from an altogether other dimension >4 eve.-wr mm vvhnh the 
further limits of our being plunge. That othet dimension, !r .wanted, 
is the source of most of our ideal impulses, uht. h u r tmd pma-vang 
us in a way for which wc cannot .ututslairK \\ c bdosm to 

that dimension, James argued, in a mote mt:m ,,, s f 4il j„ 

which we belong to the visible win Id, toi we b m tie- iu-.m inti- 
mate sense wherever our ideals belong. Ye- the t ., „,, t 

merely ideal. It produces vendable rilVas :tt dir m •».! o, wmlf, When 
we commune with it, James dr. laird, w>>(L 1, 1, db, dole- si;0«n our 
finite personality, lor we ate united into new mru, ,nci . <<n mpim, in 
the way oi conduit billow in the mifui.d wood 1 r** u mu t • yurt mve 
change. I low, then, could one t all uni cal t!i>- unseensm, a 3 .if w.idd? 
Did it not precipitate an actual intlovv of rungv m ibr faith -aate and 
the prayer-state? 

How did the transforming inflow of rur-5,da- p!.u <- 1 James 
answered this question as a $ov<holm-e.r, Hr pmum! mY’t- pbnmm 
enon of “prayaful ummmnion," m wiudi . r;i , ; it k.nd. of m-muon 
from the .uihtonstions legion t «!,e {>«,*, ‘{'hr -mb om, son. mind is 
tlie channel of 1 ontact irtwrrti otu limir p-t nm fit 1 r . and .1 u j.jet 
work! of being than that o| our evri yday ,<ai.. io;)',!t • Sis holding 
open the subliminal door, James auimit-d, ivr , m -^ , ,,-u, e imtou 
with something larger than oursrlvrs and m dial nsniur und pr.ur, 

1 hrougli that door higher energies l.S’rt ,n m m.,r.c;r ,.nt vu d 
potential. Weie not the puntical nr-ds of id;g;..it rath ruds met bv 
tie belief that tieymid cadi man and m a la,lieu ..immsu.u. wni, hint 
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there exists a larger power which is friendly to him and to his ideals? 

her James, they were. He could keep more sane and true by prag¬ 
matically asserting the fact that the conscious person is continuous with 
a wider self through which saving experiences come. This was the 
essence of his religious doctrine. As fact, it was scientifically tenable. 
As faith, it was sufficiently propitious to live by. It was true, because 
it “worked.” lo many Americans—like James, reluctant agnostics— 
his practical mysticism provided a moral equivalent for the religion of 
which they felt deprived. Like him, they had a “mystical germ.” It 
was, he said, a very common germ. He might have added that it had 
always been endemic in America. From the time of Jonathan Edwards 
to that of Mrs. Eddy there had never been wanting spiritual leaders 
ol a strongly mystical cast. Surprisingly enough, their attraction had 
usually been most powerful when the nation’s energies were being 
devoted mainly to practical affairs. Emerson had brought to the 
Western pioneers the gospel that the spiritual principle should be 
suffered to demonstrate itself to the end. During the gilded age of the 
robber barons, Mrs. Eddy had gained her swelling tide of converts in 
the East, die Middle West, and the Ear West. Apparently, whenever 
materialistic incentives dominated the American people, an element of 
the native conscience rebelled against them. It seemed as if, in a 
revulsion of sheer disgust, as Margaret Fuller once said, they had to 
quarrel with all that is, because it is not spiritual enough. 

It was therefore quite natural for William James’ religious doctrine 
to emerge from the stupendous prosperity of the new century. To the 
American people, neither his mysticism nor his practical justification of 
it seemed novel. These merely gave sophisticated form to inarticulate 
and dormant popular convictions. James’ real innovation consisted in 
making mysticism scientifically respectable. This had the happy effect 
of enabling the spiritually adrift to yield to their intuitions without 
violating their intelligence. As a result, the influence of James’ doctrine 
ultimately readied many Americans who possibly had never heard of 
James himself. It penetrated the churches of liberal Protestantism. It 
was felt by adherents of various “social gospels” and “new” sects. 
And- -as fames might have been surprised to learn—it fertilized many 
of flic esoteric cults which later sprang up and flourished under the 
sun of southern California. 

But the influence of James’ pragmatism was far more extensive and 
decisive. The doctrine, the point of view, gave a fresh turn to inv 
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portant functions of the nation's hf.*: t*.i jviou*, 01J -,<•» 1 ,| 3 -form, to 

the law; to public education. The <nml -.Ira. >4 p; a-* ,:;t ».«!? 

taken over by the Progressive movement tn p.-h 1 '. 
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the thinking of WWlrovv Wdoiit. l‘w mt, n.t, •!- • 
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Americans, on the whole, still lived in the light of that doctrine. 

Everything, in the end, depended not upon mechanism, but upon 
man, and especially upon his exercise of his moral will. Man’s “practical 
conti ol of nature, James pointed out, “accelerates so that no one can 
trace the limit; one may even fear that the being of man may be 
crushed by his own powers, that his fixed nature as an organism may 
not prove adequate to stand the strain of the ever increasingly tre¬ 
mendous functions, almost divine creative functions, which his in¬ 
tellect will more and more enable him to wield. He may drown in his 
wealth like a child in a bath-tub, who has turned on the water and 
who cannot turn it off” But for Americans in 1946 the vital question, 
more than ever before, seemed to be the one which James had asked 
forty years earlier. “Will you join the procession? Will you trust your¬ 
self and trust the oilier agents enough to face the risk?” 

[ 2 ) THE GREAT DISSENTER 

The old chamber of the Supreme Court, in the Capitol, was crowded. 
It was a small room, semicircular and glass domed. There was a 
formal elegance about its gray-painted walls, Potomac marble columns 
and crimson draperies that did not suggest a hall of justice dedicated to 
the nation’s gravest issues. On this December day of 1902, the cere¬ 
mony of induction was taking place. Tall, lean, erect in his flowing 
black robe, the new member of the Court recited the solemn oath of 
office. People thought Mr. Justice Holmes extraordinarily handsome, 
remarking his soldierly bearing and piercing gray-blue eyes. He had a 
long head, crested with a mass of whitening gray hair, and he wore a 
full, drooping moustache that; was already white. A striking figure, 
certainly. He produced an impression of .high personal distinction. 

11c felt that this ceremony was, for him, the opening of a great ad¬ 
venture. In it, he hoped that he might: play his part nobly. “To have 
ones chance to do one’s share in shaping the laws of the whole coun¬ 
try,” he had told his former colleagues, “spreads over one the hush 
that one used to feel when awaiting the beginning of a battle.” He was 
sixty one years old, and he counted on some ten years of active service 
as Associate Justice. But three decades were to pass before his retire¬ 
ment. During that period, he would come to be recognized as the 
greatest judge in the English-speaking world. To his fellow-citizens, 
he would seem something more. An elder statesman of unimpeachable 
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moral authority; a mentor who, by translating all vexing problems of 
the current American way of life into terms of an ethical quest, kept 
alive in men’s hearts that faith which had created their country and 
preserved it as a union. For his wisdom and faith he was venerated. 
But for other qualities he was beloved by millions of Americans who 
never knew him: the jet of his humor and play of his irony; his 
fortitude and large tolerance; his passionate attachment to liberty. So 
it seemed singularly appropriate that his ninetieth birthday should be 
marked by a nationwide broadcast of tribute. By then he had become 
a pervasive and intimate national possession, so much a part of the 
American past and present that it was, indeed, hard to thinV of a 
future that he would not share. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes had sat on the Supreme Court of Massa¬ 
chusetts for twenty years, and had served as its Chief Justice for three, 
when President Theodore Roosevelt called him to the nation’s highest 
tribunal. “His father’s name entitles the son to honor,” the President 
wrote to his friend. Senator Henry Cabot Lodge of Massachusetts, 
“and if the father had been an utterly unknown man the son would 
.nevertheless now have won the highest honor.” Roosevelt thought 
Holmes “typical of the American character at its best,” and praised his 
“aloofness of mind” and “broad humanity of feeling.” He did not men¬ 
tion Holmes’ most conspicuous title to honor; his great book, The 
Common Law , already a classic. But, as “a strong point in Judge 
Holmes’ favor,” the President noted certain labor decisions which had 
been “criticized by some of the big railroad men and other members of 
large corporations.” These, surely, indicated where Holmes stood in 
the contest between predatory capital and the people. 

This contest was much on the President’s mind, for he had recently- 
embarked upon an offensive against “malefactors of great wealth,” and 
against the trusts. So he wanted, on the Supreme Court, a justice who, 
“in the higher sense,” was a “party man”; who would be “absolutely 
sane and sound on the great national policies for which we stand in 
public life.” He had concluded that Holmes’ “whole mental attitude 
... is such that I should naturally expect him to be in favor of those 
principles in which I so earnestly believe.” Only a year later, he was 
bitterly regretting the appointment—so bitterly, that he considered ex¬ 
cluding Holmes from the White House. During the interval, Roose¬ 
velt’s first “trust-busting” suit reached the Supreme Court. The gov¬ 
ernment won its case. But Justice Holmes wrote a vigorous dissenting 
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Lion; and three o£ his colleagues concurred in it. To the President, 
seemed little less than treason. As Holmes remarked many years 
r, he “looked on my dissent as a political departure (or, I suspect, 
e truly, couldn’t forgive anyone who stood in his way).” There 
e few things for which Theodore Roosevelt was less fitted by tern- 
iment and intellectual discipline than gauging the “whole mental 
rude” of Justice Holmes. 

s a youth of twenty, newly graduated from Harvard, Holmes was 
pt into the War between the States. He served as an officer for 
:e years, with outstanding gallantry, and was severely wounded in 
:e battles. War, he said at the time, was an organized bore. The 
ng ladies of Beacon Hill chirped about the young hero’s peculiar 
Lt of patriotism. More than a half-century later, discussing a biog- 
ly of Lincoln, he said, “I hate to read of those times.” He detested 
waste and the folly of war; yet he also felt that now, at least, and 
raps as long as man dwells upon the globe, his destiny is battle, and 
has to take the chances of war. Though he found it horrible 
dull, he also knew that for him its message was divine. War burned 
1 him deeply. He emerged from it old beyond his actual years, with 
victions that were to remain unshaken throughout his long life, 
he new scientific doctrines of the day merely confirmed a lesson 
: Holmes had learned in war: the finality of force. “I believe that 
:e, mitigated so far as may be by good manners, is the ultima ratio” 
aid, “and between two groups that want to make inconsistent kinds 
yorld I see no remedy except force.” Man, he thought, at present is 
redatory animal whose importance in the scheme of things it was 
ish to exaggerate. “It seems to me probable that the only cosmic 
Lificance of man is that he is part of the cosmos, but that seems to 
enough.” Yet war had taught him that man has in him that un- 
lkable somewhat which makes him capable of miracle, able to lift 
Lself by the might of his own soul, unaided, able to face annihilation 
a blind belief. So he came to think that man “is born a predestined 
tlist, for he is born to act. To act is to affirm the worth of an end, 
to persist in affirming the worth of an end is to make an ideal.” 
atifying life with action. Holmes asserted that the final test of men 
attle in some form—actual war—the crush of Arctic ice—the fight 
mastery in the market or the court. Because life is essentially a 
iggle, a battle, he could not help but believe that the great prob- 
s are questions of here and now. 
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Mustered out of the army, Holmes returned to Harvard to study 
law. He always claimed that he rather was shoved than went into the 
law; at bottom, he hankered for philosophy. So it was as a philosopher 
that he approached the law, and later expounded it. Emerson, a 
philosopher, had been the hero of his early years; and at the age of 
ninety he said that the only firebrand of his youth that burned to him 
as brightly as ever was Emerson. But even if Holmes had lacked a 
natural addiction to speculative thinking, he probably would have ac¬ 
quired it by contagion. It was epidemic among the circle of his friends 
at Harvard. The impact of the new science, the collapse of the old 
faiths, the swift transformation of the society in which they were liv¬ 
ing, all conspired to make them take stock of their world and their be¬ 
liefs. In a very real sense, Chauncey Wright, Charles Peirce, William 
James, Henry Adams and his younger brother Brooks, were philoso¬ 
phers as much by force of necessity as by choice. With fames, his 
closest friend in those years. Holmes spent long evenings “twisting the 
tail of the cosmos.” The habit persisted to the very end of his life. 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt, calling on the Justice a few days after 
his first inauguration, found him reading Plato in his library. Why, the 
President inquired, did he choose to read Plato? Quietly, the Justice 
replied: “To improve my mind, Mr. President.” 1 lad he not noted, but 
a few years before: “I always say the chief end of man is to form |*ru» 
eral propositions—adding that no general proposition is worth a 
damn”? 

What Holmes appropriated from the new science was its technique 
of doubting, its theory that knowledge logins in skepticism. He 
wanted, he said, to multiply his skepticisms. Applying this desire to 
the law, he soon concluded that few of its traditional “general proposi¬ 
tions” were genuinely tenable. Was it not obvious that certainty gen¬ 
erally is illusion? The great jurists of the past—Story and Kent and 
Marshall—had appealed, for an ultimate sanction, to “natural taw." 
They had assumed the existence of a fundamental, unchanging code; 
ethical, and eternally valid. 1'hey might have said, with Jtistue Suther¬ 
land, one of Holmes’ juniors on the Supreme Court, that “rhne are 
certain fundamental social and economic laws which are iieyoml the 
power, and certain underlying governmental principles, which are be¬ 
yond the right of official control, and any attempt to interfere with 
their operation inevitably ends in confusion, if not disaster." Could it 
not be affirmed, of these, that though conditions might change, "the 
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principle itself is immutable; once righteous, it is always righteous”? 
This had been the opinion of the great early American jurists, and 
they had held that the function of the judge is to use precedent and 
logic in discovering the application of unchanging law to the con¬ 
flicts of a changing world. 

To none of this could Holmes agree. Its very simplicity had ceased 
to satisfy men’s minds. He was unable to concede the existence of an 
absolute ethics. Was any system of ethics more than a body of im¬ 
perfect social generalizations expressed in terms of emotion ? It seemed 
to him that certitude is not the test of certainty, for men had been cock¬ 
sure of many 'things that were not so. Men’s values and beliefs were 
largely determined by their early associations. Their experiences thus 
made certain preferences dogmatic for them; they seldom realized that 
others might be equally dogmatic about quite different ones. The 
jurists who believe in natural law, he said, appeared to be in that naive 
state of mind that accepts what has been familiar and accepted by 
them and their neighbors as something that must be accepted by all 
men everywhere. 

Having thus discarded the historic concept of a natural law embody¬ 
ing eternal principles, and superior to the limited wisdom of men, 
Holmes proceeded to other conclusions equally disquieting to legal 
traditionalists and social conservatives. He declared flatly that judges 
make law—in the sense that, at any given time, the law for practical 
purposes is what the judge proclaims it to be. Being, like other men, 
subject to the social pressures and demands of their day, judges in 
making law are always remaking it: what the courts declare to have 
always been the law is in fact new. Judicial precedents survive in the 
law long after the use they once served is at an end and the reason for 
them has been forgotten. If they survive long enough, new reasons 
more fitted to the time have been found for them, and they gradually 
receive a new content, and at last a new form. It is revolting, Holmes 
asserted, to have no better reason for a rule of law than that it was so 
laid down in the time, of Henry IV—especially if the grounds upon 
which it was laid down have vanished long since, and the rule simply 
persists from blind imitation of the past. So Holmes denied the bind¬ 
ing force of precedent, or tradition, upon the present. He affirmed that 
the present has a right to govern itself so far as it can; and that it 
ought always to be remembered that historic continuity with the past 
is not a duty, it is only a necessity. 
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In Holmes’ view, the law, like other mortal contrivances, is subject 
to chance and change. It has its roots in history and its justification in 
expedience, real or supposed. Its substance at any given time pretty 
nearly corresponds, so far as it goes, with what is then understood to 
be convenient; but its form and machinery, and the degree to which it 
is able to work out desired results, depend very much upon its past. For 
the law is always approaching, hut never reaching, consistency. It is 
forever adopting new principles from life, while retaining old ones 
from history which have become merely vestigial. In a revolutionary 
statement, Holmes declared that the life of the law has not been logic; 
it has been experience. By taking this position, he was applying to law 
the philosophy of pragmatism, and the application produced radical 
results. The most significant was Holmes’ doctrine that, at any sjKviiie 
moment in history, the basic rules of law arc determined by the felt 
necessities of the time, the prevalent moral and political theories, in¬ 
stitutions of public policy, avowed or unconscious, even the prejudices 
which judges share with their fellow men. The true source of the law's 
vital juices, he claimed, was seldom acknowledged by judges, and al¬ 
ways with an apology. That source was to he found in considerations 
of what is expedient for the community concerned. 

That law is an expression of social expediency was a notion from 
which traditionalists could he expected to recoil in horror. 1 lolmt-s hud 
other shocks in store for them. Who shall decide “what is expedient 
for the community”? All social conservatives, and all who accrued the 
primacy of property rights, saw their interests menaced by I lolmcs* 
answer to this question. It reaffirmed the basic axiom of American 
democracy; that the will of the majority shall prevail. Holmes stated 
that the duty of embodying in law the will of the majority - -as to what 
is expedient for the community—rests with the elected representatives 
of the people in Congress and the state legislatures. He was under no 
illusion about the probable social tint! economic drift of popular legisla¬ 
tion. All legislation, he acknowledged, favors one class at the expense 
of another, and none the less when the bona fide object is the greatest 
good of the greatest number, since if the welfare of the living' majotity 
is paramount, it can only be on the ground that the majotity have the 
power in their hands. In the United States as elsewhere, he pointed out, 
legislation is “empirical.” It is made a means by which a body, having 
the power, puts burdens which are disagreeable to them on the 
shoulders of somebody else. But that this is the case, Holmes declared, 
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is no sufficient condemnation of legislation. The view* was scarcely re¬ 
assuring to the financial magnates whose tightening grip on the eco¬ 
nomic life of the nation an apprehensive people were seeking to break 
by the enactment of regulatory laws. 

For, while Holmes was serving on the Massachusetts Supreme Court, 
an economic revolution had imposed finance capitalism on the Ameri¬ 
can social order. I echnological advances made large-scale industry pos- 
sible. Great industry developed mergers and monopolies. Economic 
concentration brought the control of industry into the hands of bank- 
ers, acting in groups which commanded the enormous resources of 
credit that the new tendency to combination made necessary. In vast 
areas of enterprise, the “older capitalism” of individual initiative had 
given way to “corporate collectivism”—the new structure evolved by 
the new finance capitalism. 

1 he financiers who brought about this change were farseeing. The 
old capitalism had flourished under laws embodying the economic 
doctrine o[ laisscz fam\ They wanted the doctrine to continue to ap¬ 
ply to the operations of the new capitalism, even though these opera¬ 
tions were producing profound alterations in the nation’s social order, 
as well as in its economic life. Reasserting the doctrine of laissez faire, 
they claimed that economic activity is governed by natural laws of its 
own, which work out for universal welfare so long as their free play 
is not impeded by government. Let enterprise continue to remain un¬ 
lettered and unhampered. Let the government keep its hands off. To 
secure a maximum freedom from interference for corporate enterprise, 
the celebrated “due process” clause had been inserted into the Four¬ 
teenth Amendment: to the CConstitution. 

Meanwhile, the rapid growth of big business altered the relations of 
capital and labor. Trade unionism spread over many areas of industry. 
Combination by capital on a national scale was being matched with 
similar combination by labor. Capital contended that strong unions 
abridged the right of freedom of contract, and sought to limit the 
power of labor by preserving the “open shop.” Organized labor relied 
on the strike as a potent economic weapon in bargaining. Capital at¬ 
tempted to cripple this use of the strike by resorting to judicial injunc¬ 
tion. State legislatures, under popular pressure, enacted laws which 
capital regarded as hostile. Even Congress was persuaded to enact 
regulatory legislation in the Interstate Commerce Act and the Sherman 
Act directed against trusts. 
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In these circumstances, capital could not look, for protection of its 
privileges, to the elected representatives of the people in the state legis¬ 
latures and in Congress. But it could look to the final arbiters of 
legality: the justices of the Supreme Court, who were appointed for 
life, and were thus beyond the reach of the people’s will. Theirs was 
the power to strike down any restrictive legislation, whether originat¬ 
ing in Congress or the legislatures, by declaring it unconstitutional. 
And so long as they construed the Constitution strictly, as a code which 
prescribed in detail answers for the social problems of all time, capital 
could consider its privileges safeguarded. 

Capital did not look to the Supreme Court in vain. One of the 
Justices, speaking before the American Bar Association in tHf><, warned 
of “the danger which lurks in any radical disturbance of the present 
social system.” Another, speaking before the New York State Bar As¬ 
sociation, declared it to be “the unvarying law that the wealth of the 
community will be in the hands of the few.” I Ic protested that any “at- 
tempt to give to the many a control over the few” was “a step toward 
despotism.” Were there not many reforms, fathered by social dissidents, 
which had this as their object? The Justice urged his heaters to oppose 
all coercive measures directed to making projKrty and its uses subject, 
to the will of the majority. That the Supreme taunt was profoundly 
averse to any progressive social or economic legislation, that it lud de¬ 
termined to protect the privileges of capital ami confirm the primacy 
of property rights, became obvious one year later. The Court was re¬ 
quired to pass on the constitutionality of an income-tax law. It struck 
down the law. To a majority of the justices, a tax on incomes signalized 
nothing less than “the beginning of an assault on capital . . , com- 
munism on the march”! 

Clearly, the Supreme Court was shaping the laws of the whole coun¬ 
try, and the nations social policy also. It was probably to tins derision, 
and others of a similar import, that Holmes referred in a statement 
made long afterwards. “When twenty years ago a vague terror went 
over the earth and the word socialism began to he heard, 1 thought ami 
still think that fear was translated into doctrines that had no proper 
place in the Constitution or the common law.” And, passing to the 
psychology of the judiciary, he added: “We too need education; in the 
obvious—to learn to transcend our own convictions ant! to leave room 
for much that we hold dear to be done away with short of revolution 
by the orderly change of law.” 
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By 1902, when Holmes joined the nation’s high court, the American 
people were already deeply involved in an effort to subdue the new 
structure o£ “free enterprise,” erected by finance capitalism, to the gen¬ 
eral social welfare. This effort was expressed, and achieved political 
power, in the Square Deal of President Theodore Roosevelt, the New 
Freedom of President Woodrow Wilson, and—after Holmes’ retire¬ 
ment from the Court—the New Deal of President Franklin D. Roose¬ 
velt. In substance, the objects of all three movements were identical: to 
reconcile modern, complex economic forces to the needs of a popular 
democracy. During Holmes’ thirty years of service, and for long after¬ 
wards, the major issue confronting the Supreme Court was that of social 
control over the economic circumstances of the American people. Legis¬ 
lation enacted in order to effect this control—through extension of 
government supervision over economic activity; through programs of 
welfare; through benefits to be secured for the common man—came 
before the Justices in a steadily rising stream. Did it accord with the 
organic charter of the Constitution? In rendering their decision on 
this question, the Justices were not only making law. They were de¬ 
termining whether or not “the present has a right to govern itself so 
far as it can." 

1 lohnes believed that the decisions of the Supreme Court too fre¬ 
quently translated into law the private philosophy and economic 
predilections of its members. This was usually the case with respect to 
debatable ami often burning questions of social policy. “It is a mis¬ 
fortune," he observed, “if a judge reads his conscious or unconscious 
sympathy with one side or the other prematurely into the law, and 
forgets that what seem to him to be first principles are believed by half 
his fellow men to be wrong.” In one of his most celebrated dissents, he 
urged that the cast: was being decided upon an economic theory which 
a large part of the country did not entertain. The theory in question 
was that of Ltisscz fairc, to which Holmes himself subscribed. Never¬ 
theless, he continued, “I strongly believe that my agreement or dis¬ 
agreement has nothing to do with the right of a majority to embody 
their opinions in law.” He went on to elaborate this view in a statement 
which became classic. A constitution, he declared, “is not intended to 
embody a particular economic theory, whether of paternalism and the 
organic relation of the citizen to the state or of laissez faire. It is made 
for people of fundamentally differing views, and the accident of our 
finding certain opinions natural and familiar or novel and even shock- 
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ing ought not to conclude our judgment upon the question whether 
the statutes embodying them conflict with the Constitution of the 
United States.” 

Repeatedly, Holmes urged that the Constitution embodied only rela¬ 
tively fundamental rules of right, anti must not be perverted to become 
the partisan of a particular set of ethical or economical opinions. Its 
provisions, he asserted, were not mathematical formulas, but living in¬ 
stitutions. Their significance was vital. It was to be gathered not simply 
by taking the words and a dictionary, but by considering their origin 
and the line of their growth. It was enough for the Founding battlers 
to realize or to hope that they had created an organism; it had taken a 
century and had cost their successors much sweat and blood to prove 
that they created a nation. Cases brought before the Supreme Court on 
the issue of constitutionality, he insisted, must be considered in the 
light of our whole experience, and not merely in that of what was said 
a hundred years ago. 

As was perhaps inevitable, Holmes’ constitutional views were seldom 
concurred in by a majority of his colleagues. As a result, he became 
known as the great dissenter, not so much because of the Itcqtictn y 
of his dissenting opinions, as the nobility with which they stated his 
social philosophy. The failure of his view to prevail brought about the 
defeat, by judicial veto, of a wide variety of legislation designed to sub¬ 
ject economic power to social responsibility. Much of it foundered ( ,n 
the due process clause of the bourteeuth Amendment, specifically ex¬ 
tending to the states the prohibition which the Fifth Amendment had 
laid upon Congress. It had been incorporated in the Constitution 
purportedly to protect the civil rights of the freed Negroes. Hut its 
authors were corporation lawyers, and they had framed it for the addi¬ 
tional purpose of protecting corporate enterprise from adverse legisla¬ 
tion by the states. In early cases, they had succeeded in winning 1 the 
assent of the Supreme Court to this purpose. By tin* time Holmes 
joined it, a body of precedent had been created under which the (Am t, 
almost at its own option, was able to uphold the sanctity of property 
as against the social aims of the American people. 

Holmes protested; vigorously, earnestly, and always. He warned 
against the dangers of a delusive exactness in the application of the 
Fourteenth Amendment. Was not such exactness a source of fallacy 
throughout the law? By calling a business "property," he said, you 
make it seem like land, and lead up to the conclusion that a statute 
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cannot substantially cut down the advantages o£ ownership existing be¬ 
fore the statute was passed- But business is not property, Holmes de¬ 
clared. It is a course of conduct and like other conduct is subject to 
substantial modification according to time and circumstances both in 
itself and in regard to what shall justify doing it a harm. Here, indeed, 
was a iormidable challenge to vested privilege! Were the rights of free 
enterprise merely relative—subject to popular determinations of what 
is expedient that changed according to time and circumstance? Holmes 
went further. “I have not yet adequately expressed the more than 
anxiety that I feel at the ever increasing scope of the Fourteenth 
Amendment in cutting down what I believe to be the constitutional 
rights ol the States. As the decisions now stand, I see hardly any limit 
hut the sky to the invalidating of those rights if they happen to strike 
a majority ol this Court as for any reason undesirable. I cannot believe 
that the Amendment was intended to give us carte blanche to embody 
our economic or moral beliefs in its prohibitions.’" 

In using the Constitution to prevent legislation that sought to rectify 
obvious inequalities in the distribution of economic power, Holmes 
contended that the Supreme Court was exceeding its own powers and 
invalidating the democratic process. 'There is nothing I more depre¬ 
cate^ he said in a very significant dissent, “than the use of the Four¬ 
teenth Amendment beyond the absolute compulsion of its words to 
prevent the making of social experiments that an important part of the 
community desires, in the insulated chambers afforded by the several 
States, even though the experiments may seem futile or even noxious to 
me and to those whose judgment I most respect” This admonition, 
ton infrequently heeded by the Court, was dictated by Holmes’ genuine 
liberalism. As he understood, and many of his admirers did not, 
gamine liberalism is not. a program but an attitude of mind; its roots 
are in the original, classic principle of laissez faire , and it extends to the 
realm of thought the free, competitive exchange which that principle 
imposes upon the market place. So Holmes felt a moral, as well as an 
intellectual obligation to sustain the right of others to hold theories 
which were obnoxious to him. 

Personally, lie viewed all “social experiments” with extreme skep¬ 
ticism. 1 le supported the right of the American people to undertake 
therm for lie interpreted the Constitution as a dynamic charter for a 
society conceived as being itself dynamic, and proceeding by the 
method of trial and error. In a broad sense, he justified social legisla- 
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tion as a pragmatist, by its instrumental utility. It helped in reaching a 
social end which the governing power of the community had made'up 
its mind that it wanted. It was, so to speak, good if it worked. Hut as to 
the wisdom and worth of the ends which such legislation was designed 
to achieve, and even as to its practical efficacy. Holmes was usually 
dubious. To his old friend Sir Frederick Pollock, he admitted that he 
was so skeptical as to our knowledge about the goodness of laws that 
he had no practical criticism except what the crowd wants, I Ic was, he 
said, willing to bet that the crowd if it knew more wouldn't want what 
it does—but he felt that this was immaterial. 


Even before his appointment to the Supreme Court, Holmes hail 
concluded that for the rational study of the law the man of the future 
is the man of statistics and the master of economics. The prediction 
accurately described his future colleague. Justice Brandcis, but it like¬ 
wise pointed to an intellectual equipment which Holmes knew that 
he did not possess. Statistics and economics were outside the odut of his 
interests. One of his warmest admirers surmised that his dunking in 
the field of economics stopped at twenty-five. Such as it was, his eco¬ 
nomic thinking followed orthodox lines. His hobby, he said, was to 
consider the stream of products, to omit all talk about ownership ,md 
just to consider who eats the wheat, wears the clothes, uses die rail¬ 
roads and lives in the houses. On this basis, he was convinced that the 
crowd now has substantially all there is, that the luxuries of she few 
are a drop in the bucket, and that unless you make war on moderate 
comfort there i.s* no general economic quc&tiou. 

This conviction—steadfastly maintained while the Supreme Court 
was flooded with cases arising from the presumptively nonexistent 
general economic question”--reflected the one facet of Holmes* mind 
that was incorrigibly naive. He disliked grubbing in the "ragbag of 
details. He was always impatient of mere information about transient 
conditions. He admitted without pride or shame that he never re id the 
newspapers. Justice Brandcis teasingly accused him of talking’ahum 
improving his mind, but exercising it only on the subjects with which 
e was already familiar. Brandcis, he confessed, drove a harpoon inm 
us midriff by urging him, in his summer reading, to try something 
new, study some domain of fact. He proposed that Holmes take up 
the textile industry of Massachusetts, read all available reports on it, go 
to Lawrence and get a human notion of how it really is. Holmes 
pondered the suggestion, then recorded his private comment: "I hate 
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facts, ... I have little doubt that it would be good for my immortal 
soul to plunge into them, good also for the performance of my duties, 
but I shrink from the bore.” His intellectual furniture, he said, con¬ 
sisted of an assortment of general propositions which grew fewer and 
more general as he grew older—and he doubted the validity of any 
general propositions. “All I mean by truth,” he once remarked, “is the 
road I can’t help travelling. What the worth of that can’t help may be 
I have no means of knowing. Perhaps the universe, if there is one, has 
no truth outside of the finiteness of man.” 

Political and social progressives, inspired by Holmes’ championship 
of the people’s right to undertake social experiments, claimed him as a 
reformer like themselves. But Holmes was not a reformer. He was a 
social philosopher. Looking at the American scene, the reformers were 
aroused by what they took to be a climactic struggle between human 
rights and property rights. Looking at the same social convulsion, 

I iolmes saw only a conflict of forces which he surmised to be in¬ 
evitable, in the nature of things, and probably, in one or another form, 
continuous. “1 believe,” he said, “that the wholesale regeneration which 
so many now seem to expect, if it can be helped by conscious, co¬ 
ordinated human eifort, cannot be affected appreciably by tinkering 
with the institution of property, but only by taking in hand life, and 
trying to build a new race. That would be my starting point for an 
ideal for the law. The notion that with socialized property we should 
have women free and a piano for everybody seems to me an empty 
humbug." Nevertheless, seeing how the law had grown, without a 
break, from barbarism to civilization, Holmes found in what had been 
done some ground for believing that mankind yet may take its own 
destiny consciously and intelligently in hand. 

As respects the immediate social situation, Holmes was disposed al¬ 
ways to test it by a question: What proximate test of excellence can be 
found exc ept correspondence to the actual equilibrium of forces in the 
community that is, conformity to the wishes of the dominant power? 
All that could be expected from modern improvements in legislation, 
be held, was that it should easily and quickly, yet not too quickly, 
modify itself in accordance with the will of the de facto supreme power 
in the community, and that the spread of an educated sympathy should 
reduce the sacrifice of minorities to a minimum. 

This attitude furnished a frame for his view of the bitter contest be¬ 
tween capital and labor, which he recognized to be the most im- 
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portant of contemporary social conflicts. Holmes took the position 
that, under the American system, the doctrine generally had been ac¬ 
cepted that free competition is worth more to society than it costs. 
He was not inclined to underestimate the costs. Among them, he as¬ 
serted, was the intentional inflicting of temporal damage, including 
the damage of interference with a man’s business, by some means, 
when the damage is done not for its own sake, but as an instrumentality 
in reaching the end of victory in the battle of trade. He refused to ad- 
mit that the policy of allowing free competition or, as he preferred to 
term it, free struggle for life—was confined to persons of the same 
class competing for the same end. It extended to all conflicts of 
temporal interests in society. So it applied to the conflict between em¬ 
ployers and employed. 

In modern industrial society, Holmes contended, free competition 
means combination, an ever-increasing might and scope of combina- 
tion. Whether beneficial, as he personally believed, or detrimental, the 
tendency to combination was inevitable, unless the fundamental axioms 
of society, and even the fundamental conditions of life, .uc to he 
changed. Opposition to it was therefore Unite; the point was to dis 
cover its bearing upon social conflict. “One of the eternal conflicts (*»t 
of which life is made up is that, between the eflort of every man to get 
the most for his services, and that of society, disguised main- the name 
of capital, to get his services for the least possible return, t Ambulation 
on the one side is potent and powerful. Combination on the other side 
is the necessary and desirable counterpart, if the battle is to he carried 
on in a fair and equal way.” 

On this principle, Holmes sustained the right of labor to organize as 
effectively as possible, both because it established the equality of post 
tion between die parties in which liberty of contract begins, and be¬ 
cause unity of organization is necessary to make the contest of labor 
effectual. He upheld the strike as a lawful instrument in the universal 
struggle for life; bur he also asserted that it was a fallacy m suppose 
that there is a body of capital of which labor as a whole set ores a 
larger share by that means. He upheld labor’s right, to institute a 
primary boycott” against an employer during a coutrovetsv. He 
argued for the legality of a “secondary boycott" applied to those dealing 
with the boycotted employer. Later, on the .Supreme (Amt, he sm 
tamed a wide variety of labor laws-among them, one which outlawed 
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yellow dog” contracts forbidding employees to join unions, and others 
which regulated hours o£ work and fixed minimum wage scales. 

As early as 1894, Holmes remarked humorously that, because of his 
, presumed sympathies with labor, among the respectable there were 
some who regarded him as a dangerous radical! Had he seen fit to 
clothe his views in different language, he thought he could have been 
a pet: of the proletariat—whereas they cared nothing for him and 
some of the others distrusted him. The distrust endured. When, im¬ 
pressed by Holmes’ disposition to strengthen the hand of labor in its 
contest; with capital. President Theodore Roosevelt appointed him to 
the Supreme Court, Holmes reported to Pollock that he found power¬ 
ful influences against him, because some at least of the money powers 
thought him dangerous, wherein they were wrong. The money powers 
were wrong. But so was the President. Roosevelt assumed that Holmes 
was pro-labor, therefore anti-capital. Pie anticipated Holmes’ favorable 
decision in a suit to dissolve a railroad merger under the Sherman Act 
But to 1 lolmcs the Sherman Act was no less repugnant than were anti- 
labor laws, and for the same reason. He considered it a humbug based 
upon economic ignorance and incompetence. It rested, he claimed, on 
the theory that you must compete but: you mustn’t win. It restricted the 
process of combination which free competition made inevitable. That 
the policy of free competition exacted heavy social costs Holmes never 
denied; lie inclined to the belief that it reduced all economic conflict 
to naked warfare. But: wasn’t all life a roar of bargain and battle? To 
conduct the battle “in a fair and equal way” was the best solution; the 
law should make that solution always possible. For the rest, Holmes 
had no belief in panaceas and almost none in sudden ruin. He was not 
interested one way or another in the nostrums then so strenuously 
urged. But, as his friend Justice Frankfurter pointed out, Holmes de¬ 
nied that the Constitution stereotyped any particular distribution of 
economic power for all time. Short of revolution, by the orderly change 
of law, society could alter the scheme as it might: see fit. “The law has 
got to be stated over again,” Holmes said, long before his appointment 
tn the Supreme Court, “and I venture to say that in fifty years we shall 
have it in a form of which no man could have dreamed fifty years ago.” 

In the aftermath of the First World War, as he passed his eightieth 
year, I lolmcs’ creed of liberalism received expression in a scries of 
memorable dissents. Kxeeptionally, for him, they were conceived in 
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indignation and written with passion. It is hart! to resist the conclusion 
that he intended them not so much to make explicit his diilcrenees 
with his colleagues as to challenge and rebuke all his countrymen. They 
were elicited by a series of cases involving civil liberties; .specifically, 
the right of free speech, and the right to hold opinions condemned by 
the majority. Revolution had triumphed in Russia. The doctrines of 
Marx and Lenin were blowing across the Atlantic. Fear had gripped 
the hearts of many Americans. Intolerance was rising throughout the 
nation. Wartime espionage laws, not yet revoked, permitted the launch¬ 
ing of a witch hunt of “radicals.” 

It was in this climate of suppression and persecution that the cases 
reached the Supreme Court. Some involved humble fanatics who, al¬ 
legedly, had obstructed the war effort by circulating their opinions; 
these were violently opposed to war. In one case, as Holmes noted, 
sentences of twenty years imprisonment had been imposed for the 
publishing of two leaflets that he believed the defendants had as much 
right to publish as the Oovernment had to publish the ('onstittittuii of 
the United States vainly invoked by them. The punishment, he held, 
was grossly excessive, unless the defendants were to be made to suffer 
not for what the indictment alleged hut for the creed that they avowed 
—a creed that Holmes believed to be the creed of ignorance* and im¬ 
maturity when honestly held. 

Yet this, Holmes felt, did not go to the heart of the matter. Surely 
the widest possible opportunity for the free play of intelligence, fur the 
pursuit of truth by trial and error, was an indispensable com hi ion of a 
free society. The long, slow advance of civilization was the beauty of 
a never-ending process of displacement: official truth found to be 
error, yielding to new and different beliefs; these, in their turn, doomed 
to give way to others. Intellectual lilxrty was the highest of social 
achievements, and the most precarious. It was forever vulnruthlr to 
intolerance, to the hysteria of fear. Persecution for the expression of 
opinion would always occur, since men having no doubt of their 
premises or power, and wanting a certain result, would attempt to mo 
body their wishes in law, anti sweep all opposition away, 

• u U » w ^ en men kavc realized that time has upset many fighting 
faiths," Holmes wrote, “they may come to believe even more than they 
believe the very foundations of their own conduct that the ultimate 
good desired is better reached by free trade in ideas - that the last test 
of truth is the power of the thought to get itself accepted in the romfw- 
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tition of the market, and that truth is the only ground upon which 
their wishes safely can be carried out. That at any rate is the theory of 
our Constitution. It is an experiment, as all life is an experiment. Every 
year ii not every day we have to wager our salvation upon some 
prophecy based upon imperfect knowledge. While that experiment is 
part of our system I think that we should be eternally vigilant against 
attempts to cheek the expression of opinions that we loathe and be¬ 
lieve to be fraught with death, unless they so imminently threaten im¬ 
mediate interference with the lawful and pressing purposes of the law 
that an immediate check is required to save the country.” 

Ten years later, as Holmes’ ninetieth birthday approached, the wave 
of intolerance bad not great receded. Rosika Schwimmer, over fifty 
years of age and an avowed pacifist, had applied for American citizen¬ 
ship. Her application was denied because she refused to promise to 
bear arms for the United States in a future war. A majority of the 
Supreme Court hold her not to be attached to the principles of the 
Constitution. Once again, Holmes dissented. Sternly, he asserted that 
“if there is any principle of the Constitution that more imperatively 
calls for attachment than any other it: is the principle of free thought— 
not free thought for those who agree with us but freedom for the 
thought that we hate. I think that we should adhere to that principle 
with regard to admission into, as well as to life within, this country.” 
Nearly seventy years earlier, hating war, he had not hesitated to bear 
arms for his country, and the memory colored what he had still to say 
of citizenship. “And recurring to the opinion that bars this applicant’s 
way, I would suggest that the Quakers have done their share to make 
the country what it is, that many citizens agree with the applicant’s 
belief and that I had not supposed hitherto that we regretted our in¬ 
ability to expel them because they believe more than some of us do in 
the teachings of the Sermon on the Mount.” 

Could he say less, having himself faith in a universe not measured 
by out fears, a universe that has thought and more than thought inside 
of it? 

Once, he had stated his faith in words which Americans might al¬ 
ways remember. “I do not pin my dreams for the future to my coun¬ 
try or even to my race. I think it probable that civilization somehow 
will last as long as 1 care to look ahead--perhaps with smaller numbers, 
but perhaps also bred to greatness and splendor by science. I think it 
not improbable that man, like the grub that prepares a chamber for 
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the winged thing it never has seen but is to be—that man may have 
cosmic destinies that he does not understand. And so Iwyond the 
vision of battling races and an impoverished earth I catch a dreaming 
glimpse of peace.” 

[3] SAVONAROLA IN SILK 

After the summer of 1916, Americans who followed the proceedings of 
the Supreme Court grew familiar with a phrase that time and* fre¬ 
quency were to make celebrated. It concluded many a report of the 
Court’s decisions, especially in cases involving social legislation and 
civil liberties. It recorded “Holmes and Brandeis dissenting.'’ 

The new Associate Justice was in his sixtieth year; a tall man, 
slightly stooped, spare and rugged, with a high forehead, deep set, 
brooding eyes, and a broad, unsmiling mouth. Louis I). Brandeis had 
practiced law in Boston for thirty-seven years when President Wood 
row Wilson, late in January 1916, sent his appointment to the Senate 
for confirmation. The appointment was unexpected. It provoked a 
violent controversy in the press. In the Senate, a bitter contest de 
velopcd. The Judiciary Committee, during a prolonged investigation, 
heard many reputable citizens who strongly objected to the President's 
choice. 

A group of Boston men of affairs filed a petition for rejection, Five 
former piesidents of the American Bar Association- among them, ex- 
President, I aft—considered it their painful duty to oppose cotilirma- 
tion. Lminent leaders in political, financial and legal life joined in the 
protest. So determined and powerful was the opposition that President 
Wilson took the unprecedented step of intervening. Defending his ap- 
pointment in a letter to the Judiciary Committee, he dismissed the 
charges brought against Brandeis as "intrinsically incredible." llramleis, 
the President declared, “is a friend of all just men ami a lover o| rhe 
right; and he knows more than how to talk about the right he knows 
how to set it forward in the face of his enemies.” The President was an 
excellent judge of this particular form of knowledge, for be too mm 
manded it. He was shortly to be embittered by the discovery that it is 
not universally held in esteem. Brandeis had found this out be 
fore. a 

The contest over his appointment was in one respect unique: its real 
significance, though generally understood, was so far as possible eon- 
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cealed. The charges brought against Brandeis included infringements 
of legal ethics, unjudical temperament and even chicanery and dis¬ 
honesty. These were abundantly disproved. They were not the true 
grounds upon which opposition to his appointment was based. The 
Supreme Court, as the New York Times remarked when the President 
announced his choice, “by its very nature is the conservator of our in¬ 
stitutions”—and Brandeis was “essentially a contender, a striver after 
changes and reforms.” 

The nature of the legal work he had undertaken in the public in¬ 
terest; the tenor of his social views, recorded in two books; the fact that 
on every major economic issue likely to come before the Court he had 
formed and expressed opinions notably at variance with those held by 
the representatives of economic power—these were the actual grounds 
for a concerted effort to prevent Brandeis from joining the Court. In 
the contest over his appointment, economic power was fighting a 
decisive and defensive battle against the people’s determination to 
subject it to social control, a determination which they had expressed 
in electing Woodrow Wilson to the presidency. The battle over 
Brandeis was an episode of the spectacular national drama in which an 
old order was having to meet the challenge of an emerging new one. 

Progressives and reformers had long held Brandeis in high repute. 
They honored him as a formidable crusader who possessed an intimate, 
realistic knowledge of modern economic processes. And they found 
their own aims expressed in what they called his social philosophy. 
Brandeis himself asserted that he had no rigid social philosophy; he 
had been intense on concrete problems of practical justice. But from 
these concrete problems he drew a body of economic doctrines and 
social ideals which, in his public legal work and his decisions as a 
Justice of the Supreme Court, took on the character of guiding prin¬ 
ciples. He carried over into the field of law the attitude of the 
pragmatists, the militancy of the muckrakers, and a romantic concept 
of the American way of life which dated from his childhood. 

His parents and their relatives had come to the United States from 
Bohemia after the abortive democratic revolution of 1848. They were 
political liberals and, in a sense, political refugees, of Jewish faith, with 
a long tradition of wealth and culture. To them, democracy, individual 
liberty, and social justice were not mere phrases. They were genuine 
realities, and attainable only in the United States. This conviction was 
the earliest, and probably the strongest, influence on Brandeis’ mind. 
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He never ceased to believe that the old American ideals were still 
valid for a highly complex industrial society, and that within its frame¬ 
work the democratic way of life could he realized through the ap¬ 
plication of new knowledge to new conditions. 

This belief was also held by the muckrakcrs. Like them, Brandeis 
took the position that the evils which he was lighting were not inherent 
to American capitalist society. They were unnatural outgrowths which 
could, and should, be pruned away. The industrial monofkdy, the 
tyrannical “money trust,” the pyramided corporations over which a few 
great magnates exercised absolute control, the jxnverful and irresponsi- 
ble labor union—to Brandeis, these did not represent normal develop¬ 
ments of an efficient capitalism. They were not its natural products, or 
its logical and appropriate consequences. They were, lor him, sinister 
abuses; largely the result of unwise, man-made, privilege creating law, 
which had stimulated tendencies to inequality instead of discouraging 
them. So Brandeis forthrightly announced that the process of capitaliz¬ 
ing free Americans is not an inevitable one. The elfort to arrest that 
process, if possible to throw it into reverse, became the great enterprise 
of his life. 

He was forty years old, one of the most successful curpuration 
lawyers in New England, and already wealthy when hr embarked 
upon if. The best lawyers, he felt, had allowed themselves to become 
adjuncts of great corporations and had neglected the obligation to use 
their powers for the protection of the people. Too much was heard of 
the “corporation lawyer,” like himself; too little of the "people’s 
lawyer.” He resolved to devote half his time, or more, to wiving as a 
lawyer for the people. He refused to accept fees lor undertaking any 
cause in the public interest; thus, he retained his freedom of opinion 
and action. 

Causes flowed to him. He soon became celebrated locally, thru na¬ 
tionally, as the “people’s counsel.” The nature of the problems with 
which he was required to deal brought him into cottliict with the very 
class whose interests, in his private practice, he had hern retained to 
defend. So he quickly won the enmity of those in whom economic 
power was lodged. Had he been content merely to “talk about the 
right,” they might have accounted him only a pious nuisance. But he 
was content with nothing less than action, or preparation for it. He 
possessed an expert knowledge of the strategy to which his opponents 
resorted when seeking to expand their power. He was familiar with die 
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intricacies of corporate finance, the uses of political pressure, the manip¬ 
ulation of credit made possible by free access to the funded savings of 
the people. He soon mastered the technique of “creating public opin¬ 
ion.” Whether in court, or before legislative committees and other 
public bodies, or in the pages of the national magazines to which he 
contributed with increasing frequency, he proved himself to be a re¬ 
sourceful antagonist. 

His arguments made a deep impression on the plain people. So it did 
not take long for the masters of economic power—the great financiers 
and their satellites, whose grip on the nation’s economic life he exposed 
and attacked—to view him as a menace. Bankers like Morgan and his 
associates, Brandeis charged, controlled the people through the peo¬ 
ple’s own money. They managed to obtain command over the nation’s 
liquid capital; this gave them almost absolute power. The fetters which 
bound the people, he asserted, were forged from the people’s own gold. 
What were the masters of capital to make of a man who had prospered 
by playing the game according to rules in force for a half century—and 
who now insisted that these rules be revoked? What was his secret, 
sinister purpose? Brandeis talked of “social justice.” Social justice, in¬ 
deal! What about business and profits? What about the rights of free 
enterprise? 

Perhaps perennially, capital interests will fling these questions at ad¬ 
vocates of social change. In the first decade of the century, reformers 
and muckrakcrs had only one answer to them; a moral one. Brandeis 
was a novelty. He chose to expound social principle in terms of hard 
economic and financial facts. As he saw it, the American social situa¬ 
tion was being shaped by conditions mainly economic in nature. The 
forces that, were decreasing individual freedom and narrowing the 
area of individual opportunity had been generated by the process of 
industrial development. “The old method of distribution and develop¬ 
ing of the great, resources of the country,” he asserted, “is creating a 
huge privileged class that is endangering liberty. There cannot be 
liberty without financial independence, and the greatest danger to the 
people of the United States today is in becoming, as they arc gradually 
more and more, a class of employees.” This was the foundation of 
Brandeis’ “social philosophy.” In essence, it was a conviction that 
political democracy depends upon economic democracy; that the na¬ 
tional welfare requires preservation of the small business unit and the 
creation of conditions propitious to the individual enterpriser. Property, 
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he said, must be subject to that control of property which is essential 
to the enjoyment by every man of a free individual life. And when 
property is used to interfere with that fundamental freedom of life 
for which property is only a means, then property must he controlled. 

As counsel for the people, and adversary of the masters of capital, 
Brandeis undertook to prove how property was being used to the 
detriment of fundamental freedom. In major crusades against monop. 
oly in life insurance and railroad transportation, ami in the behalf of 
the Clayton Anti-Trust Law, he dealt with the purely economic aspects 
of the issue. He interpreted it as a problem of accelerating financial 
concentration, leading to the creation of massive corporate units which 
eventually combine in monopolies. Brandeis hated "bigness" as in¬ 
tensely as did William James, and for much the same reason. His at¬ 
tack on it was sensational. The chief advocates of big business extolled 
its efficiency. Brandeis proposed to show that its vaunted dfuietuy was 
an illusion. By analyzing the actual operations of some of the country’s 
largest corporate enterprises, dominated by Morgan and others popu¬ 
larly regarded as geniuses in the realm of practical affairs, he attempted 
to prove that bigness, carried beyond a certain point, results in economic 
inefficiency. He did not hesitate to talk of the "curse of bigness." 1 le 
argued that it is clear that an organization may he too Luge fur ef¬ 
ficiency and economical management as well as too small. Big business, 
he alleged, had not developed as the result oi a genuine industrial or 
economic necessity. It sprang from the avarice of the great bankers- - 
the money trust who, through promoting combinations, were able 
to market enormous issues of securities which merely capitalized an in¬ 
ability to compete. I he end results of swollen size, Brandeis sought to 
demonstrate, were diminishing industrial efficiency, rising prices for 
goods and services, and unreasonable losses to the investing; public. 

But although Brandeis stressed economic faits, he did not neglect 
their social implications. Is it not irony, he asked, to talk of cipiaiity of 
opportunity in a country cursed with bigness? *lho issue could not be 
justly solved for the American people by looking at it thmugh the 
spectacles of bonds and stocks. You should study it, he dev tared, 
through the spectacles of people’s rights and people’s interests. When 
you do that you will realize the extraordinary perils to our institutions 
which attend the trust; you will realize the danger of letting the people 
learn that our sacred Constitution protects not. only vested rights but 
vested wrongs. Brandeis asserted that the government must keep order 
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not only physically but socially. It must move steadily toward more 
resolute control, with the purpose of protecting American citizens 
from the new oppressions which a subtler civilization had substituted 
for the old ones of physical force. The new, towering industrial struc¬ 
tures were becoming too large to be tolerated by a people who desired 
to be free. Brandeis thought that the American people would lose their 
political independence or they would acquire industrial independence. 
But he asserted that there was no need to amend the Constitution, 
which had not lost its capacity for expansion to meet new conditions, 
unless it be interpreted by rigid minds which have no such capacity— 
the minds of reactionary jurists on the Supreme Court who dealt with 
the law, not as an expression of the “felt needs of the time,” but of 
eternal righteous principle. Brandeis wanted to work within the frame 
of historic American institutions. What required amendment was not 
the Constitution, but men’s economic and social ideals. 

Since the foundation of all his thinking was economic, Brandeis saw 
the immediate future in the United States as a continuing and ever- 
increasing contest between those who have and those who have not. 
The people had become aware of a profound inconsistency in their 
present situation: it combined political democracy and industrial ab¬ 
solutism. They were beginning to doubt whether in the long run 
democracy anil absolutism can coexist in the same community; whether 
there is a justification for the great inequalities in the distribution of 
wealth. They were beginning to think and their thought would pres¬ 
ently result in action. Whether such action would run on lines of evolu¬ 
tion or on lines of revolution rested with lawmakers and the judiciary, 
lie predicted that there will come a revolt of the people against the 
capitalists, unless the aspirations of the people are given some adequate 
legal expression. I le stood out for individualism as against the great 
uprising of socialism on the one hand and of the accumulation of great 
fortunes on the other. In the immediate contingency, he put forward 
two ideas which were destined to exercise considerable influence on 
the life of the nation. One was the doctrine of “social invention.” The 
other was die theory of the “living law.” Both, essentially, were social 
applications of pragmatism. 

By social invention— which he declared was the most insistent need 
of the times-Brandeis meant the use, under democratic safeguards, of 
the experimental method in solving those vital problems which were 
generating social unrest. His own public legal work yielded a number 
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of arresting illustrations which brought the doctrine national celebrity. 
In the sensational insurance investigation conducted by Charles E. 
Hughes, Brandeis participated as the representative of a policy-holders’ 
group. His analysis of the high cost, inadequate protection, and un¬ 
reasonable rate of loss to workers who took out policies in commercial 
insurance companies suggested the need of an efficient alternative. He 
devised legislation which permitted savings banks to undertake the 
writing of insurance, thus providing the workers of Massachusetts 
with adequate low-cbst protection on which they also received high 
dividends, resulting from notable economies of operation*. Brandeis 
hoped to tie in this popular savings policy with co-operative credit 
societies which would divert the “people’s gold” from the pool of 
liquid capital available to the money trust, and make it productively 
serve its actual owners; but this hope was not realized. I Ic resorted to 
social invention once again when, dealing with the application of 
major railroads for substantial increases in their freight rates, lie an¬ 
nounced that they could achieve savings of one million dollars a day by 
adopting the new formulas of “scientific management'* devised by 
Frederick W. Taylor and other industrial engineers. 

The formulas of Taylor anti his colleagues were regarded with con¬ 
siderable hostility by organized labor. Brandeis undertook to dispel 
this hostility by demonstrating that of the profits that wno to come 
from the new scientific management, the people were to have their 
share. His prestige with labor hud been established by his most widely 
publicized use of social invention-made when he was invited to settle 
a bitter, paralyzing strike of some seventy thousand cluakmakers in 
New York City. Among other issues involved was that of the closed 
shop, on which employers and the union had split, apparently Iwyotul 
the hope of conciliation. Brandeis invented a compromise, the “prefer¬ 
ential union shop,” to the experimental adoption of which both patties 
agreed. He devised a “protocol,” or over-all working agreement gov¬ 
erning the entire industry, and binding upon the manufacturers and 
the union. It provided for price committees, shop chairmen, commit¬ 
tees on grievances, a board of sanitary control, and a burd of arbitra¬ 
tion for future disputes over which Brandeis agreed to presale as im¬ 
partial chairman for the industry. A body of precedents and industrial 
rules soon developed which, based on justice to both sides, enabled 
them to adjudicate specific controversies. Of eight thousand disputes 
that arose in a period of two years, only nine itad to be carried up to 







c All £ife Is an Experiment 363 

the hoard o£ arbitration for final settlement. For Brandeis, the new 
setup exemplified the method to be employed in attaining that in¬ 
dustrial democracy which should ultimately attend political democracy. 
It established his thesis that “the problems of a trade should no longer 
be the problems of the employer alone. The problems of his business, 
and it is not the employer’s business alone, are the problem of all in it. 
The union cannot shift upon the employer the responsibility for con¬ 
ditions, nor can the employer insist upon determining, according to 
his will, the conditions which shall exist.” 

But social invention required a foundation of legal validity in order 
to achieve genuine efficiency. To provide this, Brandeis put forward his 
theory of a living law, which he illustrated in a number of notable 
cases, and later consistently emphasized in his judicial opinions as a 
member of the Supreme Court. Because the theory revolutionized the 
practice of constitutional law in the United States, the legal profession 
came to regard it as Brandeis* most conspicuous achievement. In a 
sense, the theory sprang from his attempt to make the law approximate 
Holmes’ definition of it as expressing “the felt necessities of the time.” 

Brandeis asserted that American law had not kept pace with the 
changes occurring in the fundamental conditions of American life, 
(dearly, the tilings needed to protect liberty were radically different 
from what they were fifty years back, but the law had lagged behind, 
while our longing shifted from legal justice to social justice. In the 
divorce of law from life, appeal was made to constitutional provisions 
in order to stop the natural vent of legislation. Statutes based on new 
social facts were vetoed by the Supreme Court, which declared such 
facts immaterial, and based its decisions not on life, but on logic and 
precedent. Brandeis contended that industrialization of the American 
economy had invalidated many historic precedents; they were no 
longer applicable to existing conditions. Though the social sciences 
took account of the changes produced by industrialization, legal science 
- the unwritten or judge-made law as distinguished from legislation— 
was largely deaf and blind. 

One disastrous consequence was obvious: the small man needs the 
protection of the law; but the law becomes the instrument by which he 
is destroyed. If the law was to be made responsive to the new needs de¬ 
veloped by a changing social order, argument and judicial conclusions 
must be based, not upon ancient abstractions, but upon modern facts. 
They must be shifted from the barren ground of precedent and logic to 
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the higher ground of social function and social situation. Not precon¬ 
ceived notions and precedents, but the actual economic and social set¬ 
ting from which legislation emerges, should be made the controlling 
factor in judicial decision. 

What Brandeis meant, he first made clear in a celebrated brief which 
he submitted to the Supreme Court in 1908, in a case contesting the 
constitutionality of an Oregon state law fixing the maximum working 
hours of women in industry. Opposing counsel argued that women, 
like men, were endowed with the fundamental right of free contract, 
which must not be impaired by limiting their hours of work. Brandeis 
disposed of this issue in two pages of his brief. He devoted another 
fifteen to a review of American and foreign legislation respecting work- 
ing hours. But he based his case upon ninety-five pages devoted to the 
facts of common knowledge of which the court might take judicial 
notice. The argument was no more daring an innovation than was the 
material. For the facts which Brandeis adduced were of a type cer¬ 
tainly not within the common knowledge of the Supreme Court. They 
furnished massive evidence to prove that the female organism suffered 
under strain, fatigue contributed to chronic ailments and accidents, 
overwork caused moral laxity, deterioration inevitably made the entire 
community suffer. His plea was based, not on constitutional prece¬ 
dent, but on the stern issue of preventable human waste. In unani¬ 
mously upholding the Oregon statute, the Court not only reversed its 
precedent, but announced that its decision took judicial cognizance of 
Brandeis social facts. Later jurists, therefore, agreed with Justice 
Frankfurter in holding that this brief was epoch making. It opened a 
new era in the disposition of cases presenting the most important 
present-day constitutional issues. 

Subsequently, Brandeis used the same method in a series of cases 
which won increasing acceptance for the doctrine that the states have 
an obligation, as well as a right, to keep order not only physically but 
socially. One of the most important of these related to another Oregon 
statute, which fixed minimum wages for women in industry. In his 
argument, Brandeis attempted to justify his concepts of social inven¬ 
tion and living law. “Nothing could be more revolutionary than to 
close the door to social experimentation. The whole subject of woman’s 
entry into industry is an experiment. And surely the federal Constitu¬ 
tion—itself perhaps the greatest of human experiments—does not pro¬ 
hibit such modest attempts as the women’s minimum wage act to 



tAll cCife Is an Experiment 365 

reconcile the existing industrial system with our striving for social 
justice and the preservation of the human race.” 

After he joined the Supreme Court, Brandeis was often associated 
with Justice Holmes in dissent. Because of this, the American public 
spoke of them, almost interchangeably, as liberals. Actually, their 
liberalism was by no means identical. Between them there existed an 
old, warm friendship. Each admired the other. They shared a common 
devotion to the ideals of democracy and individual liberty. They saw 
life as a conflict of forces, and defined the function of government as 
the production of a just equilibrium. But notwithstanding this basic 
unity of view, the area of their difference greatly exceeded that of their 
agreement. Both were aware of this. Tm afraid Brandeis has the 
crusading spirit,” Holmes once remarked of his junior. “He talks like 
one of those upward-and-onward fellows.” And, after reading one of 
Brandeis' exhaustive dissenting opinions, decorated with concise foot¬ 
notes referring to trade reports, to studies of committees, to tables of 
figures, Holmes noted on the margin: “This afternoon I was walking 
on the towpath and saw a cardinal. It seemed to me to be the first sign 
of Spring. By the way, I concur,” It was almost as if, to the transient 
phenomena so meticulously considered by Brandeis, Holmes wished to 
oppose the assertion of a timeless process. For him, the immediate was 
temporary; it: would give way to something else. For Brandeis, because 
it molded the shape of things to come, the immediate was of para¬ 
mount importance. 

This distinction made them take different attitudes to social change, 
which they agreed in considering inevitable. “Generally speaking I 
agree with you in liking to see social experiments tried,” Holmes wrote 
to Brandeis, “but: I do so without enthusiasm because I believe that 
it is merely shifting the place of pressure and that so long as we have 
free propagation Malthas is right in his general view,” Holmes was 
skeptical of the wisdom of popular majorities. What he respected was 
their power: he felt that:, wise or not, the proximate test of a good gov¬ 
ernment is that the dominant power has its way. But for Brandeis, this 
was not enough. He distrusted sheer power. He believed the sense of 
unrestricted power to be just: as demoralizing to one group as to an¬ 
other. Neither our intelligence nor our character, he declared, can long 
stand the strain of unrestricted power. What, then, should restrict it? 
Brandeis believed that; power should submit to the guidance of factual 
knowledge. So he asserted that a lawyer, or a judge, or a government 
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official who had not studied economics and sociology was very apt to 
become a public enemy. 

Subject the use of power to the guidance of factual knowledge, 
Brandeis held, and you transform the right of the dominant power 
to have its way into a constructive instrument of social progress. 
Holmes saw social change from the evolutionary point of view, as a 
result of the struggle between competing forces that wete possibly 
blind. Brandeis was convinced that it could be given conscious direc¬ 
tion; thus, all change could become progress. Holmes was content that 
society should pursue the course of trial and error; privately, he sus¬ 
pected that most trials would turn out to be errors. Brandeis wished 
to minimize the possibility of error in every trial. 1 tolmes felt required 
to protect the right of the people to make social experiments. Bran¬ 
deis, regarding that right as axiomatic, was concerned that the experi¬ 
ments be genuinely effective--that each one should advance the cause 
of social justice and in some predictable fashion contribute to the 
democratic way of life. 

Unlike Holmes, therefore, Brandeis did not abstain from founding 
his judicial decisions on his personal theory rtf a wise public (toluy, 
He did not share Holmes’ protest against cases being decided upon 
an economic theory. He wanted cases to Ik* thrilled upon the basis of 
social and economic facts; but he assessed the f.uts in the light of his 
own social and economic preconceptions. Holmes was willing to up¬ 
hold the constitutionality of legislation in which he personally dis¬ 
believed. Brandeis, on the whole was not his verditt on it w.is usually 
determined by its conformity to his own standards of social justice. 
The wisdom or reasonableness of promised legislation, he declared, 
“can ordinarily be determiner! only by a consideration of the rontempu. 
rary conditions, social, industrial and political, of die community to be 
affected thereby. Resort to such facts is necessary, among, other things, 
in order to appreciate the evils sought to he remedied ami the possible 
effects of the remedy proposed. Nearly all legislation involves a wrigh- 
ing of public needs as against private desires; and likewise a weigh- 
ing of relative social values. vSincc government is not an exact .virtu e, 
prevailing public opinion concerning the evils ami the remedy is 
among the important facts deserving consideration; particularly, when 
the public conviction is both deep-seated and widespread ami has hern 
reached after deliberation. What, at any particular time, is the para¬ 
mount public need is, necessarily, a matter of judgment." 
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In arriving at final judgment, Brandeis was guided by “social 
values/* Public conviction might express itself, during a time of hys¬ 
teria, in criminal syndicalism laws, or laws intended to suppress radical 
agitation; Brandeis would strike them down without a qualm. Dur¬ 
ing a depression, an agricultural community might seek to enact 
“privileged legislation” for co-operatives; Brandeis would uphold it. 
So, too, he would uphold the right of a state to deprive capital of re¬ 
course to judicial injunction in labor disputes. He would support 
laws fixing maximum hours of work, setting a minimum wage, es¬ 
tablishing a system of social insurance. In a conflict between property 
rights and human rights, he acknowledged no alternative. He gave 
judicial consent to any public control of property which might seem 
requisite to the enjoyment of a free individual life by the small man 
who so urgently needed the protection of the law. 

So, as the publicist: Max Lerner certified in 1932, a very large body 
of American liberal opinion made almost an idol of Mr. Justice Bran¬ 
deis and acknowledged the leadership of his thought. Liberals ap¬ 
plauded his aggressive championship of the common man, helplessly 
at the mercy ol‘ those in whom economic power was vested. They ap¬ 
proved his implied conviction that government, functioning through 
the Supreme Court, could drive a wedge of direction through the flux 
of economic life and turn it into socially accredited channels. Particu¬ 
larly during the era of President Franklin Roosevelt’s New Deal, 
liberals honored Brandeis for his pioneer efforts to further the creation 
of a new American social order—a system of socialized and regulated 
capitalism operating under a welfare state, which it seemed likely 
that the New Deal would succeed in imposing on the nation. 

To liberals, 'Brandeis came to personify an ideal of progressive eco¬ 
nomic statecraft. Yet, ironically, the core of his economic thinking 
was nostalgic rather than prospective, romantic rather than practical. 
He warned against the oppressive progress of integration in finance 
and industry, and thought it could be stayed. Through size, corpora¬ 
tions were sometimes able to dominate the state; yet there was no need 
to accept the. evils attendant; upon the free and unrestricted use of the 
corporate mechanism as if these evils were the inescapable price of 
civilized life. Convinced as he was of the economic fallacy of the huge 
unit, Brandeis never ceased asserting that if we make competition 
possible, if we create conditions where there could be reasonable com¬ 
petition, these monsters would fall to the ground. 


368 "Postscript to Yesterday 

In 1933, when a depression had paralyzed the American economic 
system, Brandcis—then in his seventy-seventh year wrote an opinion 
which summed up his economic and social jmluy. "There is a wide¬ 
spread belief that the existing unemployment is the result, in large 
part, of the gross inequality in the distribution of wealth and income 
which giant corporations have fostered; that by the control which the 
few have exerted through giant corporations, individual initiative and 
effort are being paralyzed, creative power impaired, and human hap¬ 
piness lessened: that the true prosperity of our past came not from 
big business, but through the courage, the energy, and the icsmtrcc- 
fulness of small men; that only by reopening to them the opportuni¬ 
ties for leadership, can confidence in our future !>e restored and the 
existing misery be overcome; and that only through participation by 
the many in the responsibilities ant! determinations of business, can 
Americans secure the moral and intellectual development which is 
essential to the maintenance of liberty," 

That Brandcis, at the time, was speaking for prevailing public opin¬ 
ion was scarcely open to doubt. But there remained a problem which 
opinion alone could not solve. Under the capitalist system, however 
modified by social invention, could Ameiicarts turn bail, the economic 
clock? In the mid-twentieth century could they both ptrsrrvr their 
social order, and recapture their former way of life? It was neither 
his economic scholarship, nor his social vision, that persuaded Blun¬ 
ders that they could. These, indeed, might have forml turn to tori- 
elude that they could not. But this conclusion would have been re¬ 
pugnant to his optimism, and to his own practical mind might have 
invalidated his major efforts, lire burden of those efforts rested on 
a prophecy. So Brandcis made it, in the confident Ameritan way. 
What nourished his faith was something invulnerable to any melan¬ 
choly assaults by knowledge. It was a profound uttat hmettt to old 
ideals. 

[4] A PRAGMATIST LOOKS AT LIFE 

By the mill-nineteen forties, pragmatism had tombed the lives of 
two generations of Americans. Perhaps never before had a philosophy 
been applied so hopefully, over so wide an area, to shape the minds 
of youth to the uses of a greater freedom. If social (rower and insight 
were developed in the young, must not society eventually he jierfectcd? 
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Whether or not they knew it, most Americans born in the twentieth 
century played some part in this experiment. For it had taken place 
in the most universal o£ their institutions. In less than fifty years, 
pragmatism had transformed the American school. 

But the anticipated improvement in society had not begun. And 
hopefulness had faded. In men’s beliefs, as well as in their practical 
affairs, there was no more widespread sense than that of insecurity. 
No one was more keenly aware of this than the thinker whose doc¬ 
trines had inspired a reform of education. For John Dewey, the situa¬ 
tion was a challenge, a summons to action. It roused him to undertake 
what might become the most fruitful enterprise of a long, prolific 
career. William James had tried to persuade his countrymen to apply 
a new way of thinking to their personal problems. Holmes and Bran¬ 
ded, adopting it as a method of resolving social conflicts, had sought 
to give it an institutional effect in the law. Dewey, looking to the social 
action of future citizens, had attempted to establish it, by means of the 
school, not only as a habit of mind, but as a way of collective life. 
Considering the American social order in his old age, he concluded 
that the sum of these efforts had been failure. One grim fact attested 
it. Social instability, he acknowledged, had reached a point that might 
portend revolution if it went on unchecked. 

How had this condition arisen? By what means could it be reme¬ 
died? What changes were required to make, for the common man, the 
possibilities of American life commensurate with the possibilities of its 
material culture? From his seventieth year onward, Dewey wrestled 
with these questions. Always before, he had addressed students, edu¬ 
cators, professional philosophers. Now he began speaking to his fellow- 
eiti/ens, in a time of crisis, as one of them: and there could be little 
doubt that he hoped to be heeded by the nation’s youth. The Ameri¬ 
can people came to know him as they never had before. 

To the great public, the later Dewey was a new figure, emerging 
from a fame that paradoxically resembled obscurity. Everyone had 
heard his name. Everyone knew that he was the “father of progressive 
schools,” the innovator who had been summoned on educational mis¬ 
sions to China, Mexico, Japan, the Union of South Africa, Soviet 
Russia. But relatively few laymen had troubled to read the books in 
which his educational theories were set forth. Fewer still were aware 
how inadequately the progressive schools of America approximated 
the ideals he had invented for them. His many philosophical works 
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were virtually unread, except by specialists. L-tymeu merely knew 
of their existence anti their celebrity. Philosophers conceded their im¬ 
portance, and ruefully complained that they were tonkin reading. 
Justice Holmes, whose appetite for technical philosophy survived all 
incidental difficulties, was compelled to re-read one of Dewey’s major 
works several times before he understood it. In the etui, he attributed 
to it an unequalled feeling of intimacy with the inside of the cosmos. 
Dewey, he reported with exasperated admiration, spoke as God would 
have spoken, had God been inarticulate but keenly desirous to tell von 
how it was. 

The later Dewey spoke very differently. A sense of urgency made 
him simple ami eloquent, lie drew up a formidable, blistering in¬ 
dictment of the established order, and the way of life which it im¬ 
posed upon the American people. He castigated the ptwerful. He 
explained, again and again, how a needless sun aider of their hhnties 
had been wrung from the great majority of his fellow uttmis; how 
they had been tricked into tacit consent; how they weir being induced 
to perpetuate their servitude. But he also answered the uttmnoii man's 
question: where do we go fmm here? A liberal ami a damn rat. I >ewey 
spoke as an American whose vision of the national tutu;.- pioposed 
a new way of life in which its traditional promise might he t calmed. 
There was anxiety in his tone; hut there was no dcsp.m, Hr mil .if. 
firmed that we live not m a settled and finished world, hut m one 
which is going on, and where our main task is prospeaive. 

1 hough his earlier fame had been won in si hol.istte fields, Dewey 
had never been a cloistered academician. Kven the look of l»m, as he 
neared his ninetieth year, suggested how much he had alu ays It veil 
in the thick of things. Erect and compact of figure, with yellowing 
white hair, a deeply lined, strong-jawed face, a hi baling (topped 
moustache, and quizzical eyes behind his spectmles, his apprut.mer 
was anything hut professorial. For all that it told, he might have hern 
a retired businessman, ;t physician, or a lawyer; you thought of him 
as relaxing in slippers with a good thriller, ami you uar light. He 
looked like everyone’s image of the average middiet kiss American 
foi whom he spoke, and only the New England twang in Ins low, 
husky speech gave him a local origin. 

He was horn in Vermont, just before the War between the States; 
spent his early manhood in the Middle West, and in middle age moved 
on to New York. lie had been as deeply involved as Brandets in the 
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rough and tumble of American life. He knew the industrial world 
as well as the technological one. He had taken an active part in the 
labor movement. Like Holmes, he believed that the doctrines which 
one loathed had a right to be heard, so he was always in the forefront 
of the battle for civil liberties, as in the Sacco-Vanzetti case, and that 
of Leon Trotzky. If he had a fetish, it was liberty—and he did not 
hesitate to rebuke American “liberals” of a younger generation for 
their inadequacy. Democracy was a fighting faith; instead of acting, 
they merely talked, and not too wisely. He always said that he was 
glad to have been born at a time and place where the earlier concepts 
of liberty and the self-governing community prevailed; They were 
his central ideals, and his aim, as a social philosopher, was to give 
them values attainable by an industrial society in which science and 
technology, being the controlling forces, were likewise the finally 
significant ones. 

A deep-rooted devotion to traditional American ideals linked Dewey 
to James, Holmes and Brandeis. But the temper of his mind was un¬ 
like theirs. A tough Yankee practicality kept him from sharing the 
purely intellectual skepticism of Holmes; the will-to-bclieve optimism 
of James; the romantic, nostalgic faith of Brandeis that the clock could 
be turned back to restore the conditions of an earlier day. Social con¬ 
flicts were as obvious to him as to Holmes; he did not think the 
achievement: of a mere equilibrium of forces an adequate solution. 
With James and Brandeis, he condemned the current worship of the 
bitch goddess Success; he did not share their fear of bigness. And 
unlike any of them, he realized that the old ideals had to be given new 
meaning appropriate to a new age. Ideals, he said, express possibilities; 
hut they are genuine ideals only in so far as they are possibilities of 
what is now moving. 

In twentieth-century America, the old concepts were obsolete and 
irrelevant; catchwords for those who proposed to maintain the present 
state of affairs. Rugged individualism, Dewey said, had become ragged 
individualism. Any system that could not provide elementary security 
for millions had no claim to the title of being organized in behalf of 
liberty and the development of individuals. In the current social order, 
control was being exercised by the few who have economic power, 
at the expense of the liberties of the many and at the cost of increasing 
disorder. To talk about free individuals, equality of opportunity, and 
the automatic blessings of democracy, was to ignore existing facts; to 


372 "Postscript to Yesterday 

deal in the kind of social ideas, Dewey said, that were represented by 
the Liberty League and ex-Presidem I loover. The old ideals, framed in 
an age of agrarian economy and physical pioneering, had been relevant 
to then existing conditions. Since that rlav, the whole of American 
life had been transformed. “I see no way,” Dewey acknowledged, “to 
‘restrain’ or turn back the industrial revolution and its consequences.” 

There was no way to do so; nor was there atiy need. Machinery 
had opened up undreamed-of reservoirs of power. Science and tech¬ 
nology offered vistas of a material environment far superior to the 
existing one. It was a commonplace that an era of material abundance 
and material security for all was possible, here and now. What post¬ 
poned it? Dewey claimed that, although Americans possessed a rrvo- 
lutionary transforming instrument, they had been content to harness 
it to the dollar rather than to the liberation ami cntu hmetu of human 
life. They were bound by traditional stints and values, routined to a 
mentality that equated personal gain with social advance. 1 low mold 
they he brought to realize that concrete liberty of oppoinmity and 
action depends upon equalization of the political and nouomie con¬ 
ditions under which individuals are alone free tit fact, not in some 
abstract metaphysical way? Could anyone deny that, under the oprtu- 
tions of institutionally established and supported Jut,nice capitalism, 
genuine liberty hud all hut disappeared itt twentieth irnturv Amrrii.t J 
The tragic breakdown of democracy. Dewey asserted, was due to the 
fact that the identification of liberty with the maximum of unrestt.lined 
individualistic action in the economic sphere, under the institutions of 
capitalistic finance, was as fatal to the realization of hlteity tor all us 
it was fatal to the realization of equiity. There was no point in blaming 
science or the machine. The trouble lay in die use that was nude of 
them. 'I he real culprit was the American mind. 

The United States, Dewey (minted out, had steadily moved from 
an earlier pioneer individualism to a condition ot dominant corpot ate. 
ness. This movement, in the economic field, was both a .atise and a 
symbol of the tendency to combination in all phases of life. The most 
socially significant fact of twentieth century America was that the 
opportunities, choices, anil actions of individuals weie being ttu teas- 
ingly determined by some form of organized association, Amen* ,111s 
were thus conducting their lives in what was essentially a collnttve 
civilization. But they were doing their thinking in terms nt an in¬ 
dividualism derived from a prc-scicmiftc, pre icchnulugh ,il eta. Their 
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real aims and ambitions, many o£ their social institutions and the legal 
concepts which these embodied, and nearly all their public policy, 
were obsolete—irrelevant to their actual environment, and therefore 
without practical efficacy. In consequence, millions of Americans were 
leading lives that were personally frustrated, economically precarious, 
and socially sterile. Yet, Dewey declared, nothing was more certain 
than that this need not be the case. 

To the temporal gap between the realities of life and the ideas and 
purposes with which Americans faced it, Dewey attributed the origin 
of most contemporary social problems and the utter failure to solve 
them. The American theory was that man plans and uses machines for 
his own humane and moral purposes. The American fact was that 
man was being borne wherever the machine carries him. Most citizens 
would he horrified to learn that the United States was practicing—and 
more efficiently than any other country—a rigorous economic de¬ 
terminism. 

Yet it actually was. For the corporate or collective patterns of ex¬ 
istence were not; being made to yield greater benefits to the masses. 
They were being deliberately used to advance the interests of those 
who had acquired control of the economic machine, and thus held 
effective power. Was the new corporateness of life an inherently evil 
condition? To the contrary, Dewey asserted, it contained the pos¬ 
sibility of a more universal welfare, a more genuine democracy, than 
men had ever known. The causes that generate insecurity for the 
many no longer spring from nature. They were now to be found in 
institutions and arrangements that are within deliberate human con¬ 
trol. Institutions and arrangements, if defective, are always subject to 
change- Americans had merely permitted the corporate organization 
of society to get stuck on the cash level. 

They had assented, Dewey showed, to its subordination to an eco¬ 
nomic individualism of motives and aims. Their contemporary plight 
was an inevitable result of the notion, sedulously cultivated by the 
c lass in power, that the creative capacities of individuals can be evoked 
and developed only in a struggle for material possessions and. material 
gain. For economic power was reactionary. It had become an organ¬ 
ized social institution that resists all further social change that is not 
in accord with itself, that does not further and support its own interests 
as at present existing. It controlled the great mechanisms of mass 
publicity and propaganda—the press, radio, the movies. Its philosophy 
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was the official philosophy of the schools. So it was able to make the 
American people identify the power and liberty of the individual 
with ability to achieve economic success—or, to put it in a nutshell, 
with ability to make money. Yet this was flagrantly contradicted by 
the facts of experience. The nature of American industry was such 
that—except as a member of some organized group- the average 
American had neither power, nor liberty, nor equal opp.rtunity to 
achieve economic success. The persistanee of a horsc-and buggy indi¬ 
vidualism in a technological, mechanized, corporate age had worked 
out to the utter undoing of the individual. 

So Dewey asserted that Americans, in effect, had been guilty of a 
great abdication. As a nation, they held an unprecedented command 
of practical instruments. They possessed a secure technology. Yet the 
mass of citizens did not ask how these might he used to create a stable 
equitable society. So far as their social thinking went, they merely 
continued to glorify the past, and legalize and idealize the statu( quo. 
Nothing could be accomplished, Dewey declared, unless they learned 
to think in terms of the age in which they were living. 

What did this mean? For one thing, it meant that Americans must 
reject the .prevailing assumption that the present situation is final; 
that it presents something inherently ultimate and fixed. It was not 
fixed, except in so far as popular inertia permitted it to remain so. 
It could be treated as a situation in process; as material to he dealt 
with in shaping a later outcome. It could be treated as a problem. The 
problem was not one of economies, but of staid relations. For eco¬ 
nomic determinism was no longer a theory; it was a fact. We are in 
for some kind of socialism, Dewey declared, call it by whatever name 
we please, and no matter what it will Ire called when it is realized. 
Yet a choice still existed. There were two alternatives. Americans 
could have a blind, chaotic, and unplanned determinism, issuing from 
business conducted for pecuniary profit. Or they could have the de¬ 
termination of a socially planned and ordered development. Tb* 
choice lay between a capitalistic socialism, and one which was l>ofh 
public and democratic. Capitalistic socialism would he administered 
by a financial oligarchy, purely for its osvn advantage. Public srni.dism 
would be a co-operative way of life. If Americans, faced with these 
alternatives, preferred the second, there was immediate nerd for asso¬ 
ciated thought to take account of the realities of the situation ,md to 
frame policies in the social interest. 
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By associated thought, Dewey meant collective thinking. It had ob¬ 
tained, with respect to public affairs, in the small, self-governing 
American communities of an earlier day. He believed that it could 
be revived within the larger associated groupings which united men 
in the new corporate age. As a pragmatist, he held that ideas are only 
plans for action; that ideals are only expressions of purpose. If the 
ideas are to result in effective action, they must be practicable. If the 
ideals are to have any genuine meaning, they must be capable of being 
realized. Both ideas and ideals must therefore be framed out of the 
possibilities of existing conditions, even if these be the conditions that 
constitute a corporate and industrial age. 

Most Americans, Dewey asserted, cherished the belief that the spec¬ 
tacular material achievements of their civilization were primarily due 
to the operations of a laissez faire economics. This, he claimed, was 
sheer nonsense. Industrialization had not been brought about by capi¬ 
tal, or by the free activities of men seeking their own profit as isolated 
individuals. The true cause of the great release of productive energies 
was the rise of experimental science and its technological application. 
The entire modern industrial development was the fruit of technology. 
Every process involved in the present production and distribution of 
goods was dependent upon use of results achieved by the collective 
intelligence of scientists. To speak baldly, Dewey said, it is a plain 
falsehood that the advances which the defenders of the existing regime 
point to as justification for its continuance' are due to mere indi¬ 
vidualistic initiative and enterprise. Private enterprise had merely 
appropriated the fruits of collective, co-operative intelligence. But, hav¬ 
ing transformed civilization materially, could not science and tech¬ 
nology now proceed to transform it socially? Dewey held that they 
could. They furnished the obvious pattern for collective social think¬ 
ing; they illustrated corporate intelligence at work. 

To effect social change, the new collective thinking must adopt the 
method of experimental science, and apply its technology to the fram¬ 
ing of social purposes and plans for action. Dewey pointed out that 
science depends, for its development, on the free initiative, invention, 
and enterprise of individual inquirers. But its authority derives from 
collective activity, organized co-operatively. An individual scientist, 
depending upon methods and conclusions that are common property 
and not privately owned, puts forward a new theory. It may contradict 
prevailing beliefs. It is tested experimentally, and openly, by other 
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scientists who work collectively. If it is confirmed by this co-operative 
test, it is generally adopted, and passes into the common fund of scien¬ 
tific knowledge. It is in this fashion that science prudtkes agreement, 
and unity of belief. The method of science, Dewey Miggcstrd, closely 
paralleled the form of collective thinking which Americans had origb 
nally practiced in their selbgovemittg eommumiies. It was a genuinely 
democratic method. It preserved individual initiative and enterprise; 
and it subjected their fruits to the test of trial, and a collective com 
sensus of judgment. 

What would be the results of applying this method to social action? 
All policies and proposals would he treated as wot king Input hews, 
to be tested; not as programs to be adhered to and executed, They 
would be subject to constant, flexible revision in the tight of their 
consequences when experimentally put in auion, i iemtmr discoveries 
would be made. Advances amt imptovements of tabtttiftte would 
follow. General adoption would be demtmined by dfk triii y of results, 
Agreement and unity of belief would thus hr poulticed instead of 
the perpetual conflict of purposes now obtaining. Thru? would always 
be differences of opinion as to the relative ttinits of aka name pro 
posais. But these would be rreotu tied by a collective verdnt, Ibm* 
social beliefs formal in the absence id teal evidence would Ir mdmrd» 
and their influence diminished. More importantly, obsolete beliefs 
could no longer—sis new * hr tro/cn into absolute sumdaoh ami 
eternal truths. The present poky of iriespotisible social dutt would 
be replaced by a democratic policy of social dirntioti, The quo 

would no longer be glorified, legalr/at, and eonsidcinl limit* 

In any ease, Dewey predicted, tltr existing so* ini situation mold 
not long be maintained, For it proclaimed the vuru.d bankruptcy 
and moribimtl state of a regime of individual initiative and rninpmc 
conducted for private gain and aubjeet to no emu ml by ra ngm/rd, 
collective authority. If the inevitability of change word assured, 
how would Americans prefer that it lie hi ought ainmt ? Within 
thirty years they had seen three iunojratt regimes rise to power on 
programs that effected social change by violent overthrow of exist* 
ing institutions. The consequences w an ety recommended the method 
of revolution. In the United States, 1 )rwry declared, tradition and 
national character favored change by demurraiic amt prairfiif meth¬ 
ods. There was still time, though obviously not too mm h, in witnlt 
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to put the method of organized and collective intelligence to use. 
Essentially, it was the method not only of science, but of democratic 
liberalism. Yet liberalism had hitherto failed. It held that the ultimate 
place of economic organization in human life is to assure the secure 
basis for an ordered expression of individual capacity and for the 
satisfaction of the needs of man in non-economic directions. But, while 
overwhelming evidence to the contrary piled up, it continued to 
assume that this ideal could be realized under the existing economic 
system. Liberalism had failed to adopt the scientific method, which, 
as Dewey acidly remarked, “is not just messing around nor doing a 
little of this and a little of that in the hope that things will improve” 
So liberalism would have to renovate itself. Its new objective, nec¬ 
essarily, was to bring about drastic instead of piecemeal social changes. 
It must resolve that, instead of using social power to ameliorate the 
evil consequences of the existing system, it would use social power to 
change the system. It must repudiate its former support of the pre¬ 
vailing order; its old reliance upon economic tinkering, compromise, 
and minor “reforms.” The failures of the Square Deal, the New Free¬ 
dom and the New Deal sufficiently demonstrated their inadequacy. 
The cause of liberalism would be lost for a considerable period, Dewey 
predicted, if it is not prepared to go further and socialize the forces 
of production, now at hand, so that the liberty of individuals will be 
supported by the very structure of economic organization. The goal 
was co-operative, democratic socialism; the method, peaceful revolu¬ 
tion by democratic process. 

Dewey did not minimize the resistance to be anticipated from con¬ 
centrated and organized property interests. They exercised a coercive 
power greater than that of the political state. He warned that the 
reactionaries are in possession of force, in not only the army and 
police, but in the press and the schools. Possessing force, they disguise 
its existence and its use with idealistic phrases like free enterprise, 
“individual initiative,” “liberty.” A century ago, these phrases identified 
emancipating ideas. Now, Dewey asserted, they have been appropriated 
by reactionaries as instruments with which to delude the plain people, 
to forestall social change, to defend and retain their own power. Would 
the American people, once aroused to their situation and intent upon 
change, be victimized by slogans ? Dewey thought not, and hoped not. 
But he offered one bit of radical advice. Should the reactionaries deter- 
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mine to oppose social change with the use of massed f« mr* lei all lib* 
crals remember that the method of intelligence dors nut commit it to 
unqualified pacifism! 

What would be the place of the common man in this movement 
o£ collective thinking and collective action? Abut! this* Dewev was 
dogmatic. No effort to make over the institutional scheme of filings 
could succeed without the active patficipafioii of the common main 
Individuality is the capacity for active response to conditions as they 
present themselves* in an effort to remake them according to a de* 
liberately chosen possibility. The common man had this capacity in 
his personal life and used if. But he had been deprived of the jmssb 
bility of putting it to social use by the economic system under which 
he existed. If the object of social change was his liberation* it could 
be achieved only to the degree that he participated in winning it. His 
contribution was indispensable. For, as Dewey insisted, iti the ab¬ 
sence of an articulate voice on the part of the masses, the best do not 
and cannot remain the best, the wise cease to be wise. 

To Dewey, as he approached his ninetieth year, it seemed incon¬ 
ceivable that, Americans living in the tradition of Jefferson and lafieoltt 
would long permit the present defeat of democracy to eonmuir* He 
felt confident that they would never weaken and give tip, without a 
whole-hearted effort to make dentin r.ny a living reality. The nun tune 
age, he said, is a challenge to generate new conceptions of the ideal 
and the spiritual Its problem is so to per feet its nun hinny that it 
may become a means for life, not its despotic master. The foundation 
of democracy remains what it always has been; faith in the capacities 
of human nature; faith in human intelligence and in the power of 
pooled and co-operative experience. Not faith that these are linal 
Faith that, if given a chance, they will grow and be able to generate 
the knowledge and wisdom required to guide roltmivr ait ion. "By 
accepting the corporate and industrial world in whk h we live,*’ he 
declared, “and by thus fulfilling the pre-condition for hurra* don with 
it, we, who are also parts of the moving present, create ourselves as 
we create an unknown future.” 



CHAPTER XI 


The Mourners (jo about the Streets 


[i] THE PENSIVE TRINITY 

Of a late afternoon, walking westward from the Capitol, Justice 
Holmes sometimes fell in with an old friend. He had known Henry 
Adams since their youth, and in Washington they were near neigh¬ 
bors, but nowadays they saw little of one another. Whenever they 
met in the street, Holmes carried away the impression that Adams 
could be delightful. Yet he could seldom bring himself to call at 
Adams’ house. A visit usually left Holmes weary, somewhat exasper¬ 
ated. For Adams had another side, which obscured his distinction, 
great ability, and genuine kindliness. At home, one was likely to find 
him posing to himself as the old cardinal, and in his favorite role he 
would turn everything to dust and ashes. 

The fatiguing habit, as Holmes well knew, was a family trait. It 
cropped out in Henry’s older brother, Charles Francis, and in their 
younger brother, Brooks. Holmes had a fondness for Brooks, en¬ 
joyed his companionship, thought him diverting. He had come to 
accept the position of a crank. He was full of pessimistic notions. 
But he could tell you history with inimitable vividness not unmixed 
with enhancing profanity. Holmes had always found Brooks more 
suggestive than almost anyone-usually with propositions which 
Holmes did not believe.. Nevertheless, after lifelong intimacy, he 
couldn’t quite make up his mind about Brooks; couldn’t formulate 
him with confidence of justice. Why, with their extraordinary talents, 
did the Adams brothers turn all life to ashes? 


379 
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It was a favorite question in polite Washington—the diplomatic* 
senatorial, cabinet set—during the decade before the First World War* 
Henry Adams had long been a fixture there; so long, that hr some¬ 
times alluded to himself as a monument /iiVmrk/iie, ami humototidy 
wondered that the government did not take ehaige of his repairs, 
Charles Francis was relatively a newcomer, having latclv knight a huge 
house on Massachusetts Avenue* Henryk senior by three wars, duties 
Francis was past seventy, and was enjoying a second social blooming* 
Henry looked with marvel at Charles’ delight in entertaining, and 
going about Charles, lie remarked with some asperity, "ctnluirx bores 
to an extent that seems to be suicidal to me/* Hut (duties was the 
most genial of the brothers, though he reproached himself for king 
self-conscious and socially awkward, a victim of the hereditary Adams 
manner, and liked to quote James Russell Lowells remark that "the 
Adamses have a genius for saying even a gracious thing in an un¬ 
gracious wayP* Certainly Charles was, socially, less squeamish than 
Brooks who, with his wife, frequently came to stay with Unity* but 
always rather tried to avoid his lighter social circle. Brooks had turned 
sixty, and made hh residence in the old house at Quincy wttrte the 
second Presklent and his son, the sixth, had huffily brooded over 
the ingratitude of their countrymen, the failure of their poluk al 1 atrrrs, 
and the rapidly deteriorating nation. 

That (diaries displayed a capacity to endure lures was in no way 
surprising* Business had inured him to their society; hr had spent 
more of his life than he cared to rememkr among a coarse, renthiky 
bargaining crowd. Now, having run great risks, having mote than 
once narrowly averted financial shipwreck, he had finally emerged, 
as he said, not ruined* It was hard to felt whether he was more dr- 
lighted by being quit of business, or by being quit of Boston* Boston 
had never really liked any Adams, nor had any Adams ever frit at 
home in Boston. But Charles, who had always resided there or neat by, 
had loathed it from childhood. It was no more than a big village dr* 
vetopmenr, he declared; an eddy in the great world current, into wltk h 
no fresh outside life ever Bowed Ten generations of colonials and 
provincials had produced a senseless, frivolous society, oddly conven¬ 
tional and cramped One could look forward to nothing more ex¬ 
hilarating than an annual exchange of dinners with what might be 
called a very good society stock company, stagnant and stationary, 
a world unto itself. Charles Adams felt that he had tried Boston so- 
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dally on all sides: he had summered it and wintered it, tried it drunk 
and tried it sober; and, drunk or sober, there was nothing in it—save 
Boston! How should Henry understand his pleasure in Washington— 
Henry, who had abruptly fled Boston thirty years before him? In 
Washington, there was a varied and amusing sodety, with people 
coming from all parts of the country, and from foreign lands. And 
there were ideas in the air. 

These were what Charles Adams wanted, in the calm, prosperous 
sunset of his age, to allay that intellectual resdessness which had tor¬ 
mented him from youth. For many years he had turned, whenever 
possible, to the writing of history, and he hoped now to continue with 
it. Meanwhile, however, he had undertaken another task. This was to 
prepare an autobiographical sketch for the guidance of some un¬ 
known writer who, presumably, would compose a brief memoir after 
his death. So he was being forced to review, and to assess, his career. 
Did the sum total come to achievement, or to failure—for a man who, 
in boyhood, understood that as a grandson of John Quincy Adams 
he was not quite as other boys? 

Charles Adams admitted that his opportunity had been infinite. 
No man could ask for better chances. In a literary way, financially, 
politically, he might have been anything he wished, had the possi¬ 
bility of being it only been in him. The capacity, he felt, not the oc¬ 
casion, had been wanting. As ability went, his had been considerable; 
never first rate, he surmised, but more than respectable. Yet, taken as 
a whole, his life had not been the success that it ought to have been. 

Even his historical writings, which meant more to him than any¬ 
thing else, fell short of his standard. He judged them, as he judged 
himself and his times, unsparingly, and almost without illusion. 
Creditable, in a way, they constituted a record in which it was not pos¬ 
sible for a man to take any considerable or real satisfaction; for it 
was a record of dissipation and of quantity rather than one of quality 
and concentration. Was not that dispersal of energy, so true of every 
other activity in which he had engaged, the symptom of his failure? 
If he had his life to live over again, he thought he would like only to 
accumulate one of those vast fortunes of the present day rising up 
into the tens and scores of millions—what is vulgarly known as 
“money to burn.” Not for himself, since he had made enough money 
for his needs; he would give the surplus millions to Harvard Uni¬ 
versity. But he had been offered ample and frequent opportunity to 
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realize even this ambition. Why, then, had he failed -and so variously? 

The question prompted him to consider the swifdy dunging social 
order in which he had lived. Obviously, he had not cumr’to appro- 
priate terms with it. Could this be because he was naturally inclined 
to be otherwise-minded and a bit iconoclastic? He was strongly in¬ 
dividual; he had never been able to see things, and take things, quite 
in the usual and average way. His opinions were apt to differ*sharply 
from those of the majoiitv of his fellow-citizens. These was, for in¬ 
stance, the democratic dogma. Cdiaries Adams believed in the equality 
of men before the law; but social equality, whether for man or child 
was, for him, altogether another thing.’ In his childhood, ,,t least] 
social equality hadn’t been forced upon him, and he w,.s grateful] 
He did not now associate with the Lilmtm employe*! on his summer 
estate at Lincoln, in Massachusetts. Sudt ,i\v»,uttuii would have 
proved disagreeable to both parties. They were divided by insmmotmt. 
able differences in customs, language, habits and innvrutiouahries. 
Why pretend to faith in a dogma to which it was impossible to give 

practical effect in action? 


/xs 1 or political democracy, Charles Adams had decided rrsrtv.t- 
tions about the way it actually worked. In his view, publi* opinion and 
patience were the best possible agents for successfully sob mg indus¬ 
trial, social and economical problems. He h.ui hail um-.idrublr ex- 
perience with all three. He com hided that an enlightened public opin- 
ion, based on facts elicited by a fair-minded public mvr-.tuMituu, ought 
to constitute the court; of final appeal. Hut, as Americans practiced 
democracy, appeal was taken only to the tiesite of the man in the start 
to get things done and, as he imagined, once and fur alt disposed of. 
Ihe result was a growing tendency to excessive legislation in which 
the supposed populat will was crystallized and penalized. Hnlikr 
Justice Holmes, Charles Adams saw no merit in this modem v. .So he 
had always faikdjo he in sympathy with the sturdy ihamp.ous of 

c car ccptil. \ ere they not merely the contemptitarv eqtiiv.t 
lents of the old-time courtier, the sycophant and parasite of the Tudor 
and Stuart periods? Only the identity of the sovereign had .hanged; 
and, as between the divine right of kings ami the div ine right of'the 
peepul, what was there to choose? 

Charles Adams thought he knew how the government of a republic 

ought ,0 I* conductcd. All illustration 

years, he and luj older brother John had managed the allair, of Ihe 
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ancestral town of Quincy* doing this out of pure public spirit And 
what was the result? “The town-meetings were reduced from a mob 
to a model; the finances were straightened out; the school system 
was reorganized and made famous; the Public Library building was 
erected and endowed; a system of Parks was devised and developed; 
and, finally* Quincy was actually freed from debt.” Such were the 
benefits accruing to the people when their government was in the 
hands of a responsible, unselfish* and farsighted oligarchy. At bottom, 
Charles Adams no more believed in political democracy than did his 
great grandfather, the second President. 

1 he second President had based his hopes, in great measure, upon 
the propertied class. To Charles Adams, who had spent most of his 
active years in intimate association with the magnates of the new 
finance capitalism, such hopes seemed ludicrous. Unlike his brothers, 
Henry and Brooks, who had merely observed the process of social 
change, lie had directly participated in it. Like all the Adamses, he 
set out to bo a lawyer, a profession for which he quickly realized that 
lie had no aptitude. lie took part in the campaign to elect Abraham 
Lincoln, and briefly dallied with the project of a political career. Then 
came the War between the States, and his father’s appointment as 
Minister to England. Henry went to England as his father’s secretary, 
and Brooks, a mere boy, accompanied them. Charles Adams took the 
field as an officer. He rose to the rank of colonel, and received his dis¬ 
charge with the brevet rank of brigadier general. At the end of the 
war, he found himself once again at the foot of the ladder. As Henry 
put it, the generation between 1865 and 1895 was already mortgaged 
to the railways, and none of them saw this more clearly than Charles 
Adams, who fixed on the railroad system as the most developing force 
anti largest field of the day, and determined to attach himself to it. 
I le began to study the problems of railroad expansion and regulation, 
anti to write about them. He collaborated with Henry in a masterly 
exposure of the scandalous operations of Jay Gould and Jim Fisk. 
Then, finally, he managed somehow to catch on to the railroad in¬ 
terest by devising the first state regulatory commission, and securing 
an appointment to it. 

Thereafter, for a quarter of a century, Charles Adams was at the 
very vortex of capitalistic expansion. He became president of the 
Union Pacific system. He served the bankers of State Street, with 
whom the house of Adams had always been at war. As whole-heartedly 
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as he was able, he fought for a place at the great barltecue. I le was, 
as Henry astutely noted, a man of action, with strong love of power. 
But he was also an Adams, a puritan with a strong sense of rectitude. 
So he sighed with relief when Jay (build, gaining possession of the 
Union Pacific and remembering Charles Adams' exposure of the Erie 
scandals, dismissed him like a lackey. 1 le had wanted to ally himself 
with the dominant forces of his generation; those ft trees were indus¬ 
trial and financial; he had throughout dealt with large affairs and 
several times made decided successes. I lad not his plans miscarried, 
these would have been outstanding, and he knew that he would have 
been reputed one of the ablest men of his time. The lover of power 
lamented a dangerous mental activity that hail compromised his 
ambition and deflected his energies. But the puritan, the man of rec¬ 
titude, could nut resist a conviction that his successes, such as they 
were, added up to failure. And, although he did not explicitly ac¬ 
knowledge it, the failure was a moral one. “I should have settled my¬ 
self systematically down on the development of my aptitude the art 
of literary expressionhe reflected bitterly. 

An old man, bmoding on the sordid and cynical materialism to 
which lie had offered sacrifices for so long, (Juries Adams felt only 
contempt for the social order which he had helped to establish. He 
had no illusions about the new rulers of America, the financial ami 
industrial overlords in whom property and power were now con¬ 
centrating. Business success, mere money-getting, he asset ted, had its 
source in a rather low instinct. “I have known," he said, “ami known 
tolerably well, a good many ’successful' men -'big' financially men 
famous during the last half century; and a less interesting crowd 1 do 
not care to encounter. Not one that I have ever known would 1 care 
to meet again, either in this world or the next; nor is one of them 
associated in my mind with the idea of humor, thought or refinement. 
A set of mere money-getters and traders, they were, essentially unat¬ 
tractive and uninteresting.” What would be the fate of a nation domi¬ 
nated by such men? Charles Adams ventured no predictions. But of 
the new forces released in his time, he had long since had a surfeit - 
and the surfeit superinduced disgust. The pursuit of power had termi¬ 
nated in a blind alley. 1 he prizes for which his contemporaries lusted, 
crumbled to dust in Ids hands. 

I hose prizes had been relint pushed very early by his brother Henry. 
That Charles was a man of action, Henry said, almost compelled him 





The J\dourners Qo about the Streets 385 

to become a man of contemplation, a writer and a critic. He was the 
most worldly, subtle, and sensitive of all the Adamses. He was also 
the most complex, and perhaps for that reason the least capable of any 
enduring satisfaction. As an aging man, he came to suspect that his 
complexity had proved his undoing. If he had failed, was it not be¬ 
cause of a profound discord between his spirit and his mind? Life, 
as he neared its end, took on the look of an unsolvable dilemma. 

Like all his line, Henry Adams was a rationalist. What could be 
more obvious than that all problems must yield to intelligence? The 
series of revolutionary scientific discoveries that were made during 
his youth seemed to answer that question forever. His generation 
pledged their minds to science, and so did he. Darwinism was their 
evangel. In the doctrine of evolution, they found a form of religious 
hope; a promise of ultimate perfection. Henry wished for nothing 
better, but could not commit himself so far, for he liked to think him¬ 
self a pure skeptic, lie took refuge in the conviction that he did not 
really care whether truth was, or was not, true; indeed, that he did 
not. really care that it should be proved true, unless the process was 
new and amusing. The conviction played him false. Too late, he dis¬ 
covered that he cared more about ultimate truth than about anything 
else in life, and that he had chosen what, for him, was the wrong road 
to it. 

However tentatively, he followed the road of science. He hoped 
that it would lead him to a law applicable to the rapidly accelerating 
complexity of civilization. If such a law were discovered, it would 
introduce into complexity the elements of order, unity, and meaning. 
It woidd also serve as a formula for social progress. But as he grew 
older, the trend of scientific discovery appeared to be betraying his 
hope. Science withdrew its promise of progress, from the simple to the 
complex, toward some ultimate perfection. The picture of human des¬ 
tiny that it was painting gradually became darker and darker. No 
longer did science assert that man is capable of capturing and con¬ 
trolling the forces of nature. To the contrary, it implied that man is 
their captive, no more than a feeble atom or molecule at the mercy of 
a probably infinite mechanism. Science, the greatest achievement of 
man's intelligence, seemed bent upon proving that his existence is 
meaningless, and his hope of progress an illusion. Reading the science 
of his time, Adams concluded that complexity might only be a prelude 
to chaos; that civilization was progressing only toward its doom. 
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As a rationalist, Henry Adams should have fount! this conclusion 
as acceptable as any other. I It* tried to persuade himself that he did. 
But the fact that nothing has meaning, anti that lift* is lunacy was a 
fact which he could not stomach. It was spiritually intolerable. Uis 
resistance to it surprised him; he hat I never reckoned with the spirit. 
The friend whom he admired most, the artist John La barge, had 
pursued truth by another road, and h.ul found it in a quite different 
form. Whereas Adams could only work intellectually. La barge 
worked purely intuitively. To La Large’,s imaginative insight, life 
revealed itself directly as having order, unity and meaning. La Large 
took Adams to Chartres, and Adams, who had once taught medieval 
history, had an unexpected revelation. Lor the first time, he became 
aware that in the thirteenth century, when man had held the highest 
idea of himself as a unit in a unified universe, all men understood 
life precisely as La Large understood it now, and had lived accord¬ 
ingly. 

Adams began to steep himself in medieval arr, architecture, poetry, 
philosophy. They disclosed to him a civilization that had declared the 
possibility of perfection, that had said of life that faith ai< nw supports 

itj and that, If Lakh fails, Heaven is Inst'. I Lid lie* tit 11 chosen flic* wrong 
mad to truth? Was not La Large right In saying that hr reasoned too 
much, trusted too exclusively to intelligence? Perhaps; but 11 was now 
too late to retrace his steps. His spirit protested that the truth of 
science was sterile. But in his heart he knew that he could not embrace 
the truth attainable by faith. 

In his stately house overlooking Lafayette Square, f Irnry Adams 

was composing two book* which he thought of as history, but which 

would become a kind of elegy. By comparing the society of the thir¬ 
teenth century with that of the America of his time, hr was trying 
to show how man had been defeated by the illusion of progiess, and 
his symbol of that defeat was himself# Was he no more than a gro* 
tresque wraith, cynical to excess, melhFerem to titan ami incredulous 
to God? Deeply convinced of his own frustration, ami deeply an- 
guished, tills was the facade which he wished to present to the world. 

He was a dumpy man whose large, almost completely bald 
head seemed too big for his body, stunted by a childhood illness. Like 
his brothers, he had the high Adams forehead, heavy eyebrows, and 
prominent nose# He wore a trim gray moustache; a trim, {tootled 
beard. He dressed formally, fastidiously, with great elegance. Resent- 













f he <JAourncrs Qo about the Streets 387 

ini? his dwarfed stature, he sometimes affected a strut. It gave him 
the momentary illusion of physical adequacy. He had even cultivated 
had maimers, he said, to compensate for his sense of inferiority. He 
was likely to be unexpectedly brusque at times, but this was a de¬ 
fense against shyness; everyone who knew him testified to his charm. 
Those who met him for the first time were likely to think him queer 
to the last degree; cynical, vindictive; and be shocked by his frivolity. 
The children whom he adored, and whose visits he encouraged, knew 
better; a secret panel in his library concealed a cupboard which he 
kept filled with playthings for them. His crony, John Hay, commis¬ 
sioned the sculptor Augustus Saint Gaudens to make a medallion 
of Henry’s head. It showed him with the body of a porcupine and 
the wings at an angel. This was the notion of him that his intimates 
cherished. 

For many years, now, he had maintained a rather ostentatious re¬ 
tirement. He said that he was stone coffin dead, a long-established 
ghost. He consented to visit only one or another of six houses. All 
Washington knew the reason for this eccentricity, and in a remote 
part of Rock (’.reek Cemetery, Saint Gaudens’ masterpiece—the in¬ 
scrutable, hooded female figure commonly and wrongly called “Grief” 
-••commemorated it. One Sunday morning long before, when his 
house was building, Henry Adams went for a walk. He returned to 
find his wife dead, a suicide by poison. Thereafter, he was a changed 
man. lie had known disappointment; he would never again escape 
the obsession of overwhelming, irremediable defeat. 

A man of thitty, Henry Adams had returned from England, after 
the War between the States, convinced that the great principle of 
democracy was still capable of rewarding a conscientious servant. 
1 lenry asked nothing better than to become one, to follow the tra¬ 
dition of public service which his family had carried on for three 
generations. They had always had their hands on the lever of power; 
Henry and his brothers, conscious that they would like to control 
power in some form, recognized that their form of power was tied 
to politics or literature. In London, in daily intimate contact with the 
highrst affairs <>f state, Henry had begun “to dream the sensation of 
wielding unmeasured power. 'Hie sense came, like vertigo, for an 
instant, and passed, leaving the brain a little dazed, doubtful, shy.” 
Could he not attain to power in politics by way of the press? 

He hoped to serve President Grant, in the exciting days that would 
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succeed prolonged civil strife. The new industrialism, the new tech¬ 
nology, the new railroads indicated how large a role science would 
play in the future America; and through science democracy would 
rise to a new pinnacle of moral achievement. Thru eatne the Grunt 
administration, steeped in corruption, which outraged every rule of 
ordinary decency. Henry felt that the world eared little for decency, 
that it merely wanted a system that would work, and men who could 
work it. The spectacle disabused him forever of the hope of a eareer 
in public service. It also undermined his romantic taifh in democracy. 
He was convinced, as his brother Brooks said long afterwards, that 
the United States would never develop the intellectual rurtgy to raise 
itself to that advanced level of intelligence which had been accepted 
as a moral certainty by Washington, by his own grandfather, and 
by most of his grandfather's contemporaries. 

He went to teach medieval history at Harvard, and remained there, 
as he thought unprofitably, for seven years. He took over the editor¬ 
ship of the North American Refine, conducted it -aucev.luily, hut 
presently tired of the burden and invited I leuty Cal* it Lodge, one 
of his students, to share it. Meanwhile, he mart icd Mat km Hooper, 
called “Clover” by her friends. He was, he confessed, absurdly in 
love. What held him, he said, was her intelligente and sympathy; 
and, indeed, Henry Janies, who had long admired her, desetibed her 
“intellectual grace" as supnior to that of any European woman. She 
was fond of society and amusement; had a very active and quick 
mind; read German, Latin, and a little Greek; possessed a ready 
sense of humor, and was a sparkling conversationalist. There was 
in ('lover Hooper a certain vein of personality wlmh approached 
eccentricity, and Henry found it very attractive. "She rules me," he 
said, “as only American women rule men, and I cower Irrfore itet.” 

Socially speaking, the match was supposed to Ir uttr.vrptiottuhlr, 
for Clover belonged to a sort of clan, as all Bostonians do. Her father 
was a wealthy retired physician, anti her maternal grandfather, Wtl 
liam Sturgis, a merchant who had controlled more than half the 
China trade. Clover had enough money to he quite independent; 
and, as Henry's maternal grandfather, Peter Clurdon Brooks, had 
been one of the earliest American millionaires, there was a sttflh ieut 
flow of money from both sides to assure an agreeable existence. The 
young couple spent a year abroad, returned to Boston, took a house 
in Back Bay. And very soon, Henry Ircctmc bored with the .society 
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of Boston and Cambridge, where several score of the most intelligent, 
charming people in America united to make a social desert that would 
have starved a polar bear. 

The young Adamses moved to Washington. It was, Henry said, 
the only place in his native land where society amused him, or where 
life oilered variety, hi Washington, he could fancy that he was being of 
use in the world; he knew that he and his wife were occupying niches 
that ought to he tilled. His own niche fitted him admirably: as far 
as he had a function in life, it was as stable-companion to statesmen, 
whether they liked it or not. Statesmen was not the accurate word, 
hut it was the* polite one, and Henry’s polished irony sometimes took 
the form of courtesy. He had, by now, found his true vocation as a 
man of letters, a historian, and was gathering materials for his political 
history of the administrations of Jdlerson and Madison. Long after¬ 
wards, hr confessed that "if he worked at all, it was for social con¬ 
sideration, ami social pleasure was his pay. , . , Artists have done it 
from the beginning of time, and will do it after time has expired, 
since they cannot help themselves, and they find their return in the 
pride of their suual superiority as they feel it. Society commonly 
abets them and an mirages their attitude of contempt..” In a similar 
spirit, he advised Lodge to take up literature as a profession, for any¬ 
one who had the ability could enthrone himself as a species of literary 
lion with ease and thus be assured of social dignity, European repu¬ 
tation, ami a fotrigtt mission to close. But Lodge, instead, chose to 
bn nine 4 pair u!' the Republican political machine. 

Washington society, certainly unknowingly, nourished Henry’s 
sense of Muial superiority, and furnished ample materials to justify 
Im later attitude of contempt. The young Adamses, he soon reported, 
were yti v near most of the powerful people, either as enemies or as 
friends, b began to look as if, one day, he might exercise—however 
imlimtly the power which lie still longed to control. The Adams 
little was the most amusing m the capital, unique for good talk about 
pulling Micmtv hirnmur and art that ran far into the night, and 
1 Liny thought that their little dinners of six and eight were as pleasant 
4 ny hr ever sat at, even in London. The nucleus of this circle was 
the mvrpatahlf Have ol Hearts.” It was made up of the Adamses, the 
imam 1cm mt < ‘Lnfine Ring, who had in him something of the Greek 

4 iMti; h of Ah ibiades or Alexamler-and the John Hays. All were 
von Idly, wmv, political minded; collectors of art and gossip and peo- 
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pie; and the three men shared bith a talent ami a taste fur writing. 
Hay, short and bearded like Adams, had married the daughter of a 
Cleveland millionaire, and was now leading the emotive existence 
of a man of wealth. He had already had a varied career as author, 
newspaper editor, and diplomat lie was active in the councils of 
the Republican party, for he cherished fHtlitiea! ambitions, hater, be 
would be appointed Ambassador to England* amt subsequently Sec¬ 
retary of State. 

While Henry worked at his history, Hay was engaged in ciillaUirat- 
ing with John Nieolay on a biography of President l am oho whom 
they had served as secretaries, lint these major U\L% did nut exhaust 
Hay’s literary ambitions, or Adams’, Partly for the amusement of 
the Five of Hearts, Imlh wrote novels* which dry trail aloud to the 
five over Mrs, Adams 1 tea table. The books were \mm published annoy > 
mously and, as social criticism, both caused constdnablr stir, I lay’s 
The Bread-Winners stated the ease tor the established older, It was a 
vigorous defense of the sanctity of proproy lights, thtcatnied by the 
rising “dangerous classes” of organized labor, Att attack on die vested 
rights of private property* I lay declared* was nothing less than att attack 
on civilization itself; for property was tltr tangible form assumed by 
civilization, and therefore could yield to no soiul put poses whatever* 
however idealistic these might purport to be, The morality of aequo 
sition, and the immorality of economic lailutr* was Hay’s tetttial 
theme, and he handled it with all the ethical enthusiasm to be ex* 
peeled of a poor but intensely ambitious man who bad mat tied a lor’ 
tune. Like Andrew Carnegie a few yesus later* l lay imifrd the dts 
contented industrial workers of the country to auept die enlightened 
leadership of the educated and propeitied ih%\ and to desert the 
“radical” leadership springing up within its own* 

Hay asserted his love for democracy* and his profound faith in it; 
and, despite his economic and social views, his rmofiom about dm 
mocracy were probably sincere, Adams* hurtle* malts! as always* and 
far more rigorous in his thinking, could no longer male so absolute 
a profession of faith. His little novel, Dtmmnn y, purported to satirize 
the political corruption and social vulgarity that obtained in flic 
Washington of President Garfield. lint, actually, it served as the re¬ 
pository of his growing doubts and waning hopes. 

Two characters—among the many which flic reading public 
promptly identified, with its usual relish for scandal spoke for the 
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two sides of Henry Adams’ divided nature. Like him, Mrs. Lightfoot 
Lee was eager for power and ambitious to reform flagrant social 
abuses; like him, too, she was ultimately disillusioned by the spectacle 
of democracy at work. Representative Glover, an idealist from Massa¬ 
chusetts concerned with civil-service reform, expressed Henry’s at¬ 
tenuated beliefs. Glover “saw himself pinned to the wall, and he turned 
at bay wit It almost the energy of despair” when Mrs. Lee asked him 
whet (ter he believed democracy the best form of government, and 
universal suffrage a success. 

“Democracy,” Glover burst out, as Henry himself might have, 
“asserts the fact that the masses are now raised to a higher intelligence 
than formerly. All our civilization aims at this mark. We want to do 
what we can to help it. I myself want to see the result. I grant it is an 
experiment, hut it is the only direction society can take that is worth 
taking; the only conception of its duty large enough to satisfy its in- 
Nthut's; the only result that is worth an effort or a risk. Every other 
step is b;u kwanl, and I do not want to repeat the past. I am glad to 
see society grapple with issues in which no one can afford to be neu¬ 
tral.” Hut, Mrs. Lee persisted and this was the question which the 
other half of Henry’s nature wanted answered—-what if the experi¬ 
ment fails, and society destroys itself with universal suffrage, cor¬ 
ruption, and communism? Such as it was, the believer in Henry had 
an answer. One must have faith, “not perhaps in the old dogmas, but 
the new ones . . . faith in science; faith in the survival of the fittest." 
One must he true to one’s times. If the hope of one’s times was 
realized, one should he prepared to assume leadership. If the hope 
was defeated, one must die bravely in the ranks. 

The suit idc of Glover Adams extinguished this flickering faith. 
Henry now found the present positively repulsive, and the past alone 
real. “As long, as 1 could make life work,” he said, “I stood by it, and 
swore by it as though it was my god, as indeed it was.” Thenceforward, 
lw enlisted under the banners of death, not life. He brought his his- 
torv to a tniulusion. paid lor its publication, and left it to its fate with 
ostentatious imhlfnrnce. With it, he ceased writing for publication; 
his later books were privately printed in small editions, for distnbu- 

dim among his Iriccuk 4 , - , , 

For two decades, as opportunity offered, he wandered restlessly 
about the world. With John La Large to Japan; to the islands of the 
South Seas, the Last Indies, and Ceylon; to the cathedral cities of 
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France. With Clarence King, to Cuba and the adjacent islands. To 
Mexico with Senator Cameron anil his wife, and again alone. To 
Russia, and Normandy and Brittany with the Lodges. To Egypt and 
Asia Minor, Constantinople and Greece, Italy, Scandinavia, Central 
Europe. And, more and more frequently, to the parts of France where 
there remained the architectural glories of that golden age of which 
the sum is an emotion—clear and strong as love and much clearer 
than logic whose charm lies in its unstable balance. He would have 
liked to live in the bright day that had ended with the death of Queen 
Blanche and of all good things alxwt the year t.t jo. He would have 
liked to belong to a believing community whose ideals he could wor¬ 
ship. Quincy, in his childhood, had been such a community. . . , 
almost. 

Always, through the years, Henry Adams returned to the house in 
Washington that he had built for Clover. Hr and John I lay had 
bought a large corner plot at Sixteenth and H Streets. I leury l tohsuii 
Richardson, Henry’s Harvard classmate and Amui.i’s foremost auhi- 
tuct, designed for them adjoining, communicating homes in the i at her 
heavy, New England Romanesque style that he was ,.utying .moss 
the country. Henry’s noontime breakfasts were celebrated, with uivns 
laid for six and nobody invited. Intimates merely .munutti cal their 
intention of coming, and a duty rested upon them to bring anyone 
Whom Henry might find interesting. So all the most famous, amusing, 
or creative people who passed through the eapital found their wav to 
Henry’s sunny library looking out to the White House across La- 
fayette Square. 

It was a large room, overflowing with books, furnished with deep, 
leather-upholstered chairs and sofas that had been built to Henry’s 
mi asm e, and were therefore extremely low, A huge carved fireplace, 
of sea-green Mexican onyx shot with crimson, dominated the room, 
and there was always a fire on the hearth. The walls were hung with 
rare Italian-Renaissance drawings; there was a beautiful Turner 
landscape, and a curious painting by William Blake of \Vhm had. 
nezzar crawling on all fours and eating grass, Masses of flowers 
stood on the tables. Choice bibelots, the Kw,imams, the bmmtes and 
porcelains that he had brought from the Orient were disposed on the 
tops of Ixxrkcases. To some, the room had a "Boston look," and this 
was an opinion which the host did not relish. But a more pmeptivc 
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woman frianl recorded that it had a mellow patina left by the much 
good talk it luul harbored. 

bur Henry .still rejoiced in good talk, though nowadays he made it 
a rule to discuss serious dungs lightly, and light things seriously, and 
to reduce both, whenever possible, to paradox. 'The only thing I 
warned in lik'd* he wrote humorously to a friend, "was to be made 
a cardinal and in Rome I sounded delicately the pontifical ocean to 
ascertain the bearings of my hat'd’ So, as Justice Holmes remarked, it 
was as a cardinal that he posed. A cardinal of the eighteenth century, a 
political prince of the church temporal, worldly and cynical, avid for 
gossip ami intrigue, luxury loving, but of lenten counsel uttered with 
a wry smite, 1 ie was a dedicated recluse who liked nothing more 
than fii preside over reunions of what he termed an idle, useless and 
wasteful set. lie was dead, but gay as a rabbit. He enjoyed a reputa¬ 
tion for preternatural wisdom, and this pleased him. After all, as he 
tall a It lend “you know that our role in life has always been to be 
whrr than anyone else and the consciousness of that is the only reward 
we are likely to get from it ” 

A ‘’stable companion to statesmen”? So his life had worked out 
The American public thought of his companions as statesmen; but 
ilniry, as a later generation was to learn, did not. Hay, next door, 
was Keurtary of State; Lodge was Senator from Massachusetts; there 
was Senator Don C murron, unscrupulous millionaire boss of the 
corrupt Pennsylvania Republican machine. Theodore Roosevelt, 
Lodged student at 1 larvard and now his chum, was wielding the 
"big stick" in the White I louse, Adams adored Hay, and worshiped 
the wives of all his intimates, for no woman had ever driven him 
wrong; no man had ever driven him right. For the rest, as he told 
his luuther Charles, "we were educated politically, and, as far as I can 
,\rc\ the world has made little or no gain politically. We have no divi¬ 
dends ami at * profit from our Investment. Reform proved a total 
loss, and abstract morality went into bankruptcy with the Church. All 
our idrak aimed out to he relative.” 

Tlu* foreign pally of die United States was sometimes being made 
under Ins foot', by Hay ami Lodge and Roosevelt, but his neighbor, 
the President, was a terrible* Imre, owing to his absorption in cheap 
polifus, and suffered from the insanity of an utte fixe to a degree 
baldly 1 1 edible to a sane mind. Of Lodge he could say little more 





394 "Postscript to Yesterday 

than that "the true type of successful cam, which rests tm no belief at 
all, is Cabot, who grubs everything and talks {Hire rot tu order.” Mrs, 
Lightfoot Lee wanted to see with her own eyes the action of primary 
forces; to touch with her own hand the massive machinery of society; 
to measure with her own mind the capacity of the motive power. She 
was bent upon getting to the heart of the great American mystery 
of democracy and government. Henry hail succeeded where she 
failed, and the success was an education that taught him what no 
puritan, no idealist, amid fuul happiness in knowing, *i am fairly 
tired—bored beyond endurance by the world we live in and its 
ideals," he told John Hay, years earlier, “and am ready to say so, not 
violently, but kindly, as one rubs salt into the bad, of a Hogged sailor 
as though one loved him.” 'live intention had crystallized, tire mood 
had deepened, ami he was now confiding to Mis. ( amejon that "my 
book is coming on rapidly and will amiumne the immediate dis¬ 
solution of the world. My brother Brooks grumbles because l won't 
make it quicker. . . 

Brooks Adams was probably privileged to grumble at Henry, how¬ 
ever affectionately. For he had profoundly iulluetued 1 Irmv's dunk¬ 
ing. In England, as a youthful Darwinist. Henry knew that by rights 
he should have been also a Marxist, but some narrow trait of the New 
England nature seemed to blight soti.tlism, and hr turd in vain to 
make himself a convert. Two decades later, when hr wiote his great 
nine-volume history, he regarded politics as the pi unary four re¬ 
sponsible for social change; he held that the nature of notirty was 
determined by a political process. Then, after the imai volumes of his 
history were in print, Brooks abruptly undermined this fhn try* Brooks 
forced him to recognise that the American society of lm turn the 
“banker’s paradise” which they both detested * wax the product of att 
economic process, not: a political cate. Brooks compelled him to rrckoii 
with the principle of economic determinism, 

I here was a marked similarity tit their temperaments* litdmh 
Henry felt that they were too much alike, and agreed mo well in all 
their ideas, “I have known you for sixty or id years,” hr wiote Bmoks 
in his old age, kmd since you were a baby I’ve never known y«u 
when you weren’t making yourself miserable over the fadings of the 
universe. It has been your amusement, and a very good out, I always 
say that no one can afford to pose as an optimist, short of an ua otne 
of a hundred thousand a year. Up to fifty thousand, the pi nr of prssh 
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mism is the only dignified one, just as it is after sixty years old.” But 
this was slightly malicious for Brooks, more earnest and more re¬ 
bellious than Henry, found scant amusement in pessimism. He took 
it hard. The future of civilization was something about which he 
cared very deeply. To Henry, in his sardonic old age, the crumbling 
of worlds seemed always fun. 

Brooks graduate'll from Harvard while Henry was teaching there, 
and went on to study law. His father took him, as secretary, to the 
Geneva eonierence which arbitrated the claims of the United States 
against England arising from the War between the States. Afterwards, 
Brooks established himself as a lawyer in Boston, but soon abandoned 
this profession to become a writer of history like his brothers. At the 
age ot forty he married a sister of Mrs. Lodge, and they set off on 
travels that ranged as widely as Henry’s. Eventually they settled in the 
old house at Quincy, and there Brooks began a revolutionary book, 
ultimately to be published as The Imiv of Civilization and Decay. 
He was thus engaged when the panic of i8<q broke over the nation, 
threatening his linancial ruin and that of his brothers. Henry, on holi¬ 
day in Europe, was urgently summoned to Quincy. 

During, long,, hot summer nights, while waiting for their fortunes 
to mend. Brooks and Henry sat late in the study that had been used 
by two ['residents, and discussed the ideas which were shaping Brooks’ 
boo!.. Like Homy, Brooks had inherited a faith in the democratic 
dogma, as he bail inherited a pew in the Quincy church. Now, that 
faith was shattered; he had come to look on man, in the light of the 
evidence of unnumbered centuries, as a pure automaton, who is moved 
along the paths of least resistance by forces over which he has no con- 
1 1 ol. 1 Us study of wot Id history had convinced him that the strongest 
human passions are fear' and greed. So he concluded that so much 
and no more might Ite expected from a pure democracy as might be 
expected from any automaton so actuated. His book, surveying the 
course of history from ancient Rome to the rise of modern capitalism, 
offered little comfort to anyone inclined to identify evolution and 
ptogress. For Brooks showed that the movement toward ever-in- 
crrasing, u.mplrxity and ientrali/.ation was accompanied by a decline 
in the quality of human intelligence, an impoverishment of the spirit, 
an atrophy of creative imagination, and the death of those superior 
values width ought to he the fruit of a civilized life. 

History, as Brooks interpreted it, was a series of recurrent cycles 
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in each of which there occurred a conflict between the creative and 
acquisitive instincts. In this conflict, the acquisitive instinct always 
triumphed; but its victory presaged the inevitable collapse of the civili¬ 
zation it had produced. The modern cycle, Brooks asserted, began 
with the collapse of the Roman Empire, when a dispersed population 
was a prey to fear. Fear bred superstition, from which, in turn, religion 
was born. In the Middle Ages, when religion was the centralizing 
force, three types dominated society. The priest, the warrior, and the 
artist were all imaginatively creative, as the shrine and castle and 
cathedral remained to prove. Then the acquisitive instinct took over. 
The usurer and trader rose to power. The priest was expropriated; 
the warrior became a mercenary in the police of the money lenders; 
the artist a mere servant of the altars of wealth. Imagination was at 
a discount; the man of greed, the capitalist, aided by the natural 
science which he endowed, seized social control. 

As centralization proceeded swiftly to complexity, industrial capital¬ 
ism gave way to finance capitalism. The banker, now dominant, used 
gold and credit as instruments of oppression, manipulating them to 
his own advantage, bringing into existence a huge debtor class of 
proletarians doomed to servitude. In his lust for power and greed for 
profits, the banker irresponsibly prospered or depressed producers in 
alternate booms and panics. But the effect of increasingly intense eco¬ 
nomic competition was one of progressive social degradation. Central¬ 
ization and concentration necessarily reached a climax. At that point, 
energy, instead of accumulating, began to diminish. Brooks asserted 
that in the high stages of centralization, where unrestricted economic 
competition prevails, this loss of energy is manifested by a gradual 
dissipation of capital, which, at last, ends in disintegration. There 
might occur a period of illusory equilibrium. But it would soon termi¬ 
nate in disastrous wars, in mere exhaustion, or in the revolt of the en¬ 
slaved proletariat any of which might produce the collapse of civili¬ 
zation and a return to primitive barbarism. 

Such was Brooks’ view of history, and Henry, reading it as the 
banker-made, gruelling depression of 1893 spread over the nation, 
acknowledged its soundness. But he advised Brooks not to print it. 
Brooks, he said, was monkeying with a dynamo, and would never 
be forgiven by the “gold-bugs,” the bankers and their political hench¬ 
men. For, as the hot summer evenings wore away “amidst an ex¬ 
citement verging on revolution,” the relevance of Brooks’ theory to 
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the immediate .situation, in the United States became obvious. The 
nation was about to be plunged into a convulsive political struggle 
between the creditor and debtor classes, and its outcome would be 
conclusive for the future. 

Brooks, in his hook, showed that the whole course of past history 
negated the comfortable assumption of the bankers, capitalists, and 
Republican party that limitless "progress” would result from their vic¬ 
tory. That victory, he implied, would merely establish, once and for 
all, their title over American society through control of the political 
state. Democracy would cease to exist, though its forms might be 
maintained. The tyranny of the money-power would be absolute. 
"The aristocracy which wields this autocratic power is beyond attack,” 
Brooks prophesied, stating the probable future in the present tense, 
"f,ir it is defended by a wage earning police, by the side of which the 
legions were a toy a police so formidable that, for the first time in 
history, trvoh is hopeless and is not attempted. The only question 
which' pienu'iipies the ruling class is whether it is cheaper to coerce 
or to bt 1 be." And if the w inflict between capitalists and people re¬ 
sulted in v 0 nuv lor the people, he foresaw no millennium and no 
utopia. Tic optimisin' assumptions ol the socialists struck him as no 
less delusive than those <>1 the capitalists. I he victory of the proletariat 
would not usher in collectivism, hut anarchy. 

As to this, Henry disagreed. He thought anarchy very far off, and 
insisted though liking socialism no more than capitalism that the 
otilv | lovable pohtu.d party must stand on a well-defined platform 
of State Si ii i.dean, situ e nothing else could reflect the social move¬ 
ment. Iim Btool.s' ideas impressed him deeply, and revolutionized 
his thinking. "Were we on the edge of a new and last great centraliza¬ 
tion,” hr asked, "or of a first great movement of disintegration? There 
are f'.u ts on both sides; hut my conclusion rather is-and this is what 
Mtim-s tuv instimt for life that our so called civilization has shown 
its movement, even at the center, arrested. It has failed to concentrate 
limber. Its next rtfott may succeed, hut it is more likely to be one of 
disintegration, with Russia for the eccentric on one side and America 
nil the iit her. . . And, with the triumph of the hankers in 1B93, he 
saw the l mired States finally imprisoned in a capitalistic system which, 
ii jt ttrir m be mu at all, must be run by capital and capitalistic 
methods, With the inevitable result that unless the usurers developed 
sume new lone, whidt would concentrate society in a miraculous 
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way, disintegration must go on. it was scarcely any wonder that Mrs. 
Brooks Adams, asked tor a title tor her husband’s h>ok, whimsically 
suggested “The Path to Hell: A Story Book." Brooks liked the title, 
but thought that it promised too much. How conk! he assure his 
readers that he would show them anything so good as a path to Hell? 

In later years, Brooks Adams examined the results achieved, in the 
United States, by that process of capitalistic conuimation which he 
and Henry alike regarded as the prelude to social collapse. The gov¬ 
erning capitalist class, he said, had reached the acme ot its popularity 
and powet about 1%; thereafter, resistance to its methods began to 
take shape in restrictive legislation. American capitalists, he declared, 
appear to have been evolved under the stress of an rnvuormienf which 
demanded excessive specialization in the dim dun of a genius adapted 
to money-making under highly complex iitdmui.d .oiididutis. This 
extreme specialization had developed a new social principle: the capi¬ 
talist conceives sovereign ponvis to he lor sale. I'.iuoks tmmshrd an 
eloquent illustration. Control of the national highway*, was 4 suverdgn 
power; railroads were, in effect, national highways; these had been 
seized by capitalists, who treated them as otdm.iry , hands, t*< he ad¬ 
ministered for the profit rtf the owner exclusively, and denounce. 1 all 
attempts to hold the capitalist socially ac«otmr.tbie as an infringement 
of their constitutional rights. Could capital continue to ivaimr the 
position ol an irresponsible sovereign, living in a spline beyond the 
domain of law, without inviting the fate which has awaited all sover¬ 
eigns who have denied or abused their trust? Brooks Adams was 
convinced that it could not. 

Labor, like capital advancing toward monopolistic concent tat ion, 
was already protesting against the irrrsjjomihlr sovereignty ,,f the 
capitalist class. It was, Brooks held, preparing to levy a« dial war against 
society, and might shatter the social system in its ctfoit to mime the 
power of capital. ^ ct the mind ot the American capitalist was too 
specialized to comprehend a social relation beyond the narrow code 
of his private interests. “He is not responsible, fur hr is not a trustee 
for the public. If he be restrained hv legislation, that legislation is in 
his eye an oppression and an outrage, to be .muullrd or eluded hv .my 
means which will not lead to the penitentiaty. , . . 'Hun, of necessity, 
he precipitates a conflict, instead of establishing an adjustment. He 
is, there!ore, in essence, a revolutionist without lieing aware of it." 
Faced with the prospect of being held socially accountable, of being 
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compelled to accept a position o£ equality before the law, the Ameri¬ 
can capitalist was refusing to compromise while compromise was still 
possible. I le was seeking to retain his right to purchase extralegal 
privileges. 

The capitalist ruling class. Brooks asserted, had retained its im¬ 
munities and its privileges through its control of the courts, particu¬ 
larly the Supremo Court, which exercised not only a judicial function, 
hut a political one, by acting as a censor of legislation. The American 
capitalist therefore regarded the constitutional form of government 
which exists in the United States, as a convenient method of obtain¬ 
ing his own way against the majority. Buttressed by the courts, he 
had thus far been able to perpetuate his rule. But Brooks Adams 
surmised that his stupidity would [trove his own undoing. Dependent 
upon law enforcement for his [troteetion as well as his power, he was, 
of all turn, the must cynically contemptuous of the law, and of all 
citizens the most lawless, "lie appears to assume that the law will 
always be enfotml, when he has need of it, by some special personnel 
whose duty lies that way, while he may evade the law, when con¬ 
venient, or biiug it into contempt, with impunity. The capitalist 
seems incapable- of feeling his responsibility, as a member of the gov¬ 
erning c lass, in this respect, and that he is bound to uphold the law, 
no matter what the law may be, in order that others may do the like.” 

Meanwhile, as the twentieth century advanced, it became clear that 
the Ament an people had determined to impose the will of the majority 
upon die jmluury, ami if this effort succeeded, the last bulwark of 
capitalist rule would In* levelled. Brooks Adams felt that the social 
order could thru survive only if there emerged a high order of gen¬ 
et ah/iiig mind, capable of grasping, and effectively, controlling, a 
multitude of complex relations. In any age, such minds would be 
rare. But they were scarcely to be hoped for in the United States, 
where capitalist ride had raised educational standards only in science 
and mechanics, and through its cult of the narrowly specialized mind 
had (nought a!«>ut au ominous decline of administrative intelligence. 
So Brooks Adams predicted that unless capital could, in the im¬ 
mediate future, generate an intellectual energy, beyond the sphere 
of its spet iali/ed tailing, very much in excess of any intellectual energy 
of which it had hitherto given promise, and unless it could besides 
rise to au apptevtafion of diverse social conditions, as well as to a 
level of political s.ig.n ity, far higher than it had attained in recent 
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years, its relative power in the community must decline. With that 
decline, social disintegration would intensify. And the etui of social 
disintegration would In*, in the United States, precisely what it had 

always been everywhere else.a revolution, with a redistribution of 

property, the rise of a new favored class, anti a ftesh beginning from 
a lower level of civilization. 

Henry, too, felt that if civilization were not to perish, the next gen¬ 
eration would require a new social mind. Since history was first 
recorded, every generation in turn had toiled with agony to attain 
and apply power, while betraying alarm and horror at the power they 
succeeded in creating. Now, thought itself was bring vvhilk-d about 
in the vortex of infinite forces. ‘Tower leapt from every atom, and 
enough of it to supply the stellar universe showed itself running to 
waste, at every pore of matter. Man could no longer hold it off. borers 
grasped his wrists and flung him about as though he had hold of a live 
wire or a runaway automobile. . . Hut the human mind, Henry 
surmised, must have nearly reached the limits of its expansion. So far 

as he could see, the new American.the child of ineak itlable coal 

power, chemical {sower, electric {tower, and radiating energy, as well 
as of new forces as yet undetermined must lie a sort of god compared 
with any former creation of nature. And that the new A met it an would 
really resemble some sort of god, Henry Adams profoundly disbe¬ 
lieved. 

So society, he concluded, must therefore incur disaster. Civilization 
would he wrecked by the march rtf science, by the mulrivncr of forces 
with which it was beyond the capacity of man’s {.resent social intel¬ 
ligence to cope. For twentieth-century men were like monkeys monkey- 
ing with a loaded shell, lhey neither knew nor i.ttrd where their 
practically infinite energies came from, or would tarry them. Thus 
society was actually laying its head under the axe, ami inviting the 
blow. A thinking individual had only one choke left: to join tht.se 
who preferred to perish with society, or those who were willing to 
help its destruction. Facing what he believed to tie the imminent dis- 
solution of his world, Henry Adams asserted that hr saw nothing in 
the present society worth preserving, and nothing tftai was worth 
* substituting for the present. 

With the outbreak of the First World War, and the subsequent 
revolution in Russia, it seemed to 1 lenry and to Brooks that their 
prophecies were being realized. To Brooks, as the war ended, as the 
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peace was being made, it appeared that there must be a still more 
bitter struggle within a generation—at furthest. He drew an ironical 
implied comparison between President Wilson and Moses, the proto¬ 
type of all modern scientific optimists who anticipate perfection. Moses 
bused the social system which he tried to organize, not on observed 
facts, but on a priori theories evolved out of his own mind, and he 
met with the failure that all men of a visionary cast of mind must 
meet with, when lie sought to realize his visions. Brooks was now 
certain that the system of industrial, capitalistic civilization was near¬ 
ing its end; that it had attained its ultimate stages, and would pres¬ 
ently dissolve in chaos. “Democracy in America,” he said, “has con¬ 
spicuously and decisively failed, in the collective administration of 
the common public property, (.hunting this much, it becomes simply 
a qtirstion of relative indiicieney, or degradation of type, culminating 
in die exhaustion of resources by waste; unless the democratic man 
can sttpn tutmally raise himself to some level more nearly approach¬ 
ing peilntion than that on which lie stands.” For, to Brooks as to 
Hntty, nothing was more srlf evident than that the democratic man 
cannot i lunge himself ftotu a competitive to a noncompetitive ani¬ 
mal by talking about it, or by pretending to be able to become other 
than hr is site viitim of infinite conflicting forces. To deserve the 
name of uvdi/ation, society must he an embodiment of order, or 
must at least tend toward a social equilibrium And Brooks Adams, 
like 1 trilly, umld nut at the cud of his life resist a conviction that the 
universe, fat from bring an expression of law and an embodiment 
of Older, is a Duos whkh admits of reaching no equilibrium, and 
with svhuh man is doomed eternally and hopelessly to contend. 

[a I Tit I. HUttr/tlNS *»■ ni'.St'AUt 

Brooks Adams once remarked to Justice Holmes that philosophers 
.tie luted by the comfortable class to prove that everything is all 
right. He might have cited one of their contemporaries. The ex¬ 
ample, though not quite .ti curate, would have been suggestive. Wil¬ 
liam (fiah.mt Siiimtt f was certainly not a 1’angloss. But, as a social 
philosopher, hr spoke for the comfortable class of the Ciildcd Age. 
Hr udvut atrei a theory of life with It many Americans were acting 
on; and perhaps tiicy wisiicd to be told, authoritatively, that it was 
the true one. 
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For nearly forty years Sumner had a personal and very powerful 
effect on the social outlook of Americans. He produced it with his 
lectures at Yale, his books, his constant flow of articles in newspapers 
and popular magazines, the controversies which he touched off and 
then happily entered with a bludgeon. But, like the Adams brothers, 
he wrote his most enduring book when past his sixtieth year; and 
its significance was not generally recognized for more than a decade. 
By that time, Sumner was dead, but his book, Folkways, carried his 
influence forward to later generations. His was one of the minds that 
continued to challenge young Americans of the nineteen-forties. 

Sumner s later students, at the turn of the century, used" to say that 
he looked like an old lion. He was a tough, truculent realist, stern 
and forbidding in manner, and the impact of his mind resembled 
that of a sledge hammer.. He had, they said, an iron voice; he growled 
his lectures rather than spoke them. There was no mistaking his 
quality when you saw him—a bald, ruddy-faced man with a power¬ 
ful body, a bulldog jaw, cold eyes, a mouth set in grim disdain, al¬ 
ways fastidiously groomed in an old-fashioned style. Few of his stu¬ 
dents suspected that he had served as an Episcopal, clergyman before 
coming to Yale, back in the distant eighteen-seventies, to fill the 
newly created professorship of political and social science. It probably 
would have shocked them to learn that he had never formally re¬ 
nounced his priesthood. For he was the first, and possibly the most 
savage, of all debunkers. “I have never discarded beliefs deliberately,” 
he told an associate in his old age. “I left them in the drawer, and, 
after a while, when I opened it, there was nothing there at all.” In 
that same drawer, with his faith in God, Sumner later packed away 
his faith in man. 

Like the new capitalist rulers of America who were his contem¬ 
poraries, Sumner was a self-made man, and he applied to scholarship 
the insatiable acquisitiveness, the propensity to daring raids, the un¬ 
remitting industry that they applied to the making of millions by 
gathering up railroads, or oil refineries, or iron foundries. His tem¬ 
perament was that of his times, and both shaped his philosophy. His 
parents had emigrated from Lancashire; only the ambition and fru¬ 
gality of his father, a railroad mechanic, enabled Sumner to secure 
a college education. As a student at Yale Sumner was an outstandingly 
brilliant classicist. He formed a friendship with William C. Whitney, 
his rival for scholastic honors, and Whitney advanced him enough 
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money to hire a substitute for military service in the War between 
the States, and to spend three years in Europe studying theology. 
For some time after his return, he taught at Yale. He associated him¬ 
self with certain alumni who, observing the successful reforms in¬ 
stituted at Harvard by President Flint* were urging that Yale adapt 
itself to the conditions ot worldly success in a new era. Sumner left 
Yale tor New \ ork, where he was ordained, and presently he secured 
a parish in the fashionable suburb of Morristown* New Jersey. There 
the invitation to a professorship readied him. 

Apparently, he was not reluctant to abandon the pulpit for the 
platform. CIcrtaitily he was delighted that his new province had been 
little expioml, lie turned first to economics, later to sociology; he 
was a pioneer in both fields, and since both were highly controversial 
he found in them congenial opportunities to show his mettle as a 
fighter, [iediigrrrtue was the characteristic quality of his writing; 
but as a disciple of Darwin, a follower of Herbert Spencer, he forced 
himself to fopmt the methods of science and make use of them. Al¬ 
ways a prodigiously hard worker, in his later years, when he was 
devoting himself to atifhiopology and ethnology and ranging over 
the* eulmtes of the woild, Sumner set himself to master a new language 
every summn, lest any important material elude his grasp. When 
hr died, the results, reduced to carded notes, filled fifty-two receptacles 
each holding some three thousand cards. But for the fact that he 
was a philosopher, not a plutocrat, they might have been securities 
in Minngbovrs, 

Simmer joined the Yale faculty two years after Henry Adams 
joined that of Harvard, Unfit rrjeurd participation in the major 
enterpthaw of flint' time lor study of the changing society that sur¬ 
rounded than, Adams viewed it with patrician distaste; Sumner* 
at mm with wartn approval The era of America’s new rulers had 
already opened, loom the White House, President Grant offered 
ids lirnrdMiou to the Aapfains of industry’—the masters of railroads, 
oil, href, iion, toak d he Congress was eager to serve them-—as it 
proved, at a pine, On Nob Hill in Ban Francisco, along lower Fifth 
Avenue in New York and Bellevue Avenue in Newport, ornate 
monuments to vu lory were rising, soon to he stuffed with the £an- 
ladfw of ifpltohtetm and the immense, gilt-framed literalisms of 
foreign paimerv Desolate ami disease-ridden slums were spreading 
in the larger aftes, there was an angry unrest evident among the 














404 Tost script to Yesterday 

workers; there would shortly occur a strike of unprecedented violence, 
paralyzing the nation's trade, and brokets only hv the antsy. Indus¬ 
trialization was proceeding swiftly. Consolidation was to follow. 
Sumner, still studying American society, would live to see the in¬ 
dustrial capitalist displaced by the thunder like his hirmi Whitney, 
who was a friend of Adams also, and who accumulated forty millions 
of dollars in less than a decade. He would likewise live to see, and 
condemn with unsparing ridicule, a nesting wave of popular dis¬ 
content that finally broke in a crusade for social just he. 

This was the society that an economist and sociologist had to in¬ 
terpret. Sumner was a man of few prepossessions, but hr had a pro¬ 
found belief in the old American dream that the self teli.mt, inde¬ 
pendent citizen, though he started from scratch, could nuke his way 
to the top by frugality, skill, and enterprise. The fundamental gtiatan- 
tee of democracy was opportunity. As one who had thru ft out humble 
circumstances, Sumner had faith in democracy. Looking at the new 
industrial society, he saw it in terms of opportunity, and thought 
it good. But he was vowed to science, and the business of a scientist 
was to discard illusions, to arrive at truth by investigating reality, 
Sumner surmised that democracy was not the rrstth of an ideal for 
undated by the hounding' bathers, h.vcry idea!, hr tin night, is a 
phantasm, formed by giving tip one’s hold on reality and taking a 
flight into the realm of fiction. Did not the prituiple of evolution 
hold true for society, as for organic life? What, then, had precipitated 
the rise of democracy? Sumner comlttdrd that the pohm.it and so, ia! 
structure of the state hud been determined exclusively by the operation 
of economic forces. Ideals, aspirations, preferences, cons, ions mien 1 
tion played no part in it. Men could not by merely thinking things 
call them into being, heouomie forces, acting on the interests of men, 
and through them on human nature, nude or hrokr institutions. The 
wisest statesman, the most successful man of atfaits, merely went 
along with these forces, like a chip on the current. Whether lie liked 
it or not, man lived in a deterministic world. His area of liberty was 
confined to a choice between adapting himself to conditions as he 
found them, or refusing to adapt. 

Sumner thought he saw, in the swift industrialization rli.it was 
transforming America, the greatest economic and soiial revolution 
that had ever taken place. How absurd to interpret it front the point 
of view of ethics, of what ought to lie! The real obligation of 4 * lt ietuist 
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was to investigate what actually was happening, and discover both 
why it was inevitable and what adaptations it required. So Sumner, 
a censorious puritan, made a valiant attempt to exclude all moral 
judgments from his thinking. He would be objective; he would base 
liis theories squarely upon reality—upon the facts as they were shap¬ 
ing up* 

This decision, inevitably, made him the preacher of an economic 
and social gospel that the times wished to hear, if for no other reason 
than that it justified the way tilings were actually going. By reject¬ 
ing moral judgment, Simmer produced one very odd result. He 
southed the consciences of many Americans who occasionally sus¬ 
pected that their practices, however successful, failed to square with 
the morality they professed. I le became the apostle of laissez faire, the 
foremost champion of rugged individualism and triumphant capi¬ 
talism. Natmr, he asserted, had ordained the chances and conditions 
of life on ratth once lor all The case could not he reopened; no re¬ 
vision of the laws of human life was possible, "This is a world,” 
he deviated, “in wlmh the rule is, Toot, hog, or die, 1 and it is also 
a wuild in whit h ‘the longest pole knocks down the most persim¬ 
mons/ ” Capital, tn the form of wealth or private property, is power 
over nattur. It is also, unquestionably, the most: invincible of all the 
interests o! men, 

Capital. Sumner atgurd, alone makes a civilized society possible, 
and set vc*» in maintain it on a kind of platform elevated above primi¬ 
tive Ittr and hath.u ham f Inman welfare therefore requires that capital, 
or wealth* he augmented hy every means possible. Nothing must be 
pet united to impel le the [not ess of its accumulation, 1 he process is 
4 anird <»u by individuals whose incentive is their self-interest, and 
who obey 4 fundamental law of life - competition. Did this mean 
that life is a ilwm of' watfare and ruthless competition? Not so, said 
Stmmrt, line is unit a thing as ‘"antagonistic cooperation”; men 
sink their iiitnot antagonisms of interest and combine to their mutual 
advantage, in older to satisfy a major interest: which they hold in 
uantnum Antagonistic u» operation Is organization, Economically, it 
is the most piodtMtvr ham of enterprise. 

No ifftttc should he set to enterprise, Sumner held. Arbitrary re- 
Min?iom of any kind will merely operate to discourage initiative, 
ami thus defeat ihr pt im.u y social aim of accumulating capital Gov- 
nmnnu, tlieirhirr, must adopt a hands-off policy, icmain neutral 
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as between competitive interests, and assume only the function of pre¬ 
serving order and maintaining civil liberty. Civil liberty, Sumner 
asserted, is the condition in which each man is guaranteed the use 
of all his powers exclusively for his own welfare. Society, he de¬ 
clared, must do no more for any man than insure that he should be 
left free to do the most for himself that he can, and should be guaran¬ 
teed the exclusive enjoyment of all that he does. Society had no right 
to regulate his enterprises, limit his gains, or determine his use of 
mem. The increasing concentration of wealth was not only inevitable, 
but beneficial; it exemplified the highest possible degree of economic 
organization, and therefore the most profitable one. Millionaires, said 
Sumner, are a product of natural selection, acting on the whole body 
of men to pick out those who can meet the requirement of certain 
work to be done. In this respect they were just like great statesmen, 
or scientific men, or military men; and it was only because they were 
* e . naturally selected agents of society that wealth aggregated in 
t eir . ands. That the captains of industry owed their opportunities 
to society, Sumner did not deny. But he pointed out that society owed 
its increasing wealth, and advancing civilization, largely to them. 

To Americans who hoped to achieve wealth by emulating the 
methods of the captains of industry-the Vanderbilts, Carnegies, 
Goulds, Stanfords—Sumner’s doctrines furnished a scientific sanc¬ 
tion. They were adapting themselves to the prevailing economic forces 
of industrialization, combination, corporate control. Did anyone dare 
to suggest that the expanding American economy obeyed no law 
but that of the jungle? Sumner invited their attention to Darwin. 
The American economy clearly exemplified the law of evolution. 
It exhibited the competitive struggle which results in the survival of 
the fittest. It displayed the operation of evolution at a high stage of 
complexity, and foreshadowed a still greater complexity for the future 
Americans would have to adjust to the present and the future, not 
strive to change them. For the sentimental, and the conscience-ridden, 
Sumner had a stern warning: men interfere with the operations of 
natural law at their peril. “The truth*is,” he thundered, “that the 
social order is fixed by laws of nature precisely analogous to those 
of the physical order. The most that man can do is by ignorance and 
self-conceit to mar the operation of social laws.” 

Meanwhile, discontent was rising in the land. The social conse¬ 
quences of industrialization were being bitterly protested. What had 


X 
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become of tr.uUtkm.tl American equality, of the fundamental rights 
of nun? .Sumner dismissed the notion of equality, whether economic 
or social, as pure illusion. Inequality, he affirmed, was an inescapable 
condition of life, and on the whole a beneficial one. Economic in¬ 
equality resulted from the competition for wealth. Competition tested 
aiul developed men’s powers, and the more intense it became, the 
better the powers it would develop. Social inequality was the effect 
of an identical process of natural selection. These processes were the 
system o! nature. Men could amend the system in one way only. 
“We can take the rewards from those who have done better and give 
them to those who have done worse. We shall thus lessen the in¬ 
equalities. We shall favor the survival of the unfittest, and we shall 
accomplish this by destroying liberty. Let it be understood that we 
cannot got outside this alternative: liberty, inequality, survival of 
the burst; non liberty, equality, survival of the unfittest. The former 
can it s so. irtv fotwatd ami favors all its best members; the latter 
tanies so. iety downwards and favors all its worst members.” 

To the trmlri minded who spoke of fundamental human rights, 
Sumner return'd with the thesis that man possesses only one: the right 
to maintain himself, if hr can, in a world of incessant struggle and 
prill. The do.time of natural rights set forth in the Declaration was 
sheet fantasy. Such rights as exist, he asserted, are those which force 
has 1 tr.ued in the long course of human history. “If a thing has been 
dour and is established by force (that is, no force can reverse it), 
it is rig,hr in the only sense we know, and rights will follow from it 
wltuh ate not vitiated at all by the force in it. There would be no 
sec tit it v at all lor tight-, if this were not so.” The original act of force 
might have wiouglit ilagraut injustices, and these might have become 
the mu it. e of many others over the years till the aggregate of injustice 
uppratrd to he intolerable. Hut the original act could not be revoked; 
its tights stood as established; the present condition, whatever its 
tiatuie, had the sanction ol law, and only force could alter it. Did 
tins thesis do violence to etliks, to traditional concepts of democracy? 
Sumner had a pungent answer, “Every age is befooled by the notions 
uhi> h am in fashion in it,” he said. “Our age is befooled by de- 
moi iat y,'" 

Looking at demo, r.uy, as the years passed, .Sumner became ap- 
pieheti'.isr about its futttie. It would have to meet two grave dangers, 
Imth ol width originated in the mounting antagonism of those-who- 
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have and those-whohavenut. The l.mer, being in (he numerical 
majority, possessed effective political power. He sut timed that they 
would use it to make the government an instrument tor improving 
their situation-~as he saw it, to plunder the sucu-ssfttl and wealthy. 
Already, reformers atul humanitarians he denomned them, suit it - 
fully, t is crackpots and meddlers were proposing schemes for the 
alleviation of economic hardship, and social injustice, by government 
action. All such schemes rested on the assumption that social evolu¬ 
tion is amenable to social control. Sumner declared this to he non¬ 
sense. If these misguided demagogues had their way am! they were 
being abetted by labor leaders, clergymen, and serum segments of 
the press-democracy would he constuied as a system of {’.noting 
a new privileged class of the many and the poor. To develop into 
it sound working system, Sumner mged, demonacv must uppr.se a 
cold resistance to any claims for favor on the gtound of poverty atul 
hardship. Once such claims were admitted as valid, the way was 
paved for socialism. They involved a tenunciation <4 hbeuy, as he 
saw it, attd he deplored a growing tendency among Amen. am. to want 
somebody to come and help them to he free. Men hid always failed 
of freedom, he said, not because they had hern enslaved, hut he,ausc 
the price of liberty was too high atul too great ha them. Rather than 
pay the price, they preferred servitude, and they got it. 

Sumner also feared that government might hr caponed hy the 
wealthy. He disliked die prospect of rule hy a plufu, ia> y as utti. h as 
that of rule hy the poor. Plutocracy was the use of , apuat politically 
rather than industrially. And die captains of induxtiy Here, unde¬ 
niably, purchasing privileges. I hey were seeking to operate upon 
tilt market hy means of legislation, ariiiLtal monopoly, a prote,tive 
tariff, the creation of special advantages. As plun« rats, they, too, were 
plunderers. The modem industrial system furnished them a mag 
nihccut held, one usually lar mure prof liable than that of legitimate 
industrial enterprise. Was the pohtnal nmhinny of dr-mu,nay ade¬ 
quate to restrain them? He doubted it. The mat hitter v offered too 
many opportunities for manipulation and cot nipt abuse. The danger 
could be averted only hy minimizing, so far as jmssihlc, the trial ions 
of government to industry. As long as suih relations obtained, every 
industrial interest would he forced, by the profit m*.live, to employ 
plutocratic methods. Capital, Sumner asserted, should lie excluded 
from all interest in government action, and thrown upon the laws 
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of the market. Industry should be as widely separated from the state 
as the Hunch was. There would then remain only what he termed that 
power of capital which is rooted in the industrial and social order, 
which nothing can set aside or overcome. 

Paternalism or plutociacy appeared to be the alternatives before 
the American people, and Simmer began to wonder whether democ¬ 
racy could any longer he considered the end product of social evolu¬ 
tion, More and mote he came to doubt the possibility of any equilib¬ 
rium under the American system. The outlook was for increasing 
class antagonism, and eventual class war. u It is the tendency of all 
social ImulensA he concluded, M tu crush out the middle class, and 
to force the sourly into an organi/auion of only two classes, one at 
cat h sot ini rxftrmrA The real victim would he the man who had 
wan bed his own investments, made his own machinery safe, at¬ 
tended to Ins own j dumbing, and educated his own children. A man 
like NtitntifTs tathen or Simmer himself, and the sociologist found 
a name for hum The vitfim was “the forgotten man,” a phrase that 
was nt be ttsnl* long al'tn Sunmrrk death, by an American President 
who believed, as hr did not, that the fortunes of the American people 
wrte amenable to s< h. ial control 

As dr ftmrtcrntlt 4runny waned, Sumner quietly relinquished his 
faith in demov, on \, in pmgicss as the concomitant of evolution, and 
in mam Wtih a ptottd and powerful plutocracy on one side, and a 
inmgiy ptolrutur on the other, could democracy find resources any- 
whnr fur uftttfoilitig dir elements of human greed and passion? 
Obviously not, Thr old sot ial war which again and again had retarded 
iivilt/ation was not mn, Democracy had settled nothing. As a politi¬ 
cal tium, it had marly set louse all the old evils in new guises. The 
iobbris of a mm haul by a lubber baron, the robbery of an investor 
by a unhoad tvmlet, and dir mbbrry ol a capitalist by a collectivist 
were alt idntflak In the impending conflict, democracy could only 
.stand aloof, and In statute tale its course. The outlook, as Sumner 
*aw it, w,r» daik iudml: "but that a democracy can solve the antag¬ 
onisms in the tr vvr*a uidn 0! things, can adjust the rights of the 
u attending mfeicas by a sejirs of Vi Ideal* decisions, or that It can, 
by siding well one patty, give it a victory over the other, and there¬ 
by found a stable soual 01 drf, h is lolly to believe. 

Sumner had two hrd pessimism, us Henry Adams had; and, like 
Adams, he tinned to the waiting of a hook which was to have a pro- 
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found effect on the thinking of later generation'!, 1 ir culled 
a treatise; but it was, in fact, a kttui of tragic epic. Its snhfrti was the 
evolution of society; its theme, the immutable loser of drteimitwm 
which coerces man’s action, strangles his liberty, and monks hts aspira- 
tions. Sumner set it forth in a study of the sigufiicamr and operation 
of custom, or determined conduct, in social evolution, And he wove 
into it his appraisal of American democracy, of Amnk.in shirty, 
and of their probable fntmc, as he saw these in the iu;hi of studies 
that had carried him back to the very fountainhead of lustuty. 

Man, he said, did not begin by thinking, but by acting, Instinct 
prompted ways of meeting needs. Kxpnimrm re-mlmd’ either in 
success and satisfaction, or failure and pam. Between these lay the 
channel of subsequent effort. Over timr, srlmton nurd. The ways 
of action which worked best in meeting the uituhtton*. of hie weir 
automatically adopted. Habit in the individual br»,i;ur .ustom m the 
group. Such customs were folkways, whuh fulfilled with some degree 
of success the needs defined by the four girat motives «.( human ac- 
tion: hunger, sex passion, vanity, and fear of the supernatural, The 
folkways were not creations of intelligence. Tim rrsrmhlrd p,„.!iuti 
of natural forces which men unconsciously set in oj-nation, From 
them, however, arose all concepts of right, mouhts, truth, Is*.' pnlny, 
and world philosophy. 

When folkways came to include the judgment that dry promoted 
the welfare of the group, they 1 tet anic vormve. At tins stage, Sumner 
called them mores. I he mores, he said, are those ways of d<nug things 
which arc current in a society to satisfy needs and dr*!ttrs, together 
with the faiths, tuitions, codes, and standards of welfare whit h inhere 
in them. I hey pervade and control the group way, of thinking in 
all the exigencies of life. They exercise a decisive lone on all as tion. 
Conscious thought is their worst enemy, ftreatise flint rsprdtemy 
often depends on the assumption that they will have general aurpt- 
ance and currency independent of it. They are the rrgul itms tif in- 
dividual and group conduct. Behind fhc mores lies the power «»f the 
ruling class, and the inertia of the masses; Itoth are essmtialiv <.>n 
servativc. Mores change only as life conditions th-mgr. Sometimes 
they make for progress, sometimes for fcfwgrcvwm. 

The individual can do almost nothing to alter the Wd drift of 
his times. His narrow area of liberty consists in the ability m pro¬ 
pose variations in the mores which society may ultimatrly accept. 








^he zJMlourners Qo about the Streets 411 

But changes will be adopted only if they have reference to interests 
of which society has already become conscious, and if they express 
convictions about those interests already dormant in the group mind. 
Thus, in a sense, even the trivial liberty of the individual is also sub¬ 
ject to determinism. All that Sumner could say was that this condi¬ 
tion should not “discourage our reason and conscience from their 
play on the situation, if we are content to know that their function 
must be humble.” 

Humble, indeed! The ability of reason and science to improve 
life in the present, or to shape the future, was almost negligible. They 
existed on sufferance. Their knowledge could have no application 
unless, in some fortunate moment, it accorded with a blind force ex¬ 
pressed in customs that, in the main, were purely irrational. At no 
time would men ever be able to make their social environment, or 
even the conditions of their existence, realize the possibilities that 
were within the grasp of their intelligence. Life would always lag 
behind the mind, and the mind’s highest conquests might easily 
be lost. The spirit of man was permanently imprisoned; it could 
beat against the walls if it would, and perhaps with luck tunnel its 
way out, but only to be trapped and again incarcerated. 

Science itself, being conditioned by the mores, was suspect, as 
Sumner relentlessly demonstrated* Evolution, he said, is now accepted 
as a final fact, and a philosophy of nature is derived from it. Yet, to 
all but a very few, the philosophy has no guarantee except that is 
is current. All accept it because all accept it, and for no other reason. 
Is it a final fact—or merely a phase of thought sanctioned by the pres¬ 
ent mores? Yet from the implications of this devastating conclusion, 
Sumner himself recoiled. It was, he thought, intolerable; and we 
should live as if it were not true. “The only security,” he said, “is 
the constant practice of critical thinking. We ought never to accept 
fantastic notions of any kind; we ought to pursue all propositions until 
we find out their connection with reality. That is the fashion of think¬ 
ing which we call scientific in the deepest and broadest sense of the 
word.” But this, as Sumner’s book established, was at best a fragile 
and melancholy security, almost inevitably fated to prove an illusion. 
In Folkways he shut and locked the door to hope that William James, 
in Pragmatism, almost simultaneously declared to be flung wide open 
as never before. 

Sumner’s book explicitly denied the central doctrines of American 
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democratic faith- Long afterwards, it exercised a revolutionary * in¬ 
fluence, undermining ancient national traditions and inherited at¬ 
titudes. But in the first decade of the new century political liberalism 
appeared destined to usher in an era of social justice. The climate of 
the mind was hopeful. Americans still believed in the freedom and 
creative potency of the individual. They continued to define evolu¬ 
tion as progress toward an ultimate perfection. They were convinced 
that the democratic system, and the way of life that it made possible, 
assured the realization in society of those ideals which the nation had 
always cherished. These beliefs gave Americans a sense of optimism; 
they illuminated the road ahead; they pointed to the positive moral 
objectives toward which society must advance. Sumner rejected every 
one of them. 

Democracy, he said, had two aspects; that of ideal, and that of actual 
conduct in life. Ideals were mere phantasms, destitute of foundation 
in fact, for the realization of which there existed no correct process. 
“ ‘Democracy/ ” he asserted, “is not treated as a parallel word to 
aristocracy, theocracy, autocracy, etc., but as a Power from some out¬ 
side origin, which brings into human affairs an inspiration and energy 
of its own.” It was a sacred word like “Americanism” or “The Peo¬ 
ple,” protected from any realistic evaluation; a token coin chiefly 
Valuable to the ruling class, who could use it as an instrument for 
achieving their own purposes. “Who dare say that he is not Ameri¬ 
can’? Who dare repudiate what is declared to be Americanism’?” 
Sumner asked, sardonically. “If there is any document of Americanism, 
it is the Declaration of Independence. Those who have Americanism 
especially in charge have repudiated the doctrine that ‘governments 
derive their just powers from the consent of the governed,’ because 
it stood in the way of what they wanted to do. They denounce those 
who cling to the doctrine as un-American. Then we see what Ameri¬ 
canism and patriotism are. They are the duty laid upon us all to 
applaud, follow, and obey whatever a ruling clique of newspapers 
and politicians chooses to say or wants to do.” 

Democracy was in the mores, and the mores, Sumner asserted, 
can make anything right and prevent the condemnation of anything. 
But, as a way of life, and even as a political system, he considered it 
to be in its final phases. It was, like all other modern mores, a product 
of the play of economic forces that had begun centuries earlier: the 
discovery and colonization of new continents, the immense increase 
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of movable capital, the advance of industry under scientific develop¬ 
ment. ‘ All our popular faiths, hopes, enjoyments and powers are due 
to these great changes in the conditions of life. The new status makes 
us believe in all kinds of rosy doctrines about human welfare, and 
about the struggle for existence and the competition of life; it also 
gives us all our contempt for old-fashioned kings and nobles, creates 
democracies, and brings forth new social classes and gives them 
power. For the time being things are so turned about that numbers 
are a source of power. Men are in demand, and an increase in their 
number increases their value.” But, said Sumner, the existing status 
is temporary and the conditions in it are evanescent. “When the 
earth is underpopulated and there is an economic demand for men, 
democracy is inevitable. That state of things cannot be permanent. 
Therefore democracy cannot last. It contains no absolute and ‘eternal’ 
truth.” 

If democracy as an ideal was merely a myth, and as a way of life 
was in its decline, what would be the American future? The drift 
in the mores of twentieth-century America, Sumner affirmed, was 
toward state, regulation, militarism, imperialism, toward petting and 
flattering the proletariat', toward whatever appeared to be altruistic 
and humanitarian. As respects these tendencies, what American could 
get out of his group prejudices? He might as well attempt to get out 
of gravity or the pressure of the atmosphere. Could Americans de¬ 
termine their own future? Could any one of them form judgments 
not by his ruling interest or conviction, but by the supposed impact 
of demographic data on an empty brain? Americans of the twentieth 
century had no grounds for confidence in the ruling tendencies of 
their times. These were only temporary phases in the endless shifting 
of ethical doctrine and philosophical generalization. All that Sumner 
could foresee was a blind effort, by the application of social policy, 
to subject society to another set of arbitrary interferences, dictated 
by a new set of dogmatic prepossessions that would only be a con¬ 
tinuation of old methods and errors. 

But the rigorous intellectual honesty which led to these conclusions 
did not compel Sumner to find them pleasing. The doughty old war¬ 
rior was not happy with them. The theory that ethics are purely 
relative to time and place, that good and evil have no reality apart 
from the local decrees of irrational custom, would be congenial to 
tin iconoclastic later generation. But could it inspire enthusiasm in a 
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man who had once found intellectual security in the old democratic 
faith, based on eternal moral law? Life, as the operation of sheer 
blind force in a world of fate, was an anguishing spectacle. 

American society had carried into practice the economic and social 
gospel that Sumner preached. Observing it in the opening decade of 
the twentieth century, he saw only moral anarchy, and the puritan 
in him found this revolting. “We live in a war of two antagonistic 
philosophies: the ethical policy taught in the books and the schools, 
and the success policy,” he acknowledged bitterly. In politics, finance, 
industry, he saw the man-who-can-do-things elevated to a social hero 
whose success overrode all other considerations. And where that 
code was adopted it called for false conventions and untruthful charac¬ 
ter. It debauched society. Any morality, he reflected, is better than 
moral anarchy. Yet moral anarchy was the inevitable result of the 
worship of success, the doctrine of the primacy of wealth, the philoso¬ 
phy of laissez jairc . And who had done more to evangelize this cult 
among Americans than Sumner himself? 

There was no comfort in the inexorable logic of disbelief. Not even 
if one determined to cling to the hope that scientific thinking is 
possible and eternally valid, though science itself might turn out to 
be merely a “phantasm,” an illusion. To Sumner, the future por¬ 
tended only disaster. “I have lived,” he told an associate shortly before 
his death, “through the best period of this country’s history. The next 
generations are going to see war and social calamities. I am glad I 
don’t have to live on into them.” 

In the early eighteen-eighties, Sumner found among his graduate 
students a rugged, skeptical, contentious young man who gave the 
impression of being far older than his actual age. Thorstein Veblen 
was the child of Norwegian immigrants who had taken up a home¬ 
stead in Minnesota, had tamed the unbroken prairie, had succeeded 
in maintaining themselves at the cost of unremitting struggle and 
deprivation. In later years, with his long hair, sweeping moustache, 
and imperial, he would have the look of an artist, a musician per¬ 
haps, but he would never lose the earthy rudeness which distressed 
his teachers and classmates. Sumner considered him a man of very 
settled and sturdy chaarcter and great industry. Others recognized 
these merits, but were nevertheless intimidated. 

Veblen was miserably poor. He ignored niceties of attire. He had 
a deep distrust of effete ways, of luxury, of the ostentatious sophistica- 
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non which he met with in the prosperous Eastern states where capital 
had agg legated. I hese so-called civilized folk who lived so prodigally 
* they did not work, as he understood work. They produced nothing. 
Their livelihood was derived from control of wealth, from manage¬ 
ment ot i,i|hiaL i hey were ruthlessly exploitative. It was they who, 
hv means ol the hanks and railroads that they owned, kept the farmers 
H the Middle West in perpetual debt, condemning them to a kind 
of primage, 

Widen had grown up in the center of that ferment of radical social 
and economic ideas which was sweeping the rural Middle West, and 
would Mm, in time, to an embittered revolt of the farmers. Suspi- 
i, ton 14 the ioiujnciiotisly wasteful ways of wealthy city folk was natural 
in a faun l»m. In Widen, because of the grinding poverty of his 
it w ,j\ almost instinctive. And it bred resentment; in him 
their MumdWod the moral anger of his people. The distrust and the 
ifviemrn? rvawwd themselves obliquely, in a defiant contempt 
Whim was not 4 man to rub the wrong way. He had sharpened the 
wutpmt of a deadly wit. He had a gift for irony. lie could turn on 
a vutbmrn 1 vm asm, He had an aptitude for the satirical exposure of 
i,mr and slum. Hr was always ready to resort to these talents under 
pios-oi .moti, and usually lie found the provocation. 

This made pa*pie tear and respect him, even admire him in a 
gnidgmg tasliioii, hut it did not command their affection. He had 
an , matr sntsr *»f the caliber and quality of his intelligence, and 
lr w,o mtelle. tualiy arrogant, perhaps as a compensation for being 
MntdH ttur.wy. lit later years, his arrogance increased in direct pro- 
pmumi to fHr teat, nmpittoit, and dislike that his personality stirred 
op m hr. awp< w«r%, For nearly a decade after receiving his doctorate 
tiMiu Tile, hr was unable to secure a teaching post commensurate 
wuh hr* Whuw*, Almost his whole life was spent unhappily. He 
tword frWviv lioin one university to another, detesting the routine 
1*1 W ohmr; r\n> where, as he felt, underpaid and refused the recog- 
iii ?{*m fli.a ,i*. slue him. Even his growing fame displeased him, 
Pit U i!umr.lwd lit die wtong quarter. His books became a fashion 
.Hi imu / k dir 'kutrlligrtusia/* the literary radicals. Veblcn despised the 

or \n 

I a 11 lt w ,w no aWlmt that Wblen gained an immediate prestige 

in Inrun, rmtrr than academic, circles. The talents which made 
turn a da am king pmotuhcy operated also to make him a distinguished 
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writer; and William Dean Howells, reviewing his first book, praised 
it as much for its art as for its ideas. Did a theorist in the field of 
economics have any business making use of literary airs and graces? 
Certainly not. It was the function of textbooks and scholarly treatises 
to be sound, not enjoyable. Dryness and dullness were virtues to be 
cultivated, and Veblen’s perversity in rejecting them exasperated the 
guild of professionals. Did it not indicate dilettantism, even frivolity? 
Unfortunately, his books displayed a formidable erudition, and no 
one could deny the originality of his ideas. Those ideas were destuc- 
tive of complacency. Still worse, they undermined the official “science” 
of economics. Clearly, Veblen was all too likely to become a disruptive 
influence; it was a misfortune that his books steadily made their way 
among laymen. The college of economic cardinals ignored him when 
they could, depreciated him when they could not. 

Nevertheless, he came to exercise a powerful effect on the think¬ 
ing of Americans; and, like Sumner, he continued to challenge his 
countrymen long after his death. His youthful ambition was to be¬ 
come a philosopher and, in a sense, he treated economics as a province 
of philosophy, but with the methods of modern science. Nearly fifty 
years after its publication his first, possibly his greatest, book, T he 
Theory of the Leisure Class, had attained the rank of a classic. A 
classic in American literature; a source of ideas which formed part 
of the general intellectual heritage; a source of phrases which, having 
become part of the colloquial idiom, retained their vitality as fighting 
terms. For this book, launched with misgivings and largely at his 
own cost by an obscure teacher, remained one of the most merciless 
criticisms of the American social order ever made by an American 
writer. 

Sumner was the only man for whom Veblen expressed a deep un¬ 
qualified admiration, though his teacher’s economic views were re¬ 
pugnant to him, and their embodiment in the social order became 
the ground for his attack on it. The Sumner who influenced him was 
the man who eventually wrote Folkways, who even in Veblen’s student 
days had already turned to anthropology, ethnology, and history for 
light on the process of social evolution. Veblen, also an explorer, 
followed in his wake, but arrived at a very different destination. He 
likewise shared with Sumner, possibly even caught from him, the 
propensity to debunking which they both converted into an intel¬ 
lectual method. There was, however, a sharp contrast in their ways 
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ul using ti, Simmer, die votary of elegance who believed that a man 
%ftmiU always dress for dinner, put on overalls and attacked illusions 
u»tfo a and fledge hammer* I<> Veblen, cultivated elegance was 

it%c!t an ilh sm« at, aiul one that aroused in him the hot contempt of a 
Miiuii the soil Hut fur the purpose of destroying it, he chose a delicate 
rapin'* and minim fed his attack with the fastidious grace of an aristo¬ 
crat engaged in a duel. 

Whim's hook, preceding Sumner’s by seven years, also professed 
fo hr a ffraihm lie tailed it an economic study in the evolution of 
imtnnoom* bur his major interest was the mores of American society. 
Nunttin* poiiening the doom of a world civilization, produced a work 
ot rpc pinpoifnuts, tragic in tone* Vehlen, foreshadowing the in- 
^nimble dnaiifrc.iatson ol an industrially complex and professedly 
Amm wee oolei, wioie in the tone of classical comedy. His central 
thr.'rc* w ?■» ev*noullv moral, not economic* What he showed was 
h; * mpon;; rwai the depraving and debauehing—of a whole 
^ i. ,M . In m* nihn\ v Lp.- h tlmmgli the pervasive influence of their 
1 v *,k md wav ot hte\ Its final collapse, he implied, would take 
wo l"an of /Minima initi, Hut the genuine source of that collapse 
would Hr m*a d obliquity and enual decay. Vehlen’s delinquent heroes 
wet r the new ut!m o| America* the aristocrats of capitalism. His 
u fords w e, a . oukuIv of manners, 

\hd d mi ofojerd j\ ids standard of judgment one which he asserted 
to Ur di4f »4 4 i quvaoftair umimon sense. In order to he at peace 
w eh h;m --If, "duo tommon man must he able to see in any and all 
huta ui rilnif and human enjoyment an enhancement of life and 
w A! J«rtop, oil the whole*” do possess merit, a society must be such 
.0 im poaimm 1 hr* grinal welfare, It must ’‘approve itself under the 
tr i *4 uopmomd usefulness usefulness as seen from the point of 
e/u of dr i;rfi r t n ally human" I ; or there is deeply ingrained in the 
1 1 ,u Vrhh m .u gnrd, a snoug sense of purpose^ am instinct of work- 
maudnp, a* if wetr whnh finds futility distasteful and condemns 
w.o.m. I h • woo, in wliiih this instinct has attempted to achieve 
*, a* 4 ( tmu hwr* m the end* (nought it perilously close to defeat. 
\ AA-ii om do* Amnnau t ajuralistic order as a climax in its frustra- 

i ,-i *in 

An* n i* .ui iM^sru, Sir contended, preserved the institutions, the 
L.-t odiw and thr wandaids of a barbaric stage of civilization, and 
would idutiutrH hr dew toyed by them if it did not discard them. On 
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the barbaric level of life, aggressive predatory exploit is regarded as 
the only appropriate occupation of the superior individual, the hero. 
Useful employment carries with it the stigma of unworthiness, of 
personal inferiority, and is therefore considered irksome. As civiliza¬ 
tion advances, two classes develop. The leisure class, held in honor, 
is dedicated to exploit. The disesteemed class—whether slaves, or 
socially submerged—is charged with productive labor. The instinct 
of workmanship is not only frustrated, but begins to be perverted. 

This situation, Veblen charged, is perpetuated in the highly indus¬ 
trialized, theoretically democratic, civilization of the United States, 
with paradoxical results. Wealth and ownership have become the 
goal of competitive effort, but predatory exploit remains for the capital¬ 
ist, as for the barbarian, the only road to achievement and honor. 
Productive labor—industrial employment, the wage-gaining occupa¬ 
tions and services—carries with it the connotation of drudgery. The 
stigma of inadequate prowess attaches to those who engage in it. 
The American superior individual, or hero, is the financial freebooter. 
The American disesteemed inferior, or social failure, is the working¬ 
man. Both, however, retain the instinct for workmanship, and the 
distaste for futility. The dominant incentive of the capitalist is the 
invidious distinction attaching to wealth. Society sets a constantly 
advancing standard of financial prowess, or pecuniary reputability. 
It intensifies the competitive struggle to reach the standard by visit¬ 
ing with a sharper disapproval all evidence of shortcoming in point 
of pecuniary success. So the capitalist must constantly extend his con¬ 
quests, even though these may long since have ceased to have any 
genuine economic justification. His situation resembles that of the 
barbarian hero who, after the tribe has attained conditions of stability, 
must nevertheless continue exploits that have become unnecessary. 
In both instances, these have only a ritual significance. They con¬ 
stitute claims to veneration. They are, socially, the more honorable 
for being so obviously superfluous. 

The great capitalists and their dependents form the American leisure 
class. Veblen, analyzing its mores at the end of the Gilded Age, in 
the full-blown splendor of Newport and Fifth Avenue, used them 
to illustrate the paradoxical results of a social process. The single 
standard of wealth thoroughly perverts the instinct for workmanship. 
The so-called civilized satisfactions available to it among members 
of the leisure class are precisely those which, in its normal function, 
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« rejects ax abhorrent. To establish their status in the eyes of the world, 
members of that class must conspicuously abstain from all useful occu¬ 
pations, they must therefore restrict themselves to activities which 
air significantly trivial, unmistakably irrelevant to life, or positively 
harmful, 1-W these will display most, impressively the fact that their 
expenditure <4 time is flagrantly unproductive. From the society 
u'ltimiis of the time, \ehlen was able to compile an extraordinary 
series .it ilUistiatinus on which to exercise his talent for satire. 

Smmlf.mromlv with time wasting activities, the economically for¬ 
tunate, in older to advertise their status, must cultivate a conspicuous 
, oif.umptum of goods and set vices or, as Veblen also termed it, a 
* oU'ij'i. saw waste, Fur if the wealth that they command is not osten- 
jat h'*■! dv dr.plord, how will the world know that they possess it; 
and it dm* do noi mitdo their rivals, wherefore shall they be honored? 
Tin- Atm-!s- an lino must demonstrate his ability to sustain large 
pr, mi; u•, damage without impairing his superior opulence. Hence, 
the «o!> *4 . i.mjirtuivr luxury, of prodigal disbursements for con- 
*.pi- uoudv w.oar!id expenditure of time and substance and effort. This 
i;;i! 1 r ; am , ’be operation of .ill rcnitomic 1 . 1 W. 

Thr, law pjodu. r<< the nml for a multiplicity of residences, yachts, 
ojmp.*,lumjtirts an*l halls; rapid changes of fashion; ret- 
im:r■, * .j .tttrnd.oif'., many of whom serve no useful purpose and there- 
i4.tr \ 1, .ii»*ai’.iy exhibit the leisure of their masters. All these con- 
iiibutr t*. a df'mMtr.ruiiou that the economically fortunate are, indeed, 
thr r!.• », mu p flies air so majestically superior to any vulgar need. 
The m* m! »!.-,<my of the leisure class is to celebrate superfluity and 
r von; !i;v wave. In them, the instimt for workmanship becomes its 
.tbvTitr t'ppi >ate a <<impulsion to futility. But, since they personify 
the . "it.-o’ M.m.latd of ,t. lurvettirnt and success, and also constitute 
thr rife,M\r tulm;.; *la-.s, thrit ideals ami ways are emulated, so far 
,r. | o... .mb, l*v i lie middle class, and finally come to affect the masses, 
•f hi is thr philosophy of keeping tip with the Joneses permeates the 
uin<!r Amni, .iii so* ia! ot<ler. I he dotnitiaiit traits of the leisure class 

-h,- ai.he.,, ps',,hologi.ally rnrssive traits of ferocity, self-seeking, 
, l.mtu■hn-'S'., .b-.Hig.-miotisiirw, a free resort to force and fraud, usually 
-ippr.u in : lit more sophist it ated disguises are thus socially perpet- 
n J h- Atori it an sit, ial older, Veblen held, notably failed to 

oi'jas j **.,-1 j ntlutuutg life ami wellbeing. It denied that purpose, 
.md defeated If. 
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Essentially, Veblen’s criticism of the s.si.tl order was that its maim; 
institutions Vid become obsolete; that that r .s<su-n.c. m Mute o 
irrelevance to contemporary conditions, cileuuallv b.o,led an *►. ul 
progress. Hut he tecogmml that there was H'Vtvimp union,; workets 
a the la rue industrial cities, an attitude oi mom mot/,nation a. s-m 
snicnous waste a.ul the futile hie. He thought he -aw a mnawme 
;i the ins,hut for workmanship, and with „ a d-mme i.lum.u.ou 
for the kind of character which nukes tor peace, «tll, amt cue 
mimic etlkiencv, rather titan a hie ot srh srAm,.’.. by. >l! ' 4 

masterv. The proluhlc sotia! o-nth.i, he tmnm.ht, tmc.n* i.'V n;c 
fnim the antagonism of obsolete insnmtjons end, ivw > mom.tut 
of classes tespei lively lepresenum; the pea and th-- taoue. 

k his (list hook' Vcblen also sue,,,tested .m .n ,m» n> 

in the e.oiiomtc older, and his hm bo..!,, «nr Vis 
developine, its various impb. uion.. T"hr p:m *pd» 
utn capitalist cuutoim, he av.eji.-iS, sv t, a pi"! >'ia * ' i’ ll> 

poses that mi.'ltt writ bum: it mm. t’he r "d ; 

opposed inteirsts: the mul.m.; ot p,-and r.x- m . 

Modem industrial development liad * mated a nn > ^ *’* >" 

whom he devnbrd as rnpmrrts. Thru icspoilssouuy v;a. 
dmtmu of r.oods. Te.hundlv, they eotmolb-i an mduetid : 

capable of die.tine a m.muul icvolmmu m Am.-rn m h.'■ !'*>' 
could no! rmploj SO! -pouei 'o . tod '• p, 11 fs . 1 !■' ! ' ’ 

of piodmtton, 'lb.-., woe iV ,-u f. • i'' 1 '• ■ ' • 1 ' ’ 

owumlup of indmun wo v-.’.-i, 1 - : ’ f j ! ’' 

ct-ihnnal m-Ic oi i.i.ia ms, d.u.o-J ■’; n,i '' * ' ' ' ( ‘ ^ 

trrmiurd, not with the oi lio'-u'-; 1 ■ o, 

oh)n < "t tiulmc; ninjr tn* nrs. 'mi >’ ; '"’j v ’ '" ’* 1 ’’ 

slow ill;.’, piodtivtion, or bon;;.,; t' n> a . . 

spou-ablv set in motion sir "io-unr-., - »"• 

and depi.-v.iott, as Hint ...Hama.;'- »i, ‘ -ee w ' 1 " 

simmI or rtojiomii.'iOitMiputi' 1 '.. 

Vjblnmomaderrd,-do ;0.1;.o, os rr - ^ ’a.. 

survivals of a pie '<< n tUit! . p>" m 1 ^ : l-.'; ■' ; 

sites on the noisome, po o .-m ; ' • - - ' 1 Y[, 

impel led so. I, 1 p; I ‘C '■ " .'I. toe r>-. S.. • 

eontemjunary n,i •>;. i r h*- PCiic. i.e- - '• - ■ * ■ 

theater ot a dt.im.Ui • ,f mk t a'i ; ’.o m ■ p 

and the old; produ, ':<■;! .ec! ; t"i.'; •** .s.a po -m ■ • ■ ' 'e 5 '' 





The oAfo timers Qo about the Streets 421 

lion. He furnished no blueprint for the resolution of this conflict. 
Hut he suggested the possibility of eliminating, from the American 
economy, its characteristic capitalist features; the business interest 
and the profit motive. He described a potential planned economy 
administered, solely for increased production, by industrial tech¬ 
nicians. or engineers. Shortly after Vcblen’s death, and at the outset 
of the (irr.it Depression, this idea was elaborated in the program of 
a movement tailed "Technocracy,” under the leadership of Howard 
Siott. The ptogtam achieved wide publicity, but the movement soon 
t oll.tpsrd. The impotence of an eminent engineer in the White House 
did not argue pnsnasively for the adoption of Veblen’s plan. 

Hu? Whim's ideas, and Sumner’s, carried weight with later critics 
of the A tun it an scene. The doctrine of economic determinism which 
thrv h.nl adopted was subsequently applied by Charles A. Beard to 
the economic intnprriation of American history. Another historian, 
James Haney Ri.turnon, skillfully carried on Veblen’s analysis of 
the Am,-it. in on tot order, and Sumner’s dissection of traditional 
Aittrt i-i an tail Its, Their influence was also evident in the work of a 
Mill voiutyri uitic, Thurman W, Arnold, professor of law at Yale 
and AvaMant Attorney t intend in the administration of President 
ITmUm D. Koo-.rvrlt. During the Great Depression, Arnold pro- 
do, rd wiov an.4v .rs uf the symbols of American government, and 
the fuiUtiit* <4 Ametican capitalism. He undertook to examine the 
merits that have .mtetrd to democratic institutions and capitalistic 
.tv.nti ir*.. Hr suggested that they furnished Americans with a body of 
it.ttoit vvlot h trout, tied them to an unsatisfactory environment. The 
populous of these books reflated the mood of disillusion of the 
tit,uoritf. Hut a dnatle later, as the nineteen-forties were closing, it 
*,rented that disillusion had not waned. The literary reputations of 
thr Adams hn.fhns, of Sumner and Vclden, were steadily advancing, 
‘f he appeal <4 tirteuuiuisttv pltiltisophics appeared to be increasing. Per¬ 
haps Aturtt. aus wr.r f.n tug, more critically than ever before, a widen¬ 
ing gap i tetwrru their traditional ideals, and the actual realities of 
ihrir soetal order. 




CHAPTER XII 


The Mysticism of the Middle Qlasses 


[l] THE UNITY OF GOOD 

On a June day in 1906, some twenty thousand pilgrims thronged 
into the city of ‘Boston. They came to attend the dedication of a new 
temple; a vast, splendid white building with a dome that rose higher 
than Bunker Hill Monument. Crowds began milling around it at 
dawn. The doors were opened an hour later. At seven-thirty, the first 
of six services commenced. The last did not conclude until after night¬ 
fall. All day, the great chimes rang out hymns, while congregations of 
worshipers entered and departed, five thousand people at a time. On 
a subsequent evening, there was a service at which men and women 
from cities all over the world testified to miraculous cures wrought 
by their faith. 

The American press ran long accounts of the temple and its dedica¬ 
tion. In most reports, there was an undertone of amazement; in many, 
a touch of awe. The building had cost two million dollars, had been 
fully paid for before completion. Congregations in New York had 
raised, in that city, edifices almost equally magnificent and costly. In 
all, the faith numbered nearly seven hundred churches. Did this not 
suggest that, at the very least, several hundred thousand Americans 
subscribed to its strange tenets? “There is no life, truth, intelligence 
nor substance in matter. All is infinite Mind and its infinite mani¬ 
festation, for God is All-in-all ” If these words meant anything, they 
denied the reality of the material world, the world described by science 
** and familiar to daily experience. In the twentieth century, was it pos- 
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sihle th.tr Americans accepted them as literally true? The press specu¬ 
lated, wunderingly. Hut the white cathedral o£ a new faith was an 
rliKjurnt attswer. It declared that a mystical view of life was g ainin g 
converts throughout the land. 

Was there a deep routed tendency to mysticism in the American 
spirit 5 As the century advanced, the discoveries of science accelerated. 
In physics, revolutionary theories invalidated all old concepts of the 
structure of the universe. Hut many Americans demanded a truth 
that was ultimate and absolute; beyond any truth attainable by science. 

't hey sought it in what William James described as an “altogether 
other dimension of existence." Occult philosophies, native and foreign, 
tlounshed as never before. Some Oriental faiths exercised a wide 
appeal. In the larger cities, Vedanta and Baha’i prospered. Rosicru- 
uaur.in, Thmxophy, Yoga won adherents. There were churches of 
I hvitie S. truer. Religious St iettce, the Science of Mind, and even 
The Truth. At turnings of the Anthroposophical Society and the 
Ifiosupht*mu, rattiest tnlk pursued the liberation of the “spiritual 
iutelhgeitvr in man." There were thriving centers of New Thought 
and l 'tuts. And evangelists who emphasized the supernatural and 
ntii.ti ulutts rirmrnts of Christ unity effected spectacular mass conver- 
•aiins. On .mother planr, hut no less indicative of a propensity to 
mr at. ism, the % inters" of numerology and astrology enjoyed great 
pt'-sftgr, Some Amrtu aits made a mystique of psychoanalysis. Others 
madr <<ttr of lotnmimim 

Thus, tuny years after its dedication, the Mother Church of Chris¬ 
tian S. ictti e no longer aroused either wonder or speculation. It had 
U.mr to teventide a shrine of orthodoxy; a repository of conservative 
ttaduiou; a huh with the remote, highly reputable past. In retrospect 
Mts. Maty Baker luldy, the ftmnder of the religion, seemed remarkable 
foi the wtys in whtih site ha»l anticipated the future. She was not 
tr, oym/rd, in a,-. .1 forerunner. Yet, like her contemporary Mrs. 
Julta Wat.i Howe. Mrs. Eddy hat! been a harbinger of social change; 
and fhr \ hattgr was already well advanced. In a sense, both could 
hr ir, l.oitcd as atmotmt tug a generation of womcn-Miss Jane Addams 
was the most famous who were bent upon transforming their en- 
vu.mm-mt and improving society. Hut while Mrs. Howe prefigured 
»ltr Amritcau woman's domination of this world, Mrs. Eddy por- 
innb'd her .itmrxattott of the next. Mrs. Eddy was a woman of many 
rsnautdm.itt .uhtevrmettH, Certainly not the least of these was to 
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point forward to the dsntmishun; ym '>*4 uidm-uv -■! ;fu- AmrtMn 
nuk» and the increasing asvump’.e*u by w outfit >4 , mtmsaud over 
the nation's vpiritu.il life. 

Mrs. H»lvly did net alien.! the oifln-'Kio at her M din t'Hur. h, 
and her failure to du vu presently t.-suVd in turn:V-m/,.. IV many 
years she had been tivmg, in vtitiM; u'.hs.mn, t» Vu, ml, New 
Hampshire. She was seldom viable even m tin* lues amby her 
church, though she votmmird to v-xn.-tw ,t scnmtr, auovssu, o.t»tr*4 
over ail its affairs, f let »>nlv rvanumf. mm tV wm id m-4. t!te f <am 
of brie! drives in a shew.! * aiua,;.-. She vv.m »-•./>*"' ttve yeai-i old. 
Her hearing wav impuird, her useum**,, tm loner -mv tv v reliable. 
Though mentally as vt-ip-mm ,0. ,-vet w•• -t?. a* Vs Ve, site was 
physic ally f’erble. She had alvv ay > Vest v m, u< 1 •< .-s-'v ■? U tan 
stroni; in her. She did nut w;di to S' hv V; mb •«--(», 01 by the 
world, 

d’he tenets of IbluVun N. wlo h p- ,r .vT*.* hum usos. de¬ 

li veratuc tn>m uilffttn,;. to ,df dr,, hm, .* ;•t, ■ n:d-1mm mutes 
almost impovvihtr, And Mt », I'ddv n 1 mV {i--,•?; .c 'uttrv, 

she suffered fmtu an ,t.uMy p.oof.d u. V Is. 1 ‘■ s wav !.-pt votrt 
from all hut her iiuiiirdMie bmvW f. i ; ,.« j; 1 h-„ tr-’ tpo-amurf*, 
there wav an ollhtal answer. Mr.. I Ids V 5 > " > • l t> m V- wmld 
in order 10 devote hnvr'f {<1 ;y,>rs,u'i- m-dmm-'t, "Ad d».o I »r,L 
of the world (•» time, tanr m auamdnr -m .rJr m **■•*." s-> -.he had 
told a rrpofter, the year hefute. ”1 would tde ,V V- a til m tny 
heart if that were ponsble," she vtid, *1»>0 I r* • \ a.L my bunds 

to look away ftosn my pet urn day and J;s dm n -, ,•» tsodi." 

Idle World, never mkievV, Jim i;y m M: c I. I !,, t .urn-- I t'm pb t. 
For some time, daik tumors a!-out *,»-♦ VJ V-n . 'd no.; Mo- had 
died, and a double was jrj,1,0 iio; het tu *,v a. nn-ii'.uly 

incompetent, the Itelplr.v vonut of ,»•}o m *.,vh,, fair ■-?«.;'-pins; 
her of her wealth, She had bni vuV.-n by a i.o.,* s di,.00! w.o, 
sinking toile.ah. These rumor, whipped up psi:>!o ■ -*:»*w;r v. It Vd al¬ 
ready lieen exitted by bet afv.n; r tr. >ut th^ *trinp.'ha!'.'. d,* i; .«»- ;t, by 
descriptions of the '.piendoiv oj th<* SI th.-t »'b u-'i, emga-t o.-d 
re[torts of the rapid go.vvth and, muc.'-i.- it •/.? ,-.i. : pSt .4 I'hoaian 
Science, Ever vime her distant gitoi^-d, M*». J d, l\ 2,.ol . s o,rd per, 
sonal publnity, had sought it vcuh rvny nr,1.01 U*t d al. N-<w 
she shrank from it. Had she riot aVady piovj !r.{ i a rir pobhdv 
claims? 
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Fur Mrs. Eddy had never doubted that her evangel would become a 
world religion. Fifteen years earlier, she foresaw that posterity would 
retjuire a suitable account of its genesis and its founder. Who, other 
than herself, could assume the obligation of providing it? It was an 
obligation; and, in one respect, peculiarly insistent. There existed a 
situation not unfamiliar in the lives of earlier apostles. Certain aspects 
of Mrs. Kddy's mortal career plainly misrepresented her immortal 
spirit. Otheis smned incompatible with her predestined spiritual 
eminence in the illusory mortal world. Even to Mrs. Eddy. But—was 
this seeming not an instance of error? Men talked glibly of facts, of 
the literal tiuth about this and that. Were facts any less illusory than 
the unitev of shitting appearances in which they occurred? Why, then, 
pretend that they tepiesetited truth, or were related to it? 

In uimposing her auouitt, Mrs. Eddy rejected many illusory facts 
in behalf of higher truths. Some critics -they were usually spokesmen 
f.« tputr dilfetcnt systems of metaphysics—later attributed this sub- 
smuuon to vamtv, and an incorrigibly romantic temperament. Long 
in s it* illation, her auotttu was almost the only authoritative source of 
mi'.nm.tnon about her. I'resentlv, it was to be charged with flagrant 
maum.ns. Those who brought the charge were skeptics, and per¬ 
sonally hostile. The voluminous material with which they substantiated 
jt made Mn. hddy’s predicament very clear. She had wanted to justify 
the jrvriut.r in whnh her mortal personality was held by her fol¬ 
lowing. ;Vi 1 oidmg to her own evangel, her mortal personality was un- 
»r.d, a'u impel lea shadow of being. Hut could she acknowledge the 
drgirr ol iis impetlei tmu? Would nut such an admission shake the 
hush <it tin adheteuis, famish the luster of her evangel? Apparently, 
she w,«s unable to v.lvr this dilemma. .She therefore tried to create a 
t.uiom, ,d legrltd. Was if hnaitsc her personal faith had faltered that 
she sin. redrd only in producing a minor masterpiece of fiction? 

While the mremonirs of dedication were in progress, a series of 
ordeals wnr bring ptepared for Mrs. Eddy, Responsive to rumor and 
public umo.ity, Joseph I'ulit/.er’s World dctcimined to investigate her 
i,uui tVtutti attimw tnrnsfm of her personal property 

ucr unu.vnrd. Intimidated by the threat of unfavorable publicity she 
iosi'.rutrd 10 irt rise leporters during an attack of her malady. They 
,,w an rtn.il i.itrd, to.tge.l old woman, with black-pencilled eyebrows, 

«•... r n - rSti? 


w4*4 


m gieat pain, and extremely feeble. The World broke a 
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sensatton.il story. Mr*. Eddy was dying. tWo-i .*5 hrr pennn, her 
church aud her’fotutnc had hem a«/r»i in .to amlumm and .nmmal 

^In order to capitalize on this feat of wliow unuiuh-.m, the liWJ 
proceeded to finance .t lawsuit. Tnhrtuativ, st was m Mrs. 

Kddys behalf by her alleged "su-v i«tr»dv" 'l hew w«e Iks *»» and 
granddaughter, a nephew, and an adopted *<u «ril» whom she had 
broken otT relation*. The «>«rm.ihtc purple ni the out w u to gam 
control of Mrs. Eddy's tort one, and <..'U-.rr.e st tor tb- hnn t*» whom 
she had determined' not to he.jitroh it. Hot the U ’»»■$ da* had m 
ulterior motive. It hoped u> e-aididi Mi v. MV. nr»' ti uno-a-Tt-me, 
Anil, even more wiio'ii>naiW, tt w vmed to e-,i cvh, r 'u>. -, ..;h a tudutal 
verdict, that her evangel was bav-d tip-m an mnnr draw. at. Some 
month* later, Mis. Eddy wav ■micr,:'e.l t ' pi-1 m.; r 1 r v<u»m.ot.-u by 
deputies a(>j*<tinted by the o-uti, She bad nrauwb ;,r t- K;wra*rd, „nd 
her iev|«m*.es t.»qur«mm made it tbai that h-*j mrnd «■*■. mwnpwr.l. 
The examiners were rvpr.uily mspsr-ord by h-t a omit .•? her 
method of ihooMUg investments: tins »;iw..tldU m*. >*>. was a-. <mew4 
about practical aifaii* a* that almost epulis Jet/t: hr, e ir.m , Mo, 
Hetty (Jreen! When they tud tom hided then -* .o;v:.u'o'U and weir 
aiKiur to depart. Mo, E4.U sr. alh-1 them 'Ib-’t-.h 'T- •-»t h.«4 r\ 
cltuled the issue <4 hrr evangel, .h" wr.h-d to y/s r an ... • nnt «<* it. 
She did. After a year of '/in tt»*-n.4 pubs, ov ( ’,J pn ;r t .*«} 
lapsed. 

Meanwhile, their had been an at fa* l lo-m aim'V, »rutt'.-r, Mark 
Twain, long hostile to tdmstun N. iru*..s;i * - Mn. JdU, Hough* 
out a book whnh wt»<r<‘,rd .rti.uu o? Hi . Hons *•, O; ig-.m; nU- ulr. 
There was, in Mr*, hd-ty, an Atuvi.iu.as jagso /v wm.ri demist 1 ' U' 
tiou always diew to dtp mutaie, Sh r « a-, neve* a h-.s »■* . Ar <,ate 
of herself in any u»w. Hut s,d;.t;b- b*M hrt '•sp*- .,-d and d-ooivrle,'.; 
thought she hid plenty of puts*!, and, pawn, she had i, . humor what¬ 
ever, Ridicule usually *,tmr fi>.iu the m’e{l"'umht, u.d ai d;r m«ae 
intolerable for that re. non. Jon Mtv, Ivld.y had an pt,.,:i'/:,if-rd rrspr-t 
fur the approv.il ot the nuditp, p«f.n!4y :<e. juste o w a. >- -• -• oo,?.f.lv 
lacking. Mark Twain's saidoiic nhea .»t her e i ffr.aTi .poke, 
in a way, for tbe mfelirtUial di«, and w-ir f»„ u.-sd, k , mtuis-t'- Swr. 
Donbtlevs she took r rt ant .Minf..it ft*an ' a, t'o- -ssouv,!) "hit 

wav not lurten of tornphutmt, To have mmtr-l a h'Ca-evrr ob* 

jcctionable, from Amcru.a\ «»o;.t ilramgunSsrd loan *•} Seo.r; 
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evidence th,« Mrs. Eddy was important, if not precisely illustrious. 

Hut, as if these tribulations were not sufficient, Mrs. Eddy was pres¬ 
ently tit suffer another. The editors of McClure's, then at the apex of 
its nun braking fame, had decided to "expose” her. They were pub¬ 
lishing a biography which also related a history of the Christian 
Hricme movement. It was supported by abundant documentation, and 
many affidavits. After serialization in the magazine, it was issued in 
Ik ink form. So prejudicial was it considered by Mrs. Eddy and the 
birr,uthy of her church, that a way was found to have it withdrawn 
from t ucul.it ton. But this expedient was futile, and probably unneces¬ 
sary as well. The disclosures made by McClure's remained accessible 
to liter invest ig,Unix, and were often repeated over the years. As a sub¬ 
let t of cnnttMvrtxy, they kept Mrs. Eddy before the public long after 
bn death. They undermined the legend she had created for posterity. 

'1 hrv also set m |u’Ian to let feting out the possible human sources of 
d«ntimes whnh she deshired to be divinely inspired. But they failed to 
half the matt h of Mis. Eddy's evangel, or the growth of her church. 

At the age of eighty live, she not only surrived these ordeals, but 
went on to meet uthm. Her ability to override calamity compelled ad¬ 
mit at ton. Wan not hern a success story in the. classic American pat¬ 
ternWhat magnate of the rags to riches school had overcome more 
ob*.i,t« lev, mm above mote misfortunes, achieved a more spectacular 
votm v by tin.it.ini, mien',ant struggle? There was even some touch of 
gtratttr v, m In defiant assertion of the unreality of a world that had 
done if, hr -a to d.rtrat her; that would continue to pursue her with 
.u:h tu.tn to the very end. The most damaging facts accumulated by 
her iirtr.ittots only srtvrd u« illustrate how dire had been the odds 
,n;.u»*.t In. The dial* stoty width she wished to repudiate might have 
had a povvrt t;train than that of any legend she could invent. 

t fin, lit sty, p.nejty, a Uk of formal education entered into her story. 
So did * 4 . finer., amt a lifelong nervous instability that was plainly 
p-,vi hopathii. All dm mg her life, Mrs. Eddy could exercise an ex- 
ttaot.im.uy prtwittal magnetism whenever she chose. But its effect was 
ohm i jo, rlrd by her iu<apat itv to sustain personal reladonships. Her 
,.ttrn v. as a ih-ms of quart els, defections, lawsuits, irresponsible 
slattdn rv otumutiH attotts; these made her the victim of panic fear, 
and delusions <4 persecution. In middle age, usually penniless and 
a Eva vs timttatrd, she was desperately wandering from lodging to 
lodging. 1 ’ast bet fiftieth year, and precariously settled in the manu- 
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factoring town of Lynn, shr gatheredahandful of div is<lrs among the 
factory hands, and liegait sys'mtatnallv jit.k inny her -.;"-.prh Shr was 
nearing sixty before, with hou.mrd m»dir was aide ?<< pitm the 
first edition of her book. ihnild anyone have rirtrstr | m this tinvatted, 
eccentric, contentions veriest the asvmdtm,; mom cun; guts akin to 
those of a Morgan or Cut nrgw* whuh St)*., Eddy -«> impinhaldy be¬ 
gan to display as she approached the tipe age 0,1 s!oie and ten? 
Indeed, would anyone have dam! to pmtnt Uut, wghm dotty yrais 
of its inauspicious birth, her rvangrl would sptead »*vn thr nation, and 
even across the sea? 

Yet there had seldom appeared in the *but.-d So-/. ( a g..-,pe| mote 
attractive to its time, Em, as many tttidri ,t.fd t\ fir onv trh.pun not 
only offered a remission of aiih.tiutr. o-t.p<o.rr>,, pro,mid mi-, 
fortune, unhappittevt - but held i>ut she a.an m-r .4 tor-o* abundant 
life. And the gilded ugr, though >*nr ,»} ,rp,;;r,,ivr 0* -'rsidtsm, was 
also an age of anxious »om.irn-r, "ri'.am," da «iao..ji *,< , Uicvr 
a better life. Long brioir pj.igmatnm rs; 0 j.-t t’v.-'n, A mm 
cam had a conviction that uK*-, wrtr • on S >,n !•<>;■ ; j th,->, w.uhrd. 
Miss Add,uus was tbr hind of an ideal, a *!m E* a- *-!. Wav not 
Hull Home that v%nd ItU-raMy ha d,,- w.•:!! ..a our poutf 

of the practical value «4 Itn thrones' Jut do- * v >>t Mis. 
Eddy's gospel hy its w,?Vv v.nr ».a pm , ‘i h*. 1 

mysticism. Even Mill, Twain, tirij-t. d>E h-o'dr h- mntied 
to his hilowlcdgr of its srni.uk idle . nrr>. } o . A'o-*u ans, Jess 

prejudiced hut no lev; pia»u. .d, Mo., E . 14 ’/, evaa.;4 h >,! .1 -ci.-ng ap¬ 
peal. To them, » implied the nnsrt, r >-i ’u*,-,;' , ■>, j >-*,ii,od> un¬ 

known and untapped, whi. h rsnvar p- , .vrr,,- !, - • *d 5 h unr-.s cud, 
put to wmL htutlirtmoir, did if m-t pt,-\r d,r, <«, p. .p-vaug 

the tuitraltty of the inatm .4 w«al h d'rv w.-v.Jd E-- 1 i* ' ■ live m it 
more prosperously, happily. and fulls ‘ Whs w.y.a ,<* a »-,j- The 
camel, not thr gnat, was tjsr ptier, Jir-adn, *hr;, w nr rauimn 
guiltily aware of an rvrvave dr-vianiti t>. ul v da-5 < ’«•stc irmr 
might lie appeased hy thr dc» Lom.at 'hat thr, ld,<- :,hr wmld that 
gave rise to thrm, weir pute slhnit.n. 

Mrs. Eddy always irptidutrd rim mm pi rM'.-at of .Vs g.-ipd. Tin* 
gospel had bent hour of hri snhtirv,, 4 » ! a m Ind-ri *,V th*-i .•;<*, hy 
which she had been hr tied. Hut at what did d;*- difi .0 ■< - *iu a .» ,f Apatu 
and again, site a wetted that u was a t.a.4 .,4 s - -inin. "I.e.>i'it 

this, O mortal, and earnestly seek the '.pound vuiui ,-j tisau, wh;,h ii 
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ouwuit of all material selfhood." What, she might have inquired, was 
the theme of Sacrur and Health, if not a quest for conscious union 
wuh Bnnctple, with (kidhcad? The quest was true prayer, “the desire 
of the hrait.” Ami she insisted that “if spiritual sense always guided 
mesi, there would grmv out of ecstatic moments a higher experience 
and a better life with more devout self-abnegation and purity.” In her 
youth, lunrrsun hatl asserted his conviction that the currents of the 
l ! itivasal Bring the Over-Soul-flowed through him. He had de¬ 
flated himself to be part or parcel of God.” This sense of transcendant 
union, tins perception of identity with the eternal and good, were what 
Mrs. bldv meant hv the spiritual status of man. It should be man’s 
<<bjr< !ivr. Not as a means to worldly ends. As an end in itself and the 
tifiSv itrimiitr iiftr. 

Tins d.«time, which affirmed reality rather than denied it, expressed 
Mm. bids at her best. It was the fruit of her time of desperation. Then, 
an out,.is! m the material world, she had sometimes been visited with 
an iu!.«u*.r 1 oiisi tun-mess of (rod. So strong had been her sense of God 
as the ultimate tiuth of man’s licing, that it turned all earthly goods to 
ashes. The rspriteme gleamed darkly in the first edition of her book, 
lighting us ubst mutes with flashes of ecstasy. The book brought 
Bums,m Akon to Lynn, m seek out the unknown sybil He returned 
to Comotd .md spoke of her, as he said, with something akin to 
wuudrt and \wrri surprise, to a group at Kmerson’s house, one Sunday 
evening, kauri',<m had already heard of the sccress and her book; Mrs. 
kauri sou rspirv.ed a wish to meet her. The others listened, without 
disk a il , i it n i.iu, to Alton's account of her. 

1 )|J kaunsi,n ami Mis. Kddy ever meet? She once described a secret 
visit to hum some months before his death, undertaken for the purpose 
of hr.dnig ftim. t te w,is, she said, as far from accepting Christian 
,S, irm e as a matt tould hr who was a strict moralist. She thought 
Abut f.u m advame of him, As soon as she got into the deep re- 
trw. of k met sou’s thoughts, .she saw that his case was quite hopeless, 
i In timid was lading, then, and he knew it. Replying to one of her 
(|ttrsuoiis, he ailtuurd his belief in the powers of God above all other 
i aus.ii ion, Jim hr piotested that it would be profane to believe that God 
rtf her * null, ot wanted to, prevent this result of old age. So what could 
Mn. bids d..’ 

U the r.sum wrens and ifte tranquil sage had received the same 
irvelin,ui, the languages in which they expressed it were strikingly un- 
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like, Mrs, F,ddy was always to have a wav of her own with wards. The 
meaning of meanings was as immaterial to her as ti was later to he to 
Miss Gertrude vStciu. She hhed nothing kttrr than to strip wards of 
their accepted connotation* and equip them wuh new ones, and this 
whimsical pleasure often led to startling if suits. Adadtm, tar example, 
might only signify adulteration of the mttlt; and M»d was error. An 
equivalent originality shar.icmrcd ha mote im*.fi,-d passages. It seas 
m wonder that Bronson Akott, equally orpine m In* mtrume, treog. 
nized a kindred spirit. But an imiraMUgU po-au .or teas smpauem 
of cryptic gospels. It asked lot bhmVmwqmsvw ai statement. 

When Mrs, Kddv was not Iwntg sdnllme, she hked t» Sv a genteel 
Victorian ladv. So die tinally wv-Urd t,.. aputil.ur t,. the A pinging 
comments of well turd folk. Tim dr. rant -tm-A-d uiu m,*. the 
apocalyptic to the retmed. A irMi d Tmomu In gumm v. a m-.itrd 
tt* revise AViWnr and Health- 1 )t. 1 a 111 e', linns W i an hi .» ute 

skeptic who had little taste lot Glut-aj-m v < tm in’. be Javat-d a 
straightforward ptosr style. Mr dad n • ten.*; Ik : ",so ■- Hr } luted 
away as much as |H.»stbt* of Mr „ bid A, .-vm-iam tl-M's , and 
eliminated, m far as lie ail tia ei or h.n no-, r a.c/,, As a 

result «tf his etfom, Mts. bUy no !oit.;a .[‘4- kj r in .a .dr, To 
posterity, she sounded more bhr .*« at^utneist.o;sr u.*-!m:siiri» 

NeveithcSfss, in tune, dir ,V"L<- <>. d.>- n,.:;d A 1 -, *, :•<- v ud to-' was, 
she seemed to spnk .mtSim*.. db s->; Vmr .-a, l»n, - ad .-■!«• mg, did 

she not pnne that the ><in' 'Add, m bio-1 with 

natural trsuttnrs, * ,<ul | iur-1 «’ uh.o v'i,>,o < t "» ‘ a* bo-iA 
Europeans war mote hbU w •» b A Am >a- - A -t-., m m 
general, Arnett.am no l nor* ..as.: hr - i ■'n> >u* lAy 

were intlmrd to tAr u m thru a-,* b „n ... I - • ,-.m • <. and m-my 

of them hastrurd to a, pur Ef !* ! "t ! H ■ d n * So-dd 

ear, Mts. I’.ddy, aSir.ulv Width n,"d 'drw I w t ■ Uh,!"* 

Mouse, had the air »*t a -gum*, u - i- l a*.. '< ‘-mar ! part. 

She seemed to M„«g r* th.o .» V <o- ;! a a 
New hugtand hamlrtr, there Ik,'-*, d- .d, w„ wm *>>./• , r! an 
entire universe imm the i-fia’.. fh<* d> ;.di, "d.e »' ; r -a I i:aoo> and 
milljiond that made up the;: d,! 

But, teptesetitmg iu* hr,'-',- ; o‘, Mo S.’, ?*< l the 

tlismthrd ftmite, Wat she) r t;. ", m 5 ," ; < r • wa., 'he 

problem of evil, a him '4 the • d.a*.; a j t ’ • -“a,*.e 

many Amertons, making th.-ui v/-a hi" ai a n.; ■; n • r,-•»,*!<.rut 
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uithev than as a challenging opportunity? Mrs. Eddy’s theories about 
ev.l were the least pleasing elements of her gospel, and they seemed to 
eunuatiKt her genuine vision. But who could say that the vision of 
later generations of Americans was not equally clouded by fear that 
the malign in hie outweighed the good? 

Mrs. Eddy lived in an era that had pledged its faith to reform, to 
change in external conditions as the means to a better life. Americans 
outdated between two notions of how best to achieve the better life. 
Sometimes they asset ted that society cannot be improved unless human 
namrr is changed. At other times, they believed that a change in human 
nature cannot he brought alxun without first transforming the social 
envinmmrnt in such fashion as to give human nature a chance. In an 
age drdt> .tied to trtorm, Mrs. Eddy proclaimed the inadequacy of all 
pmrlv rstaual change. The better life, she insisted, could be achieved 
oidv through a tcgcnn.it ion of the spirit. Against her were arrayed not 
only the trimmers, like Miss Addaitw, hut the liberal clergy, who were 
seeking to md.e tehgtou a social gospel. But, by the nineteen-forties, 
trimmers h id hrounr less optimistic, and the liberal movement in 
Amen* -in ii-hgion had tome under heavy attack. Religious leaders like 
Momigiiot Eulmn Sheen and Dr. Reinhold Niebuhr were once again 
assert mg, as Mr., Eddy had asserted so long before, that social action 
is not enough; that thr good life will come only when men find them¬ 
selves at onr with i »od. 

Nour ol tfir, wotihl have astonished Mrs. Eddy. In the vast, vague 
paobwoik ol iter piophery, she had left room for any far-off divine 
event th a might n./< m. Ai the end of her life, she wanted to withdraw 
loan rhr wot Id, trtievv her earlier vision; and the world would not let 
her almr. She never set foot in the Mother Church that had been 
nr, ir l it. her glut v, prthaps never even saw it. A few months before 
hr* dratfi, she asked to he driven into Boston from the suburban 
mansion to who It she had tecetuly moved. Her carriage passed along 
thr E-mvuc, to athud her a view of the great building. One of her at¬ 
tendants noted that she was overcome with exhaustion. She did not 
semi n. trailer vvhete she was. In the flood of tribulations that vexed 
hm hist inn, did she snored, as she hoped, in assimilating herself to 
( ,0*1 ' NmU.,E t mild sav. But the last words she ever wrote, tremblingly 
s< lawi'd tut a dip of paper, rxptrssrd a certainty that many Americans 
late* day wne to envy. The words were: “Cod is my Life.” 
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[2] HOPE FOR A MIR VCt.F, 

For many years, the New Thought movement -amtulisr.! \bs. F'ddy 
to some of her most pn'tt?rc«p»r linuiivi^inju. Mir ...stT-nmed ?s a< § 
perverse ami dangerous pUg;.utstn ->r hn own eun.;-|. t >n the other 
hand, its founder, jhthm A. Drews, puMn 5 y e a,c,\ hn 4 hating 
plagiarized the doctrine* of Plttnra* 1‘atlhnMt tjfumths, 0*4 wht.h he 
based New Thought. Qmmhv sv.11 a in*mt .4 he do, .<5 iwtinl'-uMr 
renown in New Fugl-md, who j'tn.u, * 1 s» IWda.-d, Mtae, until the 
cm! of the War ktwmt the St .nr;, Di rises an ! \Ji >, I !-!>■ ha I hern 
fellow patients at ins an! h-th had, u-.mr ! to too * Tom hum. 
Dresser remained a I»v.d d;n*;jih\ wh.'r M.". 1 TH, tu»*NvN 

theories, imouvruifuily lost tbr's <■»;.,rua’oj -nu-n b •-r . ; 5 hotter 
levels of her mffaphv'u. With >U -n ih m !-'■>■t - > m*; <, >*t „ m„ 
Dresser and Mm. balds k^pt the vtpmsu-u d ::s , r m 
From this toutest in salt-smut, do- ipu!:’s ■ >, 3,. s, Ms ab¬ 
sent. lint S*oth Hsoventrnf** tltm<-! ■•■a /. *- 4 r-•:- f V- ♦ lb •s* ( *ht 

made its way ainon.* !?»r Antes oats yr.t/.e a',-,-, a .■> • a !K an.I nut 
tagiothlv as t Imstt ttt Nirsv r. 

New Thought, hie tdhm'i.ns S,um *, rjA!..;,,- > n-..-‘s ; a," Civ as a 
form of thn apt. I.atrr, tt A- .013,- .. a- <■ vT b .vunord 

to the tlllodi* tal Ann-*! ,lti tab.',:..;* t I m m F ; 1 * <• i o. r;i 

eonveits with ''knowledge 0} th,** hut ,u S Ihr.,ra r s ; p *,. v;,{ light 

the way to a "da nan;). rsprimi ,r kr 7 ,.r<; run- rn a;t I w- t 
ship,” Mere, indeed' Mali', Aliltm or. tt u -* V.‘i W;, t , ; ?, it,.** 
them, sometimes m nnnnrb *>ti»;uul f, St a hr a S> r h to 

what superior rsrii rses h .1 iUr\ a , - jdr d ’ ‘(A tU- f .> - y,\>At era. 

New Thought btmight iuimnUi 4 ,.,' w'i- ai, ,h. t , . vmJ St deal? 
with spruhv nmK. It poajii.*-,! th-'-’ th-* l;." ,■ , } !, ; h 

eojurntiation wsSI h'-g;n at «-n.,-■ *,1 u;,W \ V> o. - - 0 .» a 
rcsjiondrme iriwern jutt.od tov.j a« ! oir-s.-r I *..10, h,I '.-,t m.ns 
rertamfy was. Somr ihsa.:reejur?j* •Nsef.. ! a-, ,1 ,,« it,- Jnss 

governing tin*, lonrsporidru r. < tr.V ,j,„. !-s h-•>:-.} a» 

spiritual, jura,hmg ''-.e.-vnr” ,0, I 5 .as ’* - ! ;?•' , f, f !(4 | 

ing potemiai supply ’{he ste-*'"•» s *r »4 • . • s.A"■ '* ! t,-.rutat 

laws, hnowlrdi'e 0} «,!».}» rtMhhd the r , » 4.4. 

Manic, and they advi* .ord a im-je ui^>^ fr f .A o *, »J ; c 

elevated rx{wrieiH'C of prosperity, fDth s, h-*.!s anno- -1 eustrtue 
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«.f 4 Uuuullrss suurce upon which to draw, and agreed that the neophyte 
unild tr-.t his po.gross by the degree to which his results exemplified 
the fundamental ‘law of abundance.” 

Uirrrtulucss ami inexhaustible confidence saturated the dogmas of 
this new nerd. Did this indicate that a growing insecurity, an in- 
< leasing anxiety and doubt, were beginning to corrode the lives of the 
plain prnpie ? Many Americans hopefully undertook the effort to 
•ultirvr that dvtumic experience in which, a higher activity once re¬ 
ceived, it may be dtmtrd according to need. In meeting halls across 
the (Mttnuv, they valiantly sought to ascend into an immaterial realm, 
.iwtmsl.miu; power and wisdom without regard to time. Power, in any 
,,ise. \V ivdnm sometimes had the look of a shabby consolation prize. 
At home, tlirv poiidned the counsel of Ralph Waldo Trine, who cele- 
biatrd tltr r .inmc delights of being in time with the Infinite. Over the 
vr.u‘1, dirv flight dure million copies of the ebullient gospels of 
t )lcion Svvnt Maiden. 

Mat den bat tirv.rd the Ititiuifr to the national vocation of merchandis¬ 
ing. 1 b“ .waned the nation that the currents of knowledge, wealth and 
mi, .oe ,i, . eiMin and fixed as the tides of the sea. There was, ap- 
p (inuK, .» f.Mi undmundiug that all titles arc incoming; Marden 
ur*. -i ir, < igtit/s'd the exi-arme of an ebb. At the end of a long inspiring 
1 at. ei, h- -aattae- i up his teat lung in a message proof against skep- 
rs, mu. '1 b«- liw <4 pmspntfy, he declared, is just as definite as the law 
nt gi 4*.)ir,i .r, imeiiing as the principles of mathematics. “It is 
,1 iunii.d law, < *n!v !<v thml.tiig abundance can you realize the abundant 
piic,proof, hie that s‘, sum buthught,” When not thinking abundance, 
dir .imhu'iiov rxpnimrnted with subtle thought-waves and vibrations 
*,f 1 nn „ ion,iir-,i. These impalpable forces were no longer occult. They 
wne .1 hi iif, and rxti.u.idmattlv effluent. They could overwhelm 
the ir, al man r i4 any 1 miomrr, irresistibly compel him to sign on the 
ifia*f l 1 1;j, Ir w as gt atdvtiig to know that this result demonstrated 
the omit i-l menial law, not the less reputable power of high- 
pir ,',uir •..dram.uiship. An Hiding to the later school of New Thought, 
{.altar t,« m.d.r 4 >„dr was evuietue only of technical bungling; the 
l.t*,v «,.r, infallible, None «.f the suu ceding aptisdes ventured to assert, 
Wfh dir m-.o-mriu’s r.oiirr evangelists, that salesman, prospect, and 
g IM „J. weir able dr auiite i«i iral existence. 

d on--',, ,aild not be b id lor adepts in New Thought. They had only 
tu pi,4> tr,e dim simple dmiplutes, anil invoke the infinite abundance 
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at their command. They “controlled" their thoughts. They concen¬ 
trated for an hour daily, actively "visualizing the .success, wealth, and 
power to which they aspired obviously only because these bore wit¬ 
ness to the attainment of a higher life. Wdl power could be applied to 
the receipt of a definite sum ot money on a given date; to the negotia¬ 
tion of an advantageous contract at a pro-established time. 1 hr.c pos> 
sibilitics recommended New Thought to Hollywood, where it appeared 
to "work" especially well, and converts were numerous among the 

early film colony, , w .... 

There, during her altruistic cultural mission, Mrs. Wttnu tilyn one 
day sat in her costly hotel suite, unaware that she was aUmt to take 
the road to apostasy. Long convened to New Thought which had 
brought her easy wealth, success, notoriety, even petpmul youth 
Mrs. (ilyn was devotedly concentrating. She was demanding <4 the 
Absolute the immediate delivery of a set of alluring pink elution tut 
derclothes, seen in a shop window, but prnrd too high. Apparently, 
in this instance, the Absolute failed to respond. Subsequent bum Led 
reflection, after leaving Hollywood, persuaded Mrs, UK it that New 
Thought exacted an extreme penalty for its benefactions, Hid it not re¬ 
quire the sacrifice of all superior qualities of the soul? Amongst the 
millionaires of America, were there not many Knots who had marie a 
bargain with Evil; in Hollywood weir them not m my Mat ,;tiei tr.-. all 
ttK> eager for an opulence i motived by bla,k mage ' 1 •> Mm. < >Kn, 

her pristine faith now undrmtmrd, Nrss Thmtjo, and the other 
"semi-occult pseudo religions" svhr* h prrv.uird Arnett, a, i.tnir io o'ptr 
sent a deeply sinister rlemeut in the uaomt's life. 

Regrettably, Mrs. Eddy did tun live to see the ii,r of IKihwood, a 
metropolis of illusion that dedicated its nmtrxntrn- r ?>* die pass mug 
of mirages. For, very approptlately, it was on the j nsph.-tv *>! Holly 
wotul that the growing p< aver of women uvri Aiurn .>.n -.yinfu.il life 
achieved one of its most nnptrmvr demmcaraitoii',. Ibnu,; tsvo dr, 
ades, from her huge Angelos Temple, Mrs. Aimer Sample M ) V» *mt 
--Sister Aimee, "the wot Id’s most ptd4utmdu>m:- es.mgrh ,t" tut 
plied the jtnvttbility of an eventual monopoly m saKamai. 

The web of enchantment win, h she ; asi ovn a s'vsurm *»; the public 
was vividly colotful, but if proved also o< poor,, near vtK.t mod 
attributes. It was, so to speak, armor 'plated, and ;?. capo nAdc's en¬ 
abled Sister Aimee to lit tug al*>ut, m the mm-h m h-' foil ,®r n, a 
revolutionary icvision of oputtott. They v,^jr Einnl.ini-iuait'as; otthm 
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ihx in religious belief, aggressive conservatives in matters of morals, 
sfauiK h supporters u f t\w conventional. It was Sister Aimce’s remarka¬ 
ble achievement to convince than that a vocation for saving souls does 
not make personal sanctity indispensable. From what appeared to 
promise a reluctant but, inevitable martyrdom, she was able to retrieve 
a miracle wrought upon the mores. 

Penniless, with two children, Sister Aimec arrived in Los Angeles 
in wt”, having driven across the continent in a battered jalopy. For the 
extravagant saga that was to constitute her future, the past had fur¬ 
nished an odd. but not inappropriate preparation. Aimee’s mother, a 
mrml»rr of the Salvation Army, had married a Canadian farmer. 
Sistn Aiuirr was born mi the farm. In a rural high school, the theory 
of evolution shook her Fundamentalist faith, but Robert Semple, a 
handvifnr I lob < »hosier revivalist, restored its equilibrium. Not il- 
lognaliv, she ni.mird him. They were sent to China as missionaries, 
and hr dir' 1 their. W.th the assistance of humble, friendly preachers of 
the taith. dir irnnnrd to the United States; undertook the vocation 
ot a nav-diot; own dot alter having contracted and dissolved a second 
tnatn.igr. T he '■penal < ic.itton of man had been the doctrinal basis of 
hrt Kiuvrf.n.11. but man himself was obviously her special, personal 
poiblnn. 

Five seat-, atiri her unpromising arrival in Los Angeles, Sister 
Aimer ojirur.I Angelas Temple, the tahernadc of her “Four Square 
< fo-.prl," A squat budding, rrvembling a wedge of white cake, it held 
jits v dorr hum hoi people, and was filled at every service. Its powerful 
ud«t* station i.111ird to iriiioir listeners the impassioned sermons of 
St an A’lir 1 *, tin* timvii ot a huge, while robed choir, a great organ, a 
b oid, an ot lir as a. and avtoited soloists, vocal and instrumental. Sister 
Aimre,. I,id in ll-ovuig white draperies, carrying an enormous sheaf of 
oo>--; .ig.iuia in bosom, would slowly move down a ramp while 
, o’umi lights pl.tved on her, until, at the from of the platform, she 
j_,i rii bn . ou.;iega'tou. her “prople" as she called them—the anony¬ 
mous, devour, toul.aiumg, haul working thousands over whose mo- 
notoitxU'. lives bn blonde, imperious beauty trailed an orgiastic ex- 
, I trite- m. !• nerd u< .t be jesisted; this was C ioddntoxication. Her up- 
hi'rd h.m ! mu! ! Smug tltrm to their feet, make them weep, sing for 
jmv, shoot halleluiahs. 

No t F 41 )w.«.il studio tommanded the services of a showman as ex¬ 
pert as Notre Aimer, who sometimes unexpectedly produced an “il- 
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teratcd sermon," mabin* her r.«f«r, U *™n*; * » ‘ J"*™* 

Sc cop, to dr-mutbe .» dite warning -V”Mt »<> 

min!” Bedlam broke lomr ut these spebaatltr. urfrwvuy rvaorui- 

tiom "The sceret o! >«k'.o<t m S*.tn Amur he<d, is ia 

kk vour own pmo.ubs Mu«d the * Wt vu .nr pre.t out,; .tut 
he work! will sec tu* ««r wvc |r«»/* I'.* th.»» «.r w, , she 

%imn turd to be .is v.n^vnum^ and ot-mjn. u-tn ^ •-;-,u4r. 

* She h.ui theories, too, .bout hr! msv.-o», Iron '*<• ; 4 u«, drdi 

cation, the doots ot' her temple wm iv\rt doo l i'. . rv 

timntished. I’usm were umdm’rd, wpb.m n;t••• ■». 01 two 

hour dnits, Voitmtem sU.kd thr •,,•.»! r.~ 

aurnm iwfr sot.tnuftee, U> »kN fib*, r.m -y -m. 

-mg ori: 4 «u.* 4 tio«», the Htblr vb4 dut bvi A- .old 

Yet alt ehmc varied Wh put’:*.. e» W-. . v. •« -. n * *•*";» Xwr, 
secondary. It w.t% hn me^-H m ud :hr s < l •< ! ; ' 1 ' ' ’' tr ; ’b»V 
soul, ol a lost wothl, A«d this, site kt.-w, : ' • •• »' 

pmubukt ,m hwmm flub ,< «W .» w—' ! -"‘ 1 *•* 

Chmt 4 the SPA tht< 4 *b,st,: pi.--.mr. . ... 

One posprt atone w*<itld tr.-o b'i n--‘y ’ ’ f ; ,a ' 
"people" ‘‘a < tujst v, ho ndl d'bsesi t‘ t '•■ * • ‘ * ■’ ■ * 

oil the duJJrs ot d<-pr, bov!.’. d'**vn t ;V •<*( , ~ i - i 
the bars ttl iwti Sat.m I;*’* to-!*, ■•■'■' 5 !l 55 4 - 1 ' ' ' ’ f ; " n 

and vi.tot'v"” Tbs #r .;)-l n- old '>,.1 :• » 

hrmp multstti.k', to *heo 5 - r " v.-'h t- •'> ■>■■'■ ‘ •' '■ " <H 

shtji? ibr |*«.o-”, ot »h«- l» 5 •' ' i: " ' I ’ 

And when she p-ivr the Vi* a « ^ 11 : " ' 1 ']]' 

comr down the a*do, j”- 5 '‘. At :d. • ^."S 1» 

side' dsd they it* t tb- .. ' : 

fltottunds 1 !,i»«<*o,t:.d;v;'4' * >'»!. - • • ' ; n ^ 

h‘or heir svrie j'r.;}tb bir-T*■ h: ’ l 11 ’ '■ ‘ ’’ '■ ’ ■* 
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and the r.ifth ltd {‘roed .-.w .m . ^ ( „ , , 
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passed across her platform in chairs, litters, wheelbarrows, or stag¬ 
gering on their feet, she had laid her hands on them and prayed. 
There wax no lack of miraculous cures. But the mystery, the force 
that was unpredictable and uncontrollable, alarmed her; so far as 
possible, she gave up healing. 

Vet there seemed to he nothing that she could not do. Fashionably 
united, furred, jeweled, every inch a woman of the world, she went 
forth to view the enemy at first hand, study the methods of Satan 
in the tluuce lulls and illicit night clubs of the large cities. In Chicago, 
she .spent an interested evening at Bert Kelly’s Stables, then added 
to its pujntlat iry by denouncing ir as the trap door to hell. In New 
York, vvirh irpotterx in attendance, she made a tour of the principal 
hot spots, Texas < ininan commanded her public to “give this little 
girl a gseat Jug hand.'' These expeditions, making the headlines, caused 
het people no dismay, "I believe that there is such faith in Angelus 
Temple and loudly to its pastor," she said at one time, “that if an 
angel bom 1 leaven writ to come down and say, ‘Sister is not a 
child ot t iod,' they would not believe it!" And this, too, was frighten¬ 
ing. Foj die mu tui', cd that it was not her Four Square Gospel that 
filled Antrim Temple, and won conversions to the Lord. It was not 
evm .Nt-.tri Aimre, It was Aimec Semple McPherson, a masterful 
dm, .1! a, urv; who, if Sister Aitncc’s gospel was true, was herself 
speeding in unit. 

t tur abntioou in May, t«>.'A Sister Aimec, with her secretary, drove 
our to 4 bra, h whrsr it was her custom to go swimming. She changed 
m>o a tut lung suit, sat in her tent writing some notes for a sermon, 
and '.rut hn -,r t trtaty on an errand. Then she rose, walked down to 
ihr choir, ,md stun k out into the Pacific. Nobody saw her again. By 
nightfall, newspapers over the country were carrying the story of 
hn dis.ipprai.uu r, under banner headlines. In Angelus Temple, to an 
hwm, ,d ibtoug, Aimer's mother announced her death; “She is with 
jrsitx pray lor bn !” They did; two thousand moaning, sobbing men 
and unto,-n who kept an all night vigil On the following Sunday, 
five thousand went to the heat h, to sing and pray and weep: to await 
Sntrr Auarr, who would arise from the waves, and walk upon the 

past ihr press, riot given to mysticism, had begun a relentless in- 
srstnpmon; a seat, h ruto huts, Angelus Temple was not only a taber- 
nat lr"of dm land. It was a flourishing business enterprise, the private 
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property of Sister Aimee and her mother, who managed its financial 
affairs. These were not negligible; good-will offerings alone had ex¬ 
ceeded a milli on dollars. There were rumors that mother and daughter 
had wrangled over money matters. And, presently, there was another 
rumor. Its subject was a former radio operator at the Temple, a mar¬ 
ried man, separated from his wife. Sister Aimee had shown a marked 
interest in him. This was not universally attributed to redemptive 
7,p a] , By a strange coincidence, he, too, had disappeared. He reappeared 
briefly; was immediately lost to view. Hysteria mounted among the 
people, while the press exploited a sensation. One month after Sister 
Aime e had vanished, a “memorial service” brought eleven thousand 
worshipers to the Temple—-that shrine without a light. Three days 
later, Sister Aimee telephoned from a hospital in Douglas, Arizona. 

To the world, she told a dramatic story. She had been abducted, 
drugged, transported to a shack in the Mexican desert. There, held for 
ransom, she had been subjected to torture. By luck making her 
escape, she had wandered about the desert, leaving the imprint of 
her French heels in the burning sand. But, within a day, all this was 
proved to be pure fantasy. Nevertheless, she asserted it to be true. 
On her return to Los Angeles, she was greeted by the largest and 
wildest crowds the city had ever seen. A procession two miles long 
accompanied her to her home. She took to the radio, and to the Temple 
platform, to defend her story against the attack of skeptics. She swore 
to it before a grand j ury, which refused to indict her unknown alleged 
abductors. Then, by a series of mischances, the sordid, pathetic truth 
came out. She had intended to disappear forever with her lover- 
hoping by doing so to save, for her people, their faith in her. But her 
notoriety made this easy escape impossible. So she spent ten idyllic 
days in an isolated bungalow with him. Then, fearful of discovery, 
they set out on uneasy wanderings. Finally she had resolved to return, 
and had invented a legend to account for her absence. 

When sufficient information had been accumulated, Sis'ter Aimee 
was arrested and charged with perjury. Preliminary hearings brought 
out a mass of unsavory evidence which delighted the cynical. Over 
the air, and from her Temple, Sister Aimee defended herself. She 
refuted no thin g, denied everything, demanded unquestioning belief. 
The forces of Satan were conspiring to destroy her; through her, to 
destroy Christianity itself. Ultimately, though she received no vindi¬ 
cation, the case against her was dropped. But was she not a child of 
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God? The faith of her people was steadfast. Unworldly, devout 
morally squeamish, they nevertheless refused to be dismayed, what¬ 
ever the evidence against her, by proof that Sister Aimee could violate 
the mural u«lr under which they lived-the code she went on preach- 
il! «■ All,t sltr was tu ,r y 'heir faith again and again. For her life now 
proceeded hum .me sensational scandal to another; and each seemed 
nunc discreditable than the one before. 

Yet the Temple still drew its thousands, and Sister Aimee continued 
to make her extraordinary mass conversions. In these, she had long 
sime mu pa vied her only contemporary rival—William A. Sunday, 
the loiinrt baseball Mar who for thirty years had been calling sinners 
to "litt the sawdust trail." It was thought that Sinclair Lewis, in his 
ut u. -la 1‘lmrt (iinirv, had [khi rayed them both. If this was true, 
SiMn *,ut vivrd h;s attack. And she also survived the rapid decline of 
old i.islm-urd evangelism that followed. After all, why not? Had she 
not on. r explained bn function to reporters? "I bring spiritual con¬ 
solation to the Huddle classes" she told them, “leaving those above 
to thrinsrlve-., and those below to the .Salvation Army." 

Sophism afrd Aiiiem am, who had a hmving acquaintance with 
modem x.i-'-mr, teg aided with supercilious distaste the peculiar forms 
uke» by i.ttfh among some of their countrymen. They had been 
nnor.! to l.oightri, but also to shame, by the absurd “monkey trial” 
tit Trimev.rr. In, rrdible that, in twentieth-century America, the con¬ 
cept ut st ten. r itself could hr brought to the bar of judgment and 
outlawed! Yet. undeniably, a huge segment of the population re¬ 
mained medieval tmndrd. There were those for whom William Jen- 
tun.;'. lit van spoke, and Hilly Sunday, and Sister Aimee. There were 
folk m uual IVunsylvattia who existed in perpetual terror of a “hex.” 
In tctimte Vttgmta valleys, there were those whose worship required 
the thrmhmg of poisonous snakes. Strange cultural backwaters still 
ru-ard m the world's most advanced and literate civilization, where 
even the po..i had thru i at•• and their radios. Sophisticated Americans 
found it peiplrcmg that so many of their countrymen continued to 
live m a world ,,f datk, pumifive superstition. In the circumstances, 
it vv.u v.mew hat imim al that the most superstitious and medieval 
of all > ultv should make its first conquests among the affluent and 
Wot Idly Wise, 

hot, m New York < itv, a ttew srerrxs had risen to celebrity, and 
her * 'th was destined to play as large a role in the nation’s life as 
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that of any latter-day apostle. Her earliest converts were made among 
the upper classes, but her fame soon spread to the great public. By 
the mid-nineteen-twenties, an article in a popular magazine, describ¬ 
ing her activities but not revealing her identity, attr.uted some twelve 
thousand requests for her name and address. By then, she hail won 
legal sanction for her cult, which initially was not only illegal bin 
socially disreputable. Such were her powers and her prestige that she 
succeeded in having it judicially declared an enact earner. As to this, 
the agreement of scientists in other fields was by no means unani¬ 
mous. A considerable mtml»cr of them unkindly prisbicd in calling 
it humbug. 

In the later years of her career, Miss Evangeline Adams did not 
suggest the serress. She had the look of an exceptionally ni.awdul 
businesswoman. She was both. Stout, strong jawed, busk in tier 
manner, highly efficient in her occult rituals, she gave an imptession 
of extreme pi actuality. She hail long since achieved her ambition to 
become the best-known astrologer in America, She had aheady >.hi 
the horoscopes of nearly one hundred thousand Americans, many 
of them very prominent, and neatly all of them prospetous; for Iter 
fees were not low. Her mail was stupendous; her telephone was in¬ 
cessantly busy; the stars, she declared ruefully, must help her find 
more hours of the day and night. 

All tins repiescut rd main sal at hirvrmeut, so try, as the wot Id 
understood it. But Miss Adams' view of hie vs as imstt.-d. What 
she discussed what she was pleased to tall the oldest ot tan r>., she 
managed to make it also seem a metapltvst, d system. I‘ah ips t) vmtSd 
have hern natural in a Bostonian t«» make a philosophy -at ,.t ,mv 
form of ealetti.ittun. But Miss Adams, in her youth, Isad rujuved 
somewhat special advantages. She had been btottglit up vc;dm> die 
influence of Miss hh/.thrfh Sttiatt Phelps and Mis. IItiun B«-->her 
Stowe, authoresses who, m their day, had I tern !-1 .n holding 

very advanced views about the stt|»rmanual. And 'he supruututal, 
though it was Miss Adams' domain, was also ha dilemma. hi >.c,t 
utg her horoscopes, she t.tally ,u knnwlrdgcd that da .'ms was tti.nhr 
mat it ally predictable, Man’s hte is gosrturd by dm n;;. ham/ ddr 
movement of the phmrts. The suns, dm av.au-d, m-L- u<> tmad.e; 
they are prophets of almost unMtrvablr fats; deohe-yi, y r t, m Mia 
Adams, there was a ptotrsting Yankee strata. She friu-U-d aga.-tr.t m 
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inexorable a determinism, as her ancestors had rebelled against the 
t!«urtftc iif predestination. 

Though thne could be mi appeal from the Infinite and Inevitable, 
•'■!><* '‘iK.mled like William Graham Sumner—in establishing a nar¬ 
row ,nra of liberty fur individual reason and conscience. Man was 
fire, she said, to cooperate with the planets that ruled his destiny. 
Ami it was her function tu show him how. The horoscope was a 
problem in mathematics, hut its interpretation was an exercise in 
phtloviphv, Miss Adams was not only a seeress. She was a spiritual 
dur. tor. "I stuvr," site said, "by showing God’s pattern as I see it in 
the Itojo., opr and inlet pier mg God's law as I have seen it in my ex- 
petu-n.r, m oprn the ryes to ttitth.” She did it by the clock, every half 
hi?ui t rvm dlfxiUGGSi. 

li h-,-( ..Monde to her ptofrssion was mystical, that of her clientele 
w,t. rsrjj tuoir v.. h’of most of them, quite obviously, were seeking 
do m moo oi die futiiir tat her than instruction in the appropriate 
use o! in-,- hi!!. And hr lid in the infallibility of divination could 
to,' o;ds ‘.tpon ptitr f.ttih. \rt among her clients, she numbered the 
rib) i- Ibripoii! Moig-tn, who had little reputation for credulity, 
and whov oiii t.d tr! ifions with the supernatural were conducted in 
the d.ri .'ion., Moitiuv.tu al pm tacts of St. George’s in Stuyvesant 
Spun-, Mo. A.l.oo. not only read his horoscope many times; she 
hunrdird him with a tegular monthly service explaining the chang¬ 
ing po-.t’s .hi of dir planm. ami their probable effect on politics, busi- 
.md dir m-ttket. His initial attitude was one of curiosity 
tinged v, sdi -at.p: ton, bur this melted away at their first meeting, 
.md m dir rod do- i,;rat lolmuis of finance invited Miss Adams to join 
Iota on h« , <, o In m the (htrm, for several months of scientific investi- 
gaimit oj dir o , itb m tho-.e pairs of the wot Id where its practice 
n-a h.i k nifM ptrhtvtottc time. If Morgan-"the dominant power 
in ?b*- Ato.-tr an ra.imim did not disdain to make use of divination 
m u.a 1.m.; ..of hr. pm-,-, m, what wonder that Miss Adams’ clientele 
.do> m- !u i.-d i, srH women, fitutuiers, farmers’ wives, mothers with 
W.0.H.D1! . hddiett, loins of all ages, presidential candidates, pub- 
hdin g iipr» .i even ministers, priests and rabbis? 

liv oik ,i.. outit, the ptohirms brought to Miss Adams’ mathe- 
in.i’r .il , -iistrv.ion.d wnr as vatte.l as the professions of her clients. 
Jfut d.r noti ed our vnv Mgtulk'.w« fact Most people came to her 
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because, as she put it, they had been temporarily thrown of! their 
spiritual center and cut off from their subconscious selves. They were 
at odds with their environment; they were victims of the tensions 
and' pressures of modern American life; they wanted a way out of 
their troubles, a kind of insurance against fate. During thirty years, 
in addition to her personal consultations, Miss Adams had received 
thousands of letters. And all of them pleaded for help. 

Almost certainly, this indicated not only a growing dissatisfaction 
with life, but an increasing conviction that the individual could no 
longer master circumstances, and must therefore invoke the aid of 
occult forces the existence of which modern science explicitly denied. 
And the implications of modern science were becoming less and less 
reassuring. The old sense that the universe was orderly, and ran ac¬ 
cording to law, was rapidly being made obsolete. What the new 
physics postulated was a universe pervaded by indeterminism; as one 
writer described it, a universe without hitching posts. A new principle 
of uncertainty appeared to be the only certainty that science was now 
able to affirm. Whether or not they read the findings of the scientists, 
many Americans began to feel that the old props that had supported 
their view of life were crumbling. Insecurity had come to be the 
dominant element of their experience. Instability seemed to be the 
most striking characteristic of their world. Some shared the pessimism 
of Dr. Reinhold Niebuhr, who in 1932 predicted that “the middle- 
class paradise which we built on this continent, and which reached 
its zenith no later than 1929, will be in decay before the half-century 
mark is rounded.” 

Meanwhile, if the confidence of Americans in their environment 
was diminishing, their faith in themselves, as rational beings capable 
of controlling it, had also been seriously crippled. The theories of the 
new psychology had gained a wide circulation. Their import was that 
man led a life scarcely recognizable as rational. His so-called in¬ 
telligence, his conscious mind, possessed no mastery. It was a casual 
lodger in its own house, always under threat of eviction, and usually 
subject to the dictates of the turbid subconscious. The result of this 
dismal news was to give immense prestige to the various disciplines 
of psychoanalysis. Among the affluent, to be analyzed soon became a 
vogue. It was perhaps significant that many undertook analysis in 
the same spirit in which they resorted to astrology, or adopted mystical 
faiths. For the mental life of man now seemed no less a theater of 
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wcult tone*. -Sun his rn.ttfd.il life, or the life called spiritual. And if 
it was the r .ut o! wisdom to cooperate with the planets in their 
coutws. and to attune oneself to the Infinite, might it not also be wise 

m tvmc ft* ififits \\iili 4 trauma? 

Hv the i!e. ade of the nineteen forties, there was abundant evidence 
that manv Amrnoim, Mulcting from a sense of inadequacy to an 
envm.nm.-ni win, h they conceived to be unfavorable, if not actively 
hostile, vs etc ntnum; eagerly to any self appointed saviors who promised 
them tehrt. A s... mi su.ikrr and psychologist, Mrs. Lee R. Steiner, 
after twelve yens ..f investigation, published a report on a large num- 
Itri <»! the popular spitmul comfort stations. Newspapers offered 
the svudnated "advt.e .olumtis" of fetninine fountains of wisdom, 
lit,-, alv. pnn’rd da 1U asm(logical indicuions. There were radio 
ota. le'i w!i.> »h aru-.rd psvt hologtcal static. There were graphologists, 
mmtetoi ‘gi-a-., spu>ui.di , us. The ajaistles of homemade cults did an ex- 
irSSrn* !tii'our,. ta what looked like philosophical batik. Beauticians 
*;,nr oi'tt 10 wh'-h implied a promise of psychotherapeutic effects. 
IT>>i\ i.; pooh. .peaking mduated that their subject provided 
a 1 ouipic*r i mm ,u;■ at oj litr, Tliere were many others. And, in addi¬ 
tion, { hnr i-si'Cr l ,* v is? body ot literature that made explicit the 
pun. 1; ].-•< >■! ■.<*!! u.iiiuuniMiion for a mere two dollars and fifty 
>flits sou •onid, tm rsample, hr.ome well known to thousands, even 
miliums Ail 'hi* 'cicm Amniui, a national pageant of troubled 
void.'., cnd!-,,!y S'-rknu; pciprtnally hoping for a miracle, confident 
thi! mu... U-. w r 1 r still povahle. It was a striking symptom of the 
iiiv.o. I'.M 1 a the middle > lasses. 

In fto-.s.u, 41 the t itatdou Street tHupei, a convention was being 
held, "M„td»trji, nudwotio-u, men with beards, Hunkers, Muggle- 
t.im.ii!'., i Niic im' 1(mourn, Agrarians, Seventh-Day Baptists, 
t.lmil-»s, < .dvinran, Unitarians, anti Philosophers,— 

all • atsir *.u r v ,;. : ji v >hr fi.p, and seized their moment, if not their 
lin-ij, (tli'-imi > h; !r, of pi.sv, or prrjch, or protest." For this was 
a »iDtvenfmu <>! I'urodv .4 Universal Reform. The year was 1840, 
and Hdjh V»'.dd,, fi.n-oti, wuh a curiosity about adventures in 
•uk.i’mn, .co-.-aUd lie- pos rrdmgs wne, to be sure, rather odd. 
Pan (!,"■, rsj wd che htr and aspitatiotw of the moment. They were 
m.- Ui n Ai,u m a, 

A i.nrui U’.-j, the* still seemed contemporary. 
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of American life our senseil .t tense quiet, like the ominous stillness 

that presages storm. The plain people were plainly .invtous. IVssinmm 
altt mt the state of the wot hi, ,iU.ut the future, siamed daily rsistrtwr. 
If catastrophe impetuled, what could anyone do to avert it J The in¬ 
dividual felt jsowcrlcss. A tut tod of f,tt.ihsm spread across the land. 

Like a canker, dtslwlicf was corroding hope. Never before in it* 
history had the nation hern so prosperous. But the people surmised 
that prosperity would hr brief, and high qu.u tns gloomily autnijured 
the wreck of the gravy train, {laving rmetgrd \i* fottously Itom a 
second World War, the Dimed States w r, die mo-,' powotul <4 iu 
tions. But predictions were not Uking that .m<<dm .ntd mote rnnblr 
war was inevitable "and, if power could not ptrsrnt it, what was the 
value of power? The m.nhittcry of intriiution.il pr.i,r had hern set 
up; a fragile thalite for the world's eontidaur. On M.ush itt.m h»lmd, 
towers not yet raised would contain men's last chain r to make uvih- 
station etuittre. Were faith anti will and skill equal to dm dullruge? 
Amrticaus understood its awful gravity. Were they inun that it 
could be met ? 

Of one thing, at least, they were sure. An era had ended. In harness 
mg the basic power of the umvrrse to a bomb, sunt, r had ahmptiy 
opened a new one. During the old era, men's utg-iuiuv had far 
outrun their wisdom. If, now, thru wndmu iouM no- smp.tv, their 
ingenuity, and qtmUy, the new era nu.;ht hr hn-t indeed, Duty 
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mass into energy. It was this equation that had engendered the new era. 
It profoundly altered the nature of the world as men knew it. It had 
unceremoniously blown humanity into a new habitat. The theorist 
was aware that often in evolutionary processes a species must adapt 
to new conditions if it is not to perish. In 1946, he contrived a formula 
for survival. It was as rigorous as his pregnant equation. 

Albert Einstein spoke to Americans in a simple, practical way. If 
mankind was to survive and move to higher levels, he said, it was 
obvious that a new kind of thinking had become essential. Science 
had spawned a danger greater than any that humanity had ever con¬ 
quered. But the real problem was neither atomic power, nor its me¬ 
chanisms. The problem was in the minds and hearts of men. Its 
solution depended upon the ability of men—specifically, of Americans 
—to change their minds and hearts. For America’s temporary pos¬ 
session of the secret of atomic fission laid upon her the tremendous 
responsibility of leading humanity’s effort to surmount the crisis. 
“When we are clear in heart and mind—only then shall we find 
courage to surmount the fear that haunts the world.” 

In these words, Einstein declared the inadequacy of all mechanisms. 
Nothing less than a new orientation, spiritual and mental, would 
suffice. And it would have to originate among the American people; 
soon, while there was still time. 

Time alone would prove whether Einstein’s formula was as fate¬ 
ful as his equation. But to Americans born within the previous lialf 
century, only its terrible urgency was novel. Its meaning had long 
been familiar. For this meaning was, so to speak, the central theme 
of the living culture which had nourished the minds and hearts of 
the American people for fifty years. Almost to the exclusion of any 
other, it had preoccupied the major creative writers. It had insistently 
haunted philosophers, social theorists, spiritual leaders, crusaders for 
reforms, the most conscientious journalists; even the inventors of 
trivial compensatory creeds. On whatever level one explored the vital 
culture of the United States during the period from 1896 to 1946, bne 
was likely to find it recording an increasing disillusion. It condemned 
what actually existed. It affirmed something very different: what ought 
to be. 

It was the culture of an uneasy conscience, and an ideal dissatisfac¬ 
tion. Though its temper ran the gamut from buoyant optimism to 
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sterile pessimism, the extremes were less significant th.ui they appeared 
to be In nearly every respect save one, optimists ami pessimists agreed. 
The main issue that divided them was the possibility change. Op¬ 
timists asserted that men pwsess the ability to change themselves 
and their environment. Pessimists denied this. Hut both protested 
against things-as-chey-are, and the grounds of their discontent were 

usually the same. , . - . ,. . t 

Thus, American culture represented, m etlect, an imluimrw ot 
the society from which it sprang. ‘Hus was its most familiar feature, 
but not its most important one. On its highest level, A met nan cub 
turc rose above indictment. It arraigned society, hut it also made a 
vision articulate, and proposed an ideal It spike not only fur the 
conscience of the American people, hut for their dreams ami imps ami 
aspirations. Indeed, these supplied the only standards of refrirmr 
upon which its indictment was based. Through Amemau aduitr 
there ran the implicit premise that what to lw\ emthl hr* rxtn 

pessimists, denying the possibility of change, tacitly .nreprd the 
criterion trf what ought let be* ami uml it to iiburc4tf tSir 
state of affairs. Not withstanding a tone of increasing disenchantment 
and intensifying censure, American culture seldom relinquished the 
assumption that men can transform their experience and tiinr cm 
viromnent to accord with their dr-are. It was juoiuidy unique in 
affirming the ultimate reality of ideals, and the telative, plasm , nan amt 
nature of the actual. 

Was not this the teal source of a disillusion that, over the seats, 
became its most lonsphtous feature 1 As eaiiy as tV*> their seas evi 
dent a breach between two set*, ot sJ.md.toi>,; ihosr os who h Atone 
can culture judged Amemau sou-ny, ami dtusr wlmh govrrirr.l 
American life as it was .usually brim; herd. As tum- p.iv.rd, s.m 
breach steadily grew wider. By tup', the reiaiioii frnvmt tor two srn 
of standards rescmidei! absolute polarity, bor site ss.iud.uds .a ' ubuie, 
rooted in dreams ami denies, had remained alnuot fn-d. Those *,f 
life had drawn further and further away. Oibutr *oimmc-d to r\ 
prett what the Ameri.au ftcoplr a, knowledge ,1 •»- !«• flon g-unrne 
aspirations. What wonder that its verdict on Amn,..,u htr iSk 
form of a thundering drmtmunion? 

The issue Irctwrn culture and v*irtv was thwr. thil'm- tr^n.ur.-s 
held to an ethical concept of life. Ifni life usell, m the loom w "'"-i 
ducted as a materialistic process, t diktirr asserted that all mniumum 
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exist m vrvr spuitu.il ends; that so far as they fail to do so, they are 
hnn.i: misused. I he sua.il order, the economic structure, and even the 
sure .ur msuumrm.il devices; their object is to produce a wider 
tuT.ioni ,md nunc uuivcts.il welfare in which men may achieve the 
Site. And the good life is that which completely f ulfill* the 
spilt). Win,, uhmc asked, had Americans been betrayed into identify¬ 
ing means m-h nuU? Why had they so complacently sacrificed the 
nerds of die spun to the uses of purely material progress? Why had 
riles ir.r.ud the hie of values for the life of mere things? Why had 
the*, hattiessed thru suprih transforming instruments to the dollar, 
instead I a to the hhnatiou and enrichment of existence? 

IV. up., IU 1 II Amni, ins had nude two discoveries. Their per- 

■.. ‘'M'oi.-u r ind i.aititmrd the teaching of their culture. And 

that . ons !•-.(. .t-Ariit.-d to the verdict passed by culture on the na- 

!,o<j.d i:!". Had dta-s t»rrn guilty of a great abdication? Had they 

n.-.-d..* i A, letrd the dream oi a good life for the illusion of 

in.)! -) l.d '.■ ! **•••, ' 

'1 h- i; •* on,! m . * !)r xvf, estimated at one hundred and seventy- 
vtot hd .".i. »a .IV, a ., Hut halt of the nation’s families, in the time 
»■} . ,;i ■■ e ; io.p.-iif,, ssrtr living on less than twenty-four hundred 

dohai. - vA i'-pt-.-t tut imbed to the United States Senate indicated 
t},.,! the Sui'-i;. .ut >*( .aeany was dominated by some two hundred 
g-..; < it these, ninety eight were controlled by three 

taiinh "i 1 tis■- ini to a! gtuttps, 

*'Wh..( j. *hr s - 4 ui.-imug of this increase in concentration?” 
Sfiu’.'i I-oo.-s } . Mmt.is tiuptued. "In my opinion, it lies basically 
in ?h-- n ! •!..') ettuaui.n is the forerunner of collectivism. It is 
a ta i t!.a< r-i'-sv m,hr.it; il:/ed tuttott which has become highly con- 
, -sr: 1 h..s -.O' . rndnl to >.»r futm or another of collectivism. What 

in-,- w' a.vi'tnr that wr ,.m automatically escape this his- 
t, u 4 tr-od ■" v.-u,o j Mmtav went on to utter a warning that had 
I ,.;;v i j: • ii.ii * ‘.n Sit’*, vuis. "It wr believe that our system of free 
rm-ip'js- d,< id 1 b..- ptr.rjxrd, tf wr lirlirvc that the American econ- 
, du'-d i ti.r ri.i'ir .,nat *<f a iter society, then wc cannot stand 
’ ••'i - in.it !i ot ttmtiopolv to [town. We cannot risk the 

jt'-u 's «,,) in thj. s'mg,.;!r, a we arc uto little and too late, 
1 ii-! - it,; 4 I . * i'ld . halt' e. 

ttd, d.r s.-.i.-m ,'t tire rutei pi be, so loudly advertised, a sorry 
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illusion, lit**' tli-o >.<ul ft* nutrii.tl success 1 Was the trrr society of 
Amen, a sluvvh prtishmn ’ li" the feehnt: and thought *'t ! - ir Amert- 
c.m people U ni d.ukmed, was it nut k-.ame they wnc doubtful tlut 
they coul.l annul thrsr *.t!iieitdri r l hsillmtuit, with them, had its 
sotltvV ill the umvn !t»lit tlut they had somehow* intlrd, Ihrtf in- 
tenuity had cow used the most dfLu-nt tumtormnn; immimrnts 
th.tt the wot hi h.ul rvet Luawn. Hut (heir wisdom H.ul nut hern ,t*lc- 
mute S«* the tad. of tn.ihm-: tlwsc immuneuM socially pto.Ut.iive; 
still less, to tlut of HI,ill!)'.; sltetii Stive j-irdominatrlv sjutttts.tl emit, 
M.t»y Auku, am felt that diet wrtr the •.Lives, not the nuvtris. of 
their’ immutunts, .utl knew flu! tim wm nttr Lnlmr. <Wld the 
failure now he oMm-tam !, -r v.m it .i1um.1v too S.i?r 1 Some AmriA 
cam trl.mvA, tlirv wr<<- t.-w in mmitvi, though noisy in rtle.t 
lnnl drifted mm an t,,«■ -'<t drtn mutism, IWbm.i a KVohiUun 
ary utopia, 'haw weir tiM.'iM-h-,, the tim.r ;.rvaim-a;v o{ all, FW, to 
them, iimt‘ 1a, y w >•> im-ids a debt non, and thru' y;os|>rl ttta.ie the 

inmibihsv of a tire m i-’A a hr. _ 

Faith in pto.;r'o a, a h-m/.n pon'ess had vriiumlv dmtmi*4ird. 
Fifty years cat bn. pnlup M’Si it tr sponsible optimism, most Amrti 
cans had assumed 'hat *hr fmuhar lie net its would sniitiuue to auttmu 
late aumma-vdh; 'hat Am -. • m (Uu? :** «nr hotm.1 to awend to 

UttJUr, edr'l'-'d rl.o’l ( b-0 -,'es. Ur -a* ll,r\si *i,- a. .too i 

tatiun, In i, an AmrtMi wn.ui'." i th • >r »•' a"a, 

that, Itttrrtt oa. U’n, ««! 1 he h.-M >, m- a »•> jo ^ onmi-.mm. 
"IVih ip. mi; n;,,.t '•so,;o-on - L>- d- '.‘‘p’ 1 ' tn r dr, 

covriy t!i.o we b-or to ' uni* •" «•*. h i"*, a, 'he . , >’•'* «*t the 

litnri wot;!*! as;.;.-,: t -tui»!s ,; '-i ■’ :• -> v. i 1'* and tm.ir in- 

tr!h i; eut if. (,,'ji/: <u <4 ?!e : mm.. <■! '■ is :L>'<’’"■» *h Ut at 

;tli¥ in "ip* J 1 ’ ; 1 4 ;>3/ ,f,%x 

sotueth.iii; IfrOrj, , , , Wf .!i..' .... • ,r . *t ' r 1 ' i and 

mlr-ayn st, «■? 'Lu j''»V'" r ’""'''ho;-; *han 

what 'wr h.e,e, hut *,. -imL- '* ^ ;a- -if tst -hme L. "I ■ w ••■td 
it cuttld do." '3 1.-> H.u >,< *1. r ", 'u '< '■ 1*. ’*■ l* ’•*'•* ' of' 
of Hr my !',.!•?, v. i ■ t ,„i<- t'm', na .-’hm Au.i-u -o, L.,.1 V-u k 
vpoicahk ha the a <a :•> Arm.; the halt 

century. 

Hid Amrti- afo, w 1 ln4 rt j -i 't>- e ! -.O't pi. w,i' o mot any 

nation m (hr wall, in # F-lu-v- fr-at t if m! r*- 

lUmvrly in i.ta’mal 1 <aiw, n a mv'h' It w, amh h---ie w ,j h>-}^ 
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(or rlw fungr of mind and heart that Albert Einstein so eloquently 
demanded; that she Amnu.m peuplc, in their current disenchantment, 

seemed \o impatiently to await. 5 

Asn! these to.n hour, even though disenchantment prevailed at 
the end . 4 ' dse cm. Always Ms.ro, Americans had drawn courage 
Itotn tlteis Uilttnr, and iiwontivc from their experience. The old 
laith., tot thr moment, wnc ittartioulatc. But disenchantment was the 
{vssttastvo ssmim.m «.f their survival, for to be disenchanted is 
Ct, ...«e gic.uly almm the still unrealized ideal. vSo one felt, under the 
tunt.l ot the time, the pulsr of tt.nlitional American faiths: faith 
m the ind; vidts.tl, in just see mid liMty, in the future; faith in the 
posensi.d, mnki than the a.tu.il, as to human nature, society and en- 
v.to’imr.s"; SmH m hie u >rU and tin ultimate, intrinsic goodness. 
l,i. lm. ; A-n,Asnrn.aus ure enough about what ought to be 

?n *! 'ph 4 - ? b ' O 4 Mid y?tUf:uf|? 

TIm hi \ ymdwd Ui di allusion often before, for the disparity 

benmm who i, *iio! who ought ui hr always aggrieved them. Even 
m « % * ; *m;;,: «e jH Afitftnatis had known his moments o£ 
degon. "*»*' m* kdi ohmi 1 4 )t its lea stake; it is checkmated. Young 
urn !? nr n < h* >, r. Adorn mold lilr day lalHirers idle in the streets, 
hour * dh-rb in n» S4J114, 11 r i 4 d wear no crown of warm life on 
dtao h.ur ** IV pma-m generation is bankrupt of principles 
an t leg*", ,n m rnnn, t rli.tr man 1 % not what man should be. 
} If n 4 u >• utl't a “A w h«r d I |r i*i ihr farad at the apron-string of society. 
Hr 1 i 4 neem / -a, I Ir n iIf wivattt of his tolly. This is the causal 

tuning** , thr. p hr if$ir| rpjiftwirft, that the ideal should serve 
thr Mr b ? h,o t!r- V.*d oi 14 vu%t the frrt 4 . * * n So wrote Ralph 
\V,dd»* I oMivai in t 1 ;7» anticipating thr mood of his countrymen 
iiiMfr dun .1 muon lam, 

fm? *V nm A %% X \ u Ai a ilullenge, and the challenge could be 
ium 04 *'u, ia hi t V jrnt, fait onr tiling every American knew in 
lii a br 4 ,g mhhw/i I pSitk vptot bad molded it with wonder. ‘To be 
an \iMMr /i," t irMigr S momma lod odd jtropic across the Atlantic, 
hi "t rjorra; 4 tout 4 «an education, and a career.” 
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